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THE  LAST  ABBOT  OP  WHALLET, 


I. 

THE  BEACON   OTS(  PEKDLB   HILL, 

Thebe  were  eiglit  watcliers  by  tlie  beacon  on  Pendle  Hill  in 
Lancashire.  Two  were  stationed  on  eitlier  aide  of  the  north- 
eastem  extremity  of  the  mountain.  One  looked  over  the  castled 
heights  of  Clithero;  the  woody  eminences  of  Bowland;  the 
bleak  ridges  of  Thomley;  the  broad  moors  of  Bleasdale;  the 
Trough  of  Bolland,  and  Wolf  Crag ;  and  even  brought  within 
his  ken  the  black  felis  overhanging  Lancaster.  The  other 
tracked  the  stream  called  Pendle  Water,  almost  from  its  source 
amid  the  neighbouring  hills,  and  foJlowed  its  windings  through 
the  leafless  forest,  nntil  it  united  its  waters  to  those  of  the 
Calder,  and  swept  on  in  swifter  and  clearer  cnrrent,  to  wash  the 
base  of  Whalley  Abbey.  But  tho  watcher*s  survey  did  not 
stop  here.  Noting  the  sharp  spire  of  Bumley  Church,  relieved 
against  the  rounded  masses  of  timber  conatituting  Townley 
Park ;  as  well  as  the  entrance  of  the  gloomy  mountain  gorge, 
known  as  the  Grange  of  CHviger ;  his  far-reaching  gaze  passed 
over  Todmorden,  and  settled  upon  the  distant  summit  of 
Blackstone  Edge. 

Dreary  was  the  prospect  on  all  sides.  Black  moor,  bleak  feil, 
straggling  forest,  intersected  with  suUen  streams  as  black  as 
ink,  with  here  and  there  a  small  tarn,  or  moss-pool,  with  waters 
of  the  same  hue.  These  constituted  the  chief  features  of  the 
Bcene.  The  whole  district  was  harren  and  thinly-populated. 
Of  towns,  only  Clithero,  Colne,  and  Bumley — ^the  latter  little 
more  than  a  village — ^were  in  view.    In  the  Valleys  there  were 
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a  few  hamlets  and  scattercd  cottages,  and  on  the  nplands  an 
occasional  "booth,"  as  tlic  liut  of  the  herdsman  was  termed ; 
bnt  of  more  important  mansions  therc  wero  onlj  six,  as  Merley, 
Twistleton,  Alcancoats,  Saxfeld,  Ightenhill,  and  Gawthorpe. 
The  "  vaccaries"  for  the  cattle,  of  which  the  herdsman  had  the 
care,  and  the  "  lawnds,"  or  parks  withdn  the  for«s*,  af  pertaining 
to  some  of  the  halls  bef ore  mentioned,  offered  the  only  evidences 
of  cultivation.     All  eise  was  heathy  waste,  morass,  and  wood. 

Still,  in  the  eye  of  the  sport&maa — and  the  Lancashire  gentle- 
men  of  the  sixteenth  Century  were  keen  lovers  of  sport — the 
country  had  a  strong  interest.  Pendle  Forest  abounded  with 
game.  Grosse,  plovery  an^d  bitteina.  were  fouaftd  npon  its  moors ; 
woodcock  and  snipe  on  its  marshes ;  mallard,  teal,  and  widgeon 
upon  its  pools.  In  its  chases  ranged  herds  of  deer,  protected 
by  the  terrible  forest-laws,  then  in  füll  force  :  and  the  hardier 
hnntsman  might  follow  the  woK  to  bis  lair  in  the  mountains ; 
might  spear  the  boar  in  the  oaien  glades,  or  the  otter  on  the 
river's  brink ;  might  unearth  the  badger  or  the  fox,  or  smite 
the  fierce  cat-a-mountain  with  a  quarre!  from  his  bow.  A  nobler 
iridim  8N>]iietiiE]i«ff^  abo^  awaiie^  kinii  ioBi  tke  ^ap«  dk  ai  wild 
xnoiiBitaiEii  bidl^  a  desadaeB  o€  tbe  fcnrest,  vsA  s  renmasrft  oüfi  the 
!befd»  tliat  had  cmee  broiwsed  lEp«»  th«  liOd»,.  b<at  whdela  Imd 
almost  aE  been  eaptTxredi^  and  vexK)^edl  1k>  steek  tlke  park  of  the 
Abbot  a£  WbaEey.  The  sJsceama  and  |w%i^  weore  Mb]  of  fiflb  \ 
the  statelj  keroiBi  fre^^nted  the  Esere»;:  aimt^  on  t&e  eira^g;^ 
h^xghtsr  built  the  kite,  the  lako&^  arad  the  Mngjfy  ea^. 

Tbere  were  eight  watche»s  bj  th®  besbeoai.  Two^  stood  aspsBri» 
froiax  tbe  others,  looMng  to>  the  sigkt  and  the  left  of  the  hiüL 
Both  were  aormed  with  sworda  aoaud  arquiebuse»,  aad  wore  ateel 
eap9>  and  eoats  of  bnfÜ.  Theiar  sleeye»  were  embroideired  witfi 
the  five  wottada  of  Christ,  eaciifciiaig  the  narae  ©f  Jesurei — ^tb© 
badge  of  the  IHlgrimage  of  Clorace.  Betweem  theBsn,  on  tke  verge 
of  the  moimtain,  was  pfeaated  a  great  banner,  dasplajriDJg  a  silver 
CFOS&,  the'  chalice  and  the  Host,  togetlker  wilJh  an>  eecleaiastieal 
fi^pire,  bu,t  wearing  a  keimet  instead  of  a  mdtse,  a^d  holdim-g  a 
sword  ia  place  of  a  croeaer,  with  th«  uaoccupied  band  pointin^ 
to  the  two  towers  of  a  monastic  structure,  as  if  to  iatimaate  thaft 
he  was  armed  for  its  def eiwe.  THaas  figure,  a»  the  device  bemeath 
it  showed,  represented  John  Paslew,.  Abbot  of  Whalley,  or,  a» 
ke  styled  hdmfleK  m,  kd«  militapy  eapacitj,  Earl  of  Foyerty. 

There  were  eigbfc  watchers  by  the  beacon.  Two  kave  beeit 
described.  Of  the  otker  »ix,  two-  were  stout  kerdemen  carrying' 
evook»,  and  koMiBg  a  coapDe-  of  moal^s,  and  a  richly  caparisoned 
waar-horse,  by  the  bridle.    Near  them  stood  a  broad-shouldered 


THE  LAKOASHIBB  WITOHES.  3 

athletic  yoiing  man,  with  the  fresh  complexion,  curling  brown 
hälr,  lignt  eyes,  and  open  Saion  countenance,  best  »een  in  his 
Mtive  county  of  Lancaster.  He  wore  a  Lincoln- green  tunic, 
wlth  a  bügle  suspended  from  the  Shoulder  by  a  eilken  cord ;  and 
k  silver  plate  engraved  with  the  three  luces,  the  ensign  of  the 
Abbot  Ol 'Whalley,  hung  by  a  chain  from  his  neck.  A  hunting- 
küife  was  in  his  girdle,  and  an  eagle's  plume  in  his  cap,  and  he 
leaned  upon  the  butt-end  of  a  crossbow,  regarding  three  i)ersons 
Who  stood  together  by  a  peat  fire,  on  the  sheltered  side  of  the 
beacon.  Two  of  these  were  elderly  men,  in  the  white  gowns  and 
scaj)iilaries  of  Cistertian  monks,  doubtless  from  Whalley,  as 
the  abbey  belonged  to  that  order.  The  third  ^nd  last,  and 
evidently  their  superior,  was  a  tall  man  in  a  riding-dress, 
Wtapped  in  a  long  mantle  of  black  telvet,  trimmed  with  minever, 
änd  displaying  the  same  badges  as  those  upon  the  sleeres  of  the 
sentineis,  onhr  wrought  in  richer  n^terial.  His  features  were 
stfongly  marked  and  stern,  and  bore  traces  of  age ;  but  his  eye 
was  bright,  and  his  carriage  eroct  and  dignified. 

The  beacon,  near  which  the  watchers  stood,  consisted  of  a 
rast  pile  of  logs  of  timber,  heaped  upon  a  circular  ränge  of 
stones,  with  openings  to  admit  air,  and  haying  the  centre  filled 
With  fagots,  and  other  quickly  oombustible  materials.  Torches 
were  placed  near  at  band,  so  that  the  pile  could  be  lighted  ou 
tiie  instant. 

The  watch  was  held  one  aftemoon  at  the  latter  end  of 
l^oVember,  1536.  tn  that  year  had  arisen  a  formidable  tebellion 
in  the  northem  counties  of  England,  the  members  of  which, 
while  engaginff  to  respect  the  person  of  the  king,  Henry  VIII., 
and  his  issue,  bound  themselves  by  solemn  oath  to  accomplish 
the  restoration  of  Papal  supremacy  throughout  the  realm,  and 
the  restitution  of  religious  establishments  and  lande  to  their 
late  ejected  possessors.  They  bound  themselves,  also,  to  punish 
the  enemies  of  the  Eomish  Church,  and  suppress  heresy.  Fr«m 
its  religious  character  the  insurrection  assumed  the  name  of  the 
tilgrimage  of  Grace,  and  numbered  among  its  adherents  all 
who  had  not  embraced  the  new  doctrines  in  Yorkshire  and  Lan- 
cashil*e.  That  such  an  outbreak  should  occur  on  the  suppression 
of  the  monasteries,  was  not  marvellous.  The  desecration  and 
ßpoliation  of  so  many  sacred  structures — the  destruction  of 
shrines  and  Images  long  regarded  with  veneration — the  ejection 
of  so  many  ecclesiastics,  renowned  fot  hospitality  and  revered 
for  piety  and  learning — the  violence  and  rapacity  of  the  com- 
Inissioners  appointed  by  the  Vicar-Greneral  Cromwellto  carry  out 
these  serere  measures — all  these  outvages  wei'e  regarded  by  the 
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people  with  abhorrence,  and  disposed  them  to  aid  the  sutferei's 
in  resistance.  As  yet  the  wealthier  monasteries  in  the  north 
had  been  spared,  and  it  was  to  preserve  them  from  the  greedy 
hands  of  the  visitors,  Doctors  Lee  and  Layton,  that  the  insurrec- 
tion  had  been  nndertaken.  A  simultaneous  rising  took  place  in 
Lincolnshire,  headed  by  Makarel,  Abbot  of  Barlings,  but  it  was 
speedily  quelled  by  the  vigour  and  skiU  of  the  Duke  of  SufPolk, 
and  its  leader  executed.  But  the  northem  outbreak  was  better 
organised,  and  of  greater  force,  for  it  now  nimibered  thirty 
thousand  men,  under  the  conunand  of  a  skilful  and  resolute 
leader  named  Robert  Aske. 

As  may  be  supposed,  the  priesthood  were  main  movers  in  a 
revolt  having  their  especial  benefit  for  its  aim:  and  many  of 
them,  foUowing  the  example  of  the  Abbot  of  Barlings,  clothed 
themselves  in  steel  instead  of  woollen  garments,  and  girded  on 
the  sword  and  the  breastplate  for  the  redress  of  their  grievances 
and  the  maintenance  of  their  rights.  A mengst  these  were  the 
Abljots  of  Jervaux,  Fumess,  Fountains,  Rivaulx,  and  SaUey, 
and,  lastly,  the  Abbot  of  Whalley,  before  mentioned;  a  fiery 
and  energetic  prelate,  who  had  ever  been  constant  and  deter- 
mined  in  his  Opposition  to  the  aggressive  measures  of  the  king. 
Such  was  the  Pügrimage  of  Grace,  such  its  design,  and  such  its 
supporters. 

Several  large  towns  had  already  fallen  into  the  hands  of  the 
insurgents.  York,  Hüll,  and  Pontefract  had  yielded ;  Skipton 
Castle  was  besieged,  and  defended  by  the  Earl  of  Cumberland ; 
and  battle  was  offered  to  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  and  the  Earl  of 
Shrewsbury,  who  headed  the  king's  forces  at  Doncaster.  But 
the  object  of  the  Royalist  leaders  was  to  temporise,  and  an 
armistice  was  offered  to  the  rebels  and  accepted.  Terms  were 
next  proposed  and  debated. 

During  the  continuance  of  this  armistice  all  hostilities  ceased ; 
but  beacons  were  reared  upon  the  mountains,  and  their  fires 
were  to  be  takeh  as  a  new  summons  to  arms.  This  signal  the 
eight  watchers  expected. 

Though  late  in  November,  the  day  had  been  unusually  fine, 
and,  in  consequence,  the  whole  hilly  ranges  aroimd  were  clearly 
discemible,  but  now  the  shades  of  evening  were  fast  drawing  on. 

"  Night  is  approaching,"  cried  the  tall  man  in  the  velvet 
mantle,  impatiently ;  "  and  still  the  signal  comes  not.  Where- 
f ore  this  delay  ?  Can  Norfolk  have  accepted  our  conditions  ? 
Impossible.  The  last  messenger  from  our  camp  at  Scawsby 
Lees  brought  word  that  the  duke's  sole  terms  would  be  the 
king's  pardon  to  tiie  whole  Insurgent  anny,  provided  they  at 
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once  diflpersed— except  ten  persons,  six  named  and  fonr  un- 
named." 

"And  were  you  amongst those  named, lord  abbot,"  demanded 
one  of  the  monks. 

"John  Paslew,  Abbot  of  Whalley,  it  was  said,  headed  the 
Kst,"  replied  the  other  with  a  bitter  smile.  "  Next  came  William 
Traifford,  Abbot  of  Salley.  Next  Adam  Sudbury,  Abbot  of 
Jervaux.  Then  our  leader,  Eobert  Aske.  Then  John  Eastgate, 
Monk  of  Whalley '' 

"  How,  lord  abbot !"  exclaimed  the  monk.  "  Was  my  name 
mentioned  ?" 

"  It  was,"  rejoined  the  abbot.  "  And  that  of  William  Hay- 
docke,  also  Monk  of  WhaUey,  closed  the  list." 

"  The  imrelenting  tyrant !"  muttered  the  other  monk.  "  But 
these  terms  conld  not  be  accepted  ?" 

"  AssTiredly  not,"  replied  Paslew ;  "  they  were  rejected  with 
scom.  But  the  negotiations  were  continued  by  Sir  Ealph 
Ellerker  and  Sir  Robert  Bowas,  who  were  to  claim  on  our  part 
a  free  pardon  for  all;  the  establishment  of  a  parliament  and 
courts  of  justice  at  York,  the  restoration  of  the  Princess  Mary 
to  the  succession ;  the  Pope  to  his  Jurisdiction ;  and  our  brethren 
to  their  houses.  But  such  conditions  will  never  be  granted. 
With  my  consent  no  armistice  should  have  been  agreed  to.  We 
are  sure  to  lose  by  the  delay.  But  I  was  overruled  by  the  Arch- 
bishop  of  York  and  the  Lord  Darcy.  Their  voices  prevailed 
against  the  Abbot  of  Whalley — or,  if  it  please  you,  the  Earl  of 
Poverty." 

"  It  is  the  assumption  of  that  derisive  title  which  has  drawn 
upon  you  the  füll  force  of  the  king's  resentment,  lord  abbot," 
observed  Father  Eastgate. 

"  It  may  be,"  replied  the  abbot.  "  I  took  it  in  mockery  of 
Cromwell  and  the  ecclesiastical  commissioners,  and  I  rejoice 
that  they  have  feit  the  sting.  The  Abbot  of  Barlings  called 
himself  Captain  Cobbler,  because,  as  he  affirmed,  the  state 
wanted  mending  like  old  shoon.  And  is  not  my  title  equally 
well  chosen  ?  Is  not  the  Church  smitten  with  poverty  ?  Have 
not  ten  thousand  of  our  brethren  been  driven  from  their  homes 
to  beg  or  to  starve  ?  Have  not  the  houseless  poor,  whom  we 
fed  at  our  gates,  and  lodged  within  our  wards,  gone  away  hungry 
and  without  rest  ?  Have  not  the  sick,  whom  we  would  have 
relieved,  died  untended  by  the  hedge-side  ?  I  am  the  head  of 
the  poor  in  Lancashire,  the  redresser  of  their  grievances,  and 
theref ore  I  style  myseM  Earl  of  Poverty.  Have  I  not  done 
weU?"  ,M 
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^'  Ton  have,  lord  abbot,*'  replied  Fatber  Eastp^ate. 

"  Poverty  will  not  alone  be  the  fate  of  tbe  Clmrcb,  but  of  tbe 
wbole  realm,  if  tbe  rapacious  designs  of  tbe  monarcb  and  bis 
beretical  counsellors  are  carried  fortb,"  pursued  tbe  abbot. 
"  Cromwell,  Audeley,  and  Rieb,  bave  wisely  ordained  tbat  no 
Infant  sball  be  baptized  witbout  tribute  to  tbe  king;  tbat 
no  man  wbo  owns  not  above  twenty  pounds  a  year  sball  consume 
wbeaten  bread,  or  eat  tbe  flesb  of  f  owl  or  swine  witbout  tribute  ; 
and  tbat  all  plougbed  land  sball  pay  tribute  likewise.  Tbus  tbe 
Cburcb  is  to  be  beggared,  the  poor  plundered,  and  all  meii 
burthened,  to  fatten  the  lang,  and  fill  bis  exchequer." 

"  This  must  be  a  jest,"  observed  Fatber  Haydocke. 

"  It  is  a  jest  no  man  laughs  at,"  rejoined  tbe  abbot,  sternly  ; 
"  any  more  than  the  king's  counsellors  will  laugb  at  tbe  Earl  of 
Poverty,  wbose  title  they  tbemselves  bave  created.  But  wbere- 
f ore  comes  not  the  signal  ?  Can  aught  bave  gone  wrong  ?  I 
will  not  think  it.  The  whole  country,  from  the  Tweed  to  tbe 
Humber,  and  from  the  Lune  to  the  Mersey,  is  ours ;  and,  if  we 
but  hold  together,  our  cause  must  prevail." 

"  Yet  we  bave  many  and  powerful  enemies,"  observed  Fatber 
Eastgate ;  "  and  the  king,  it  is  said,  bath  swom  never  to  make 
terms  with  us.  Tidings  were  brought  to  the  abbey  this  morn- 
ing,  tbat  the  Earl  of  Derby  is  assembling  f orces  at  Preston,  to 
march  upon  us." 

"  We  will  give  bim  a  warm  reception  if  he  comes,"  replied 
Paslew,  fiercely.  "  He  will  find  tbat  our  walls  bave  not  been 
krenelled  and  embattled  by  Mcense  of  good  King  Edward  tbe 
Third  f or  nothing ;  and  tbat  our  brethren  can  fight  as  well  as 
tbeir  predecessors  fought  in  the  time  of  Abbot  Holden,  wbea 
they  took  tithe  by  force  from  Sir  Christopber  Parsons  of  Slayd- 
bum.  Tbe  abbey  is  streng,  and  rigbt  well  defended,  and  we 
need  not  fear  a  surprise.  But  it  grow«  dark  fast,  and  yet  no 
signal  comes." 

"  Percbance  tbe  waters  of  tbe  Don  bave  again  risen,  so  as  to 
prevent  tbe  army  from  fording  the  stream,"  observed  Fatber 
Haydocke ;  "  or  it  may  be  tbat  some  disaster  batb  befallen  our 
leader." 

"  Nay,  I  will  not  believe  tbe  latter,*'  said  tbe  abbot ;  "  Eobert 
Aske  is  cbosen  by  Heaven  to  be  our  deliverer.  It  bas  been  pro- 
pbesied  tbat  a  '  worm  with  one  eye '  sball  work  tbe  redemption 
of  tbe  fallen  faitb,  and  you  know  tbat  Robert  Aske  batb  been 
deprived  of  bis  left  erb  by  an  arrow." 

I^Tberefore  it  is,"  observed  Fatber  Eastgate,  "thatth^  Pil- 
grims  of  Grace  cbant  tbe  f  oUowing  ditty  : 
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**  *  Forth  shall  come  an  Aake  with  ono  eye, 
He  shall  be  chief  of  the  compaDy — 
Chief  of  the  northem  chivalry.' " 

"  Wliat  more  ?"  demanded  the  abbot,  seeing  that  the  monk 
a^>eared  to  hesitate. 

**  Nay,  I  know  not  whether  the  rest  of  the  rhymes  may  pleaae 
yoa,  lord  abbot,"  replied  Father  Eaetgate. 

^  Let  me  hear  them,  and  I  will  judge,"  said  Paslew.  Thni 
nrged,  the  monk  went  on  : 

"  *  One  shall  sit  at  a  solemn  feast, 
Half  -vrarrior,  half  priest, 
The  greatest  there  shall  bo  the  least/ 

"  The  last  verse,"  observed  the  monk,  "  has  been  added  to  tha 
dittj  by  Nicholas  Demdike.  I  heard  him  sing  it  the  other  day 
at  Üie  abbej  gate." 

"  What,  Nicholas  Demdike,  of  Worston?**  cried  the  abbot  5 
"  he  whose  wife  is  a  witch  ?" 

"  üie  same,"  replied  Eastgate. 

"  Hoo  be  so  ceawnted,  sure  eno,"  remarked  the  f orester,  who 
had  been  listening  attentively  to  their  discourse,  and  who  uow 
stepped  forward ;  "  boh  dunna  yo  think  it.  Beleemy,  lort  abbut, 
Bess  Demdike*s  too  yunk  an'  too  protty  for  a  witch." 

"  Thou  art  bewitched  by  her  thyself,  Cuthbert,"  said  tha 
abbot,  angrily.  "  I  shall  impose  a  penance  upon  thee,  to  free 
thee  from  the  evil  influence.  Thou  must  recite  twenty  pater- 
nosters  daily,  fasting,  for  one  month ;  and  af terwards  perform 
a  pilgrimage  to  the  shrine  of  our  Lady  of  Grilsland.  Bess  Dem* 
dike  is  an  approved  and  notorious  witch,  and  hath  been  seen  by 
credible  witnesses  attending  a  de  vir  s  sabbath  on  this  very  hill — 
Heiaveu  shield  us !  It  is  theref  ore  that  I  have  placed  her  and 
her  husband  imder  the  ban  of  the  Church ;  pronounced  sentence 
of  excommunication  against  them  ;  and  commanded  all  my  clergy 
to  refuse  baptism  to  their  infant  daughter,  newly  born." 

"  Wea's  me  !  ey  knoas  't  reet  weel,  lort  abbut,"  replied  Ash- 
bead ;  "and  Bess  taks  t'  sentence  sore  ta  'ert !" 

"  Then  let  her  amend  her  ways,  or  heavier  punishment  will 
befall  her,"  cried  Paslew,  seyerely.  "  *  8ortilegam  non  patieris 
vivere*  saith  the  Levitical  law.  If  she  be  convicted,  sne  shall 
die  the  death.  That  she  is  comely,  I  admit ;  but  it  is  the  come- 
liwBsa  of  a  child  of  sin.  Dost  thou  know  the  man  with  whom 
she  is  wedded — or  supposed  to  be  wedded — for  I  have  seen  no 
pjüoof  of  the  marriage  ?    He  is  a  stranger  here." 

"  Ey  knoas  neawt  abowt  him,  lort  abbut,  'cept  that  he  cum  to 
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Pendle  a  twealmont  agoa/'  replied  Aslibead ;  "  boli  ey  knoas  f  u* 
weel  that  t'eawtcumbliiig  felly  robt  me  ot  prottiest  lass  i'  aw 
Lonkyshiar — aigb,  or  i'  aw  Englondsbiar,  fo'  t'  matter  o*  thät." 

"  What  manner  of  man  is  he  ?"  inqnired  the  abbot. 

**01i,  he's  a  feaw  teyke — a  varra  feaw  t^yke/'  replied  Asb- 
bead ;  "  wi'  a  feace  as  black  as  a  boggart,  sooty  sbiny  hewr  loike 
a  mowdywarp,  an'  een  loike  a  stanniel.  Bob  f er  running,  rost- 
ling,  an*  tbrowing  t*  stoan,  be'n  no  match  i*  tbis  keawntry. 
Ey'n  triet  bim  at  aw  tbree  gams,  so  ey  con  speak.  For*t  most 
part  be'n  a  big,  black  bandybewit  wi'  bim,  and,  by  tb'  Mess,  ey 
canna  help  tbinkin'  be  meys  free  sometoimes  wi'  yor  lortsbip's 
bucks." 

"  Ha !  tbis  must  be  looked  to,"  cried  the  abbot.  "  Tou  say 
you  know  not  wbence  be  comes  ?     'Tis  stränge." 

"T'  missmannert  carl  'U  boide  naw  questionin',  odd  rottle 
him !"  replied  Asbbead.  "  He  awnsurs  wi'  a  gibe,  or  a  tbwack 
o*  bis  staff.  Wbon  ey  last  seet  bim,  be  tbreatened  t'  raddle  me 
booans  weel,  bob  ey  sooan  lowert  bim  a  peg." 

"  We  will  find  a  way  of  making  bim  speak,"  said  tbe  abbot. 

"He  can  speak,  and  rigbt  well,  if  be  pleases,"  remarked 
Fatber  Eastgate ;  "  f  or  tbougb  ordinarily  silent  and  sullen 
enongb,  yet  wben  be  dotb  talk  it  is  not  like  one  of  tbe  binds 
witb  wbom  be  consorts,  but  in  good  set  pbrase  ;  and  bis  bearing 
is  as  bold  as  tbat  of  one  wbo  batb  seen  service  in  tbe  field." 

"  My  CTiriosity  is  aroused,"  said  tbe  abbot.  **  I  must  see 
Mm." 

"  Noa  sooner  said  tban  done,"  cried  Asbbead ;  "  for,  be  t' 
Lord  Harry,  ey  see  bim  stonding  be  yon  moss  poo'  o'  top  t'  bill, 
tbougb  bow  be'n  getten  tbeer  t'  Dule  owny  knoas." 

And  be  pointed  out  a  tall,  dark  figure,  standing  near  a  little 
pool  on  tbe  summit  of  tbe  mountain,  about  a  bundred  yards 
foom  tbem. 

"Talk  of  ill,  and  ill  cometh,"  obseryed  Fatber  Haydocke. 
"  And  see,  tbe  wizard  batb  a  black  bound  witb  bim !  It  may 
be  bis  wife,  in  tbat  likeness." 

"  Naw,  ey  knoas  t'  bount  reet  weel,  Feytber  Haydocke,"  re- 
plied the  forester ;  "  it's  a  Saint  Hubert,  an'  a  rareun  fo'  fox  or 
badgert.  Odds  loife,  feytber,  whoy  tbat's  t'  black  bandybewit 
I  war  speaking  on." 

"  I  like  not  the  appearance  of  the  knave  at  tbis  juncture,"  said 
the  abbot ;  "  yet  I  wish  to  confront  him,  and  charge  him  witb 
bis  misdemeanors." 

"  Hark !  he  sings,"  cried  Fatber  Haydocke.  And  as  he  spoke 
a  voice  was  heard  chanting : 
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<*  One  shall  sit  at  a  solemn  f  east, 
Half  warrior,  half  priest, 
The  greatest  there  shall  be  the  leasi.*' 

"  The  very  ditty  I  heard,"  cried  Father  Eastgate ;  '*  but  list, 
he  has  more  of  it."    And  the  voice  resumed : 

**  He  shall  be  rieh,  yet  poor  as  me, 
Abbot,  and  Earl  of  Poverty. 
Monk  and  soldier,  rieh  and  poor, 
He  shall  be  hang*d  at  his  own  door." 

Loud  derisive  laughter  foUowed  the  song. 

"  By  oiir  Lady  of  Whalley,  the  knave  is  mocking  us,"  cried 
the  abbot ;  "  send  a  holt  to  silence  him,  Cuthbert," 

The  f orester  instantly  bent  his  bow,  and  a  quarrel  whistled  off 
in  the  direction  of  the  singer ;  but  whether  his  aim  were  not 
truly  taken,  or  he  meant  not  to  hit  the  mark,  it  is  certain  that 
Demdike  remained  untouched.  The  reputed  wizard  laughed 
aloud,  took  ofE  his  feit  cap  in  acknowledgment,  and  marched 
dehberately  down  the  side  of  the  hill. 

"  Thou  art  not  wont  to  miss  thy  aim,  Cuthbert,"  cried  the 
abbot,  with  a  look  of  displeasure.  "  Take  good  heed  thou  pro- 
ducest  this  scinril  knave  before  me,  when  these  troublous  times 
are  over.  But  what  is  this  ? — he  stops — ha  !  he  is  practising 
his  devib'ies  on  the  mountain's  side." 

It  would  seem  that  the  abbot  had  good  Warrant  f  or  what  he 
said,  as  Demdike,  having  paused  at  a  broad  green  patch  on  the 
hill-side,  was  now  busied  in  tracing  a  circle  round  it  with  his 
staff.  He  then  spoke  aloud  some  words,  which  the  superstitious 
beholders  construed  into  an  incantation,  and  after  tracing  the 
circle  once  again,  and  casting  some  tufts  of  dry  heather,  which 
he  plucked  fiom  an  adjoining  hillock,  on  three  particular  spots, 
he  ran  quickly  downwards,  f  oUowed  by  his  hound,  and  leaping  a 
stone  wall,  surrounding  a  little  orchard  at  the  foot  of  the  hill, 
disappeared  from  view. 

"  Go,  and  see  what  he  hath  done,"  cried  the  abbot  to  the 
forester,  "  for  I  like  it  not." 

Ashbead  instantly  obeyed,  and  on  reaching  the  green  spot  in 
question,  shouted  out  that  he  could  discem  nothing ;  but  pre- 
sently  added,  as  he  moved  about,  that  the  turf  heaved  hke  a 
sway-bed  beneath  his  feet,  and  he  thought — ^to  use  his  own 
phraseology — ^would  *'  brast."  The  abbot  then  commanded  him 
to  go  down  to  the  orchard  below,  and  if  he  could  find  Demdike, 
to  bring  him  to  him  instantly.  The  forester  did  as  he  was 
bidden,  ran  down  the  hill,  and,  leaping  the  orchard  wall  as  the 
other  had  done,  was  lost  to  sight.  ^ 
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Ere  long,  it  became  quite  dark,  and  as  Ashbead  did  not  re- 
appear,  tlie  abbot  gave  vent  to  bis  impatience  and  iineasiness, 
and  was  proposing  to  send  one  of  tbe  herdsmen  in  searcb  of  bim, 
wken  bis  attention  was  ßuddenly  diverted  by  a  loud  sbout  from 
one  of  tbe  sentinels,  and  a  fire  was  seen  on  a  distant  hili  o&  tke 
rigbt. 

"  Tbe  Signal !  tbe  signal !"  cried  Paelew,  joyfully.  "  Kindle  a 
torcb ! — quick,  quick !" 

And  as  be  spoke,  be  seized  a  brand  and  plttnged  it  into  a  peat 
fire,  wbile  bis  example  was  foUowed  by  tbe  two  monke. 

"  It  is  tbe  beacon  on  Blackstone  Edge,"  cried  tbe  abbot ;  ^  and 
look !  a  second  blazes  over  tbe  Q-range  of  Cliviger — anotber  on 
Igbtenbill — anotber  on  Boulswortb  Hill — and  tbe  last  on  tbe 
neigbbonring  beigbts  of  Padibam.  Our  own  oomes  next.  May 
it  ligbt  tbe  enemies  of  our  boly  Cburcb  to  perdition !" 

Witb  tbis,  be  applied  tbe  burhing  brand  to  tbe  combustible 
matter  of  tbe  beacon.  Tbe  monks  did  tbe  same;  and  in  an. 
instant  a  tall,  pointed  flame  rose  up  from  a  tbick  cloud  of  smoke. 
Ere  anotber  minute  bad  elapsed,  similar  fires  sbot  up  to  tbe  rigbt 
and  tbe  left,  on  tbe  bigb  lands  of  Trawden  Forest,  on  tbe  jagged 
points  of  Foulridge,  on  tbe  summit  of  Cowling  Hill,  and  so  on 
to  Skipton.  Otber  firet^iBbgain  blazed  on  Üie  towers  of  Clitbero, 
on  Longridge  and  Eibebester,  on  tbe  woody  eminences  of  Bow- 
land,  on  Wolf  Crag,  and  on  feil  and  scar  all  tbe  way  to  Lan- 
caster.  It  seemed  tbe  work  of  encbantment,  so  suddenly  and  so 
strangely  did  tbe  fires  sboot  fortb.  As  tbe  beacon  flame  in- 
creased,  it  ligbted  up  tbe  wbole  of  tbe  extensive  table-land  on 
thB  summit  of  Pendle  Hill :  and  a  long,  lurid  streak  feil  on  tbe 
djarkling  moss-pool  near  wbicb  tbe  wizard  bad  stood.  But  wben 
it  atfcained  its  utmost  beigbt,  it  revealed  tbe  deptbs  of  tbe  forest 
below,  and  a  x^ed  reflection,  bere  and  tbere,  marked  tbe  course  of 
Pendle  Water.  Tbe  excitemiMit  of  tbe  abbot  and  bis  compa- 
nions  momently  increased,  and  tbe  sentinels  sbouted*  as  eacb  new 
beaeon  was  ligbted.  At  last,  almost  eyery  bill  bad  its  watcb- 
fire,  and  so  extraordinary  was  tbe  spectade,  tbat  it  seemed  as  if 
weird  heingn  were  abroad,  and  bolding  tbeir  revels  on  tbe 
beigbts. 

Tbisn  it  was  tbat  tbe  abbot,  mouuting  bis  steed,  called  out  to 
tbe  monks — "  Holy  Fatbers,  you  will  follow  to  tbe  abbey  as  you 
mity.  I  sball  ride  fleetly  on,  and  despatcb  two  bundred  arcbers 
to  Huddersfield  and  Wakefield.  Tbe  abbots  of  Salley  and  Jer- 
Ytaax,  witb  tbe  prior  of  Burlington,  will  be  witb  me  at  midnigbt ; 
and  at  dajhro^k  we  sbftU  m^axdbi  our  forces  to  join  the  main  army. 
Heaven  be  witb  you  !*' 
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^  StAj  !*'  cried  a  harsh,  impmoiu  voioe.     "  Stay  !** 

And,  to  his  sorprise,  the  abbat  beheld  Nieholas  DemdiJba 
fftanding  before  him.  l%e  ai^^t  of  the  wisard  was  dark  and 
forbiddmg,  and,  seen  by  the  beacon  light,  hit  saTage  f^itufai^ 
blazing  eyeHf  taül  gannt  fraza««  and  fao^utic  garb,  XBAde  liim 
look  Hke  something  unearthly.  Flingiii^  his  ettJE  oFer  hif 
Bhoxdder,  he  slowlj  approached,  wilJi  hin  blaek  hou»d  foiiowing 
close  hj  at  his  heels. 

^'  I  haTte  a  caution  to  give  you«  lord  abbot/'  he  «aid ;  '^  hear 
me  speak  before  you  «let  out  for  the  abbey«  or  ül  will  befall  you.*' 

**  TU  wiU  befall  me  if  I  listen  to  thee,  thou  wicked  ehuii,"  cried 
the  abbot.     ''  What  hast  thou  done  with  Outhbert  Ashbead  ?" 

''  I  have  seen  nothing  of  him  since  he  sent  a  holt  aiter  me  fUb 
your  bidding,  lord  abbot,"  replied  Demdike. 

"  Beware  lest  any  härm  eome  to  him,  or  thou  will  me  it,'' 
cried  Paslew.  "  But  I  have  no  time  to  waste  on  thee.  Farewell, 
fathers.  High  mass  will  be  said  in  the  convent  church  before  we 
set  out  on  the  expedition  io-uiorrow  momiog«  You  will  both 
attend  it." 

"  You  will  never  set  out  upon  the  expedition,  lord  abbot," 
cried  Demdike,  planting  his  staiE  so  sudJdenly  into  the  ground 
before  the  horse's  head«  that  the  animal  reared  and  nearly  thi:eir 
his  rider. 

"  How  now,  fellow,  what  mean  you  ?"  cried  the  abbot,  furi* 
ously. 

"  To  warn  you,"  replied  Demdike. 

"  Stand  aside,"  cried  the  abbot,  spurring  his  steed,  "  or  I  will 
tarample  you  beneath  my  horse*s  feet." 

"  I  might  let  you  ride  to  your  own  doom,"  rejoined  Demdike, 
with  a  soomüil  laugh,  as  he  seized  the  abbot's  bridle.  "  But 
you  shaU  hear  me.  I  teil  you,  you  will  never  go  forth  on  this 
expedition.  I  teil  you  that,  ere  to-morrow,  Whalley  Abbey  will 
h&ve  passed  for  ever  from  your  possession ;  and  that,  if  you  go 
thither  again,  your  lifo  will  be  forfeited.  Now  will  you  listen 
tome?" 

"  I  am  wroQg  in  doing  so,"  cried  the  abbot,  who  could  not, 
however,  repress  some  feelings  of  misgiving  at  this  alarming  ad«^ 
dress.     "  ^eak,  what  would  you  say  ?" 

"  Come  out  of  ear-shot  of  the  others,  and  I  will  teU  you," 
replied  Demdike.  And  he  led  the  abbot's  horse  to  some  distance 
further  on  the  hill. 

*^  Yomr  ^ßause  will  fail,  lord  abbot,"  he  thßa  said  "  Nay,  it  is 
hti  fkkseadT." 

"  Lost !     cried  the  abbot,  out  of  all  patience.     "  Lost !     Look 
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arotmd.  Twenty  fires  are  in  sight— ay,  thirty — and  every  fire 
thou  seest  will  smnmon  a  liundred  men,  at  tfie  least,  to  arms. 
Bef ore  an  hour,  five  hnndred  men  will  be  gathered  bef ore  the 
gates  of  Walley  Abbey." 

"  True,"  replied  Demdike ;  "  but  tbey  will  not  own  tbe  Earl 
of  Poverty  for  tbeir  leader." 

"  What  leader  will  they  own,  then  ?"  demanded  the  abbot, 
scomfuUy. 

"  The  Earl  of  Derby,"  replied  Demdike.  "  He  is  on  his  way 
thither,  with  Lord  Mounteagle,  from  Preston." 

"  Ha !"  exclaimed  Paslew,  "  let  me  go  meet  them,  then.  But 
thou  triflest  with  me,  fellow.  Thou  canst  know  nothing  of  this. 
Whence  gott'st  thou  thine  information  ?" 

"  Heed  it  not,"  replied  the  other ;  "  thou  wilt  find  it  correct. 
I  teil  thee,  proud  abbot,  that  this  grand  scheme  of  thine  and  of 
thj  fellows  for  the  restitution  of  the  Catholic  Church,  has  failed 
— utterly  failed." 

"  I  teil  thee  thou  liest,  false  knave !"  cried  the  abbot,  striking 
him  on  the  hand  with  his  scourge.  "  Quit  thy  hold,  and  let 
me  go." 

"Not  tili  I  have  done,"  replied  Demdike,  maintaining  his 
grasp.  "  Well  hast  thou  styled  thy  seif  Earl  of  Poverty,  for  thou 
art  poor  and  miserable  enough.  Abbot  of  Whalley  thou  art  no 
longer.  Thy  possessions  will  be  taken  from  thee,  and  if  thou 
returnest,  thy  life  also  will  be  taken.  If  thou  fleest,  a  price  will 
be  set  upon  thy  head.  I  alone  can  save  thee,  and  I  will  do  so 
on  one  condition." 

"  Condition  !  make  conditions  with  thee,  bond-slave  of  Satan!" 
cried  the  abbot,  gnashing  his  teeth.  "  I  reproach  myself  that  I 
have  listened  to  thee  so  long.  Stand  aside,  or  I  will  strike  thee 
dead." 

".You  are  wholly  in  my  power,"  cried  Demdike,  with  a  dis- 
dainful  laugh.  And  as  he  spoke,  he  pressed  the  large  sharp  bit 
against  the  charger' s  mouth,  and  backed  him  quickly  to  the  very 
edge  of  the  hill,  the  sides  of  which  here  sloped  precipitously 
down.  The  abbot  would  have  uttered  a  cry,  but  surprise  and 
terror  kept  him  silent. 

"  Were  it  my  desire  to  injure  you,  I  could  cast  you  down  the 
mountain-side  to  certain  death,"  pursued  Demdäe.  "  But  I 
have  no  such  wish.  On  the  contrary,  1  will  serve  you,  as  I  have 
Said,  on  one  condition." 

"  Thy  condition  would  imperil  my  soul,"  said  the  abbot,  füll 
of  wrath  and  alarm.     "  Thou  seekest  in  vain  to  terrify  me  into 
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compliance.     Vade  retro,  Sathanas,    I  defy  thee  and  all  ihj 
works." 

Demdike  laughed  scomfully. 

"  The  thunders  of  the  Clmrcli  do  not  frighten  me,"  he  cried. 
"  But  look,"  he  added,  you  doubted  my  word  when  I  told  you 
the  rising  was  at  an  end.  The  beacon  fires  on  Boulsworth 
Hill  and  on  the  Grange  of  Cliviger  are  extinguished ;  that  on 
Padiham  Heights  is  expiring — nay,  it  is  out;  and  ere  many 
minutes  aU  these  mountain  watch-fires  will  have  disappeared 
like  lamps  at  the  close  of  a  feast." 

"  By  onr  Lady,  it  is  so,"  cried  the  abbot,  in  increasing  terror. 
"  What  new  jugglery  is  this  ?'* 

"It  is  no  jugglery,  I  teil  you,"  replied  the  other.  "The 
waters  of  the  Don  have  again  arisen ;  the  insurgents  have  ac- 
cepted  the  king's  pardon,  have  deserted  their  leaders  and  dis- 
persed.  There  will  be  no  rising  to-night  or  on  the  morrow. 
The  abbots  of  Jervaux  and  Salley  wiU  strive  to  capitulate,  but 
in  vain.  The  Pügrimage  of  Grace  is  ended.  The  stake  for 
which  thou  playest  is  lost.  Thirty  years  hast  thou  govemed 
here,  but  thy  riüe  is  over.  Seventeen  abbots  have  there  been  of 
Whalley — ^the  last  thou ! — but  there  shall  be  none  more." 

"  It  must  be  the  demon  in  person  that  speaks  thus  to  me,'* 
cried  the  abbot,  his  hair  bristling  on  his  head,  and  a.  cold  Per- 
spiration burstrng  from  his  pores. 

"  No  matter  who  I  am,"  replied  the  other ;  "  I  have  said  I 
will  aid  thee  on  one  condition.  It  is  not  much.  Eemove  thy 
ban  from  my  wife,  and  baptize  her  infant  daughter,  and  I  am 
content.  I  would  not  ask  thee  for  this  service,  slight  though  it 
be,  but  the  poor  soul  hath  set  her  mind  upon  it.  Wilt  thou 
doit?" 

"  No,"  replied  the  abbot,  shuddering ;  "  I  will  not  baptize  a 
daughter  of  Satan.  I  will  not  seil  my  soul  to  the  powers  of 
darkness.  I  adjure  thee  to  depart  from  me,  and  tempt  me  no 
longer." 

"Vaüily  thou  seekest  to  cast  me  off,"  rejoined  Demdike. 
"  What  if  I  deliver  thine  adversaries  into  thine  hands,  and 
revonge  thee  upon  them  ?  Even  now  there  are  a  party  of 
armed  men  waiting  at  the  f  oot  of  the  hill  to  seize  thee  and  thy 
brethren.     Shall  I  show  thee  how  to  destroy  them  ?" 

"  Who  are  they  ?"  demanded  the  abbot,  surprised. 

"  Their  leaders  are  John  Braddyll  and  Eichard  Assheton,  who 
shall  divido  Whalley  Abbey  between  them,  if  thou  stayest  them 
not,"  replied  Demdike. 
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"  Seil  colistäöe  thetn  !"  cried  thö  abbat. 

"  Thy  spetech  shows  consent,"  rejoined  Demdike.  "CoffiO 
this  way." 

And,  witboKt  awaitlflg  tbe  Äbbcrt's  ieplj,  he  dragged  bis 
hotse  towafd»  tbe  btftt^eüd  of  tbe  nicrtlntaiÄ.  Ai  tbey  iTeöt  ofi, 
ihe  two  Iftonbs,  wko  bad  been  filled  Witb  iiul*t)ri»ö  at  tb«  intei'- 
Tiew,  tbotigb  tbey  did  not  date  to  interrtipt  it,  ädraööBd  tcrwatds 
their  supetiof ,  aäd  looked  eafliestly  and  inquitingfy  at  blöi,  büt 
be  remaitied  «ileni )  wbile  to  tbe  metk-At^Atuktt  and  tbe  bef ds- 
nien,  who  demanded  whether  tbeit  own  beacoli-'ßfe  «botlld  be 
extingüii^bcpd  m  tbe  otbefs  bad  been^  be  öbsirefaEd  s^oodÜjr  in 
tbe  negative. 

"Wbefe  are  tbe  föes  you  (S|)oke  of  ?"  b#  a«ked,  wltb  söme 
uneasineidy  M  iHm^he  led  bin  botse  bIowIj  mA  ceffeftälf  down 
tbe  bill'Säde. 

"  Ycm  »ball  isee  »um/*  repH^  tbe  ötbet. 

''  Ycrtt  afe  takiüg  me  to  tbe  0t)>ot  Krbefe  föU  trAced  tb^  fnagic 
circle/'  «-ied  Pasknr,  lö  akwö.  "  1  kllcrW  it  ftöfii  it§  tmnftttltally 
green  btie*    1  will  not  go  tbübef /' 

"  I  dd  Äot  flieaö  yött  sbcmld^  lotd  abbota*'  i^Höd  jD^mdike, 
balting.  **  Eennflltt  «m  tbis  fLtm  gtmnA,  Hf&fi  be  tiot  alaEfßied ; 
joxi  af^  iti  üo  ^^g&Ti  "SöW  bid  yerüf  ioeii  a,äfAne^)  Mid  pf epare 
tbeir  ireftpottl." 

The  abbot  would  bave  demaöded  wbef efofe,  bot  Ät  a  gköcie 
Irom  Dfeuadite  be  öetopMed,  aüd  the  tiro  meii-at-'atöi«  and  tbe 
berdstoeö  arrafiged  tbeto»elves  beside  bim,  Wbile  Fattert  East^ 
gate  a«d  Haydocke,  wbo  bad  g^ten  upon  tbeit  mtdes,  took  tip 
a  positiott  bebind. 

Scafeely  were  tbej-  tbus  placed,  irbeä  a  loüd  «bcmt  was  faised 
below,  and  a  band  of  armed  men,  to  tbe  number  of  tbirty  at 
forty,  leapt  tbe  stone  wall,  and  began  to  »cale  tbe  bill  witb 
great  ltt|)ddHy.  Tbey  caöie  np  a  deep  dry  ebaöfiel,  apparently 
Wom  ift  tbe  bill-side  by  some  formet  ton'ent,  and  wbicb  led 
directly  to  tbe  spot  wbere  Demdike  and  tbe  abbot  stood.  Tbe 
beacoü^ibe  stiB  blazed  brigbtly,  and  illnminated  tbe  wbole  pro- 
eeediÄg,  u^wifig  tbat  tbese  men,  froBa  tbeit  accoutremeöts, 
irere  foyabst  »oldier». 

"  SHi^  «ei,  m  yon  valtte  yont  life/'  said  tbe  Wizard  to  Pasletr ; 
"but  observe  Wb«t  sball  loile^/' 
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n. 

THE   ERITPTIOK. 

Demdike  went  a  little  further  down  the  hill,  stopping  when 
he  came  to  tlic  green  pateh.  He  then  plunged  bis  stafE  into  the 
sod  at  the  first  point  where  he  had  cast  a  txift  of  heather,  and 
with  snch  force  that  it  sank  more  than  three  feet.  The  neit 
moment  he  plucked  it  forth,  as  if  with  a  great  e:£Eort,  and  a  jet 
of  black  water  spouted  into  the  air;  but,  heedles»  of  this,  he 
went  to  the  next  marked  spot,  and  again  plunged  the  sharp 
^oint  of  the  implement  into  the  ground.  Again  it  sank  to  the 
same  depth,  and,  on  being  drawn  out,  a  second  black  jet  sprung 
forth. 

Meanwhile  the  hostile  part j  continued  to  advance  up  the  daty 
Channel  before  mentioned,  and  shouted  on  beholdmg  thefiie 
Strange  preparations,  but  they  did  not  relax  their  speed.  Onee 
more  the  sta£E  sank  into  the  ground,  and  a  third  black  f  ountain 
followed  its  extraction.  By  this  time  the  royalist  soldiers  were 
close  at  hand,  and  the  features  of  their  twp  leaders,  John 
Braddjll  and  Bichard  Assheton,  could  be  plainlj  distinguished, 
and  their  voices  heard. 

"'Tis  he !  'tis  the  rebel  abbot,"  vociferated  Braddyll,  pressing 
forward.  "  We  were  not  misinformed.  He  has  been  watching 
by  the  beacon.     The  devil  has  delivered  him  into  our  hands." 

"  Ho  !  ho !"  laughed  Demdike. 

"  Abbot  no  longer — 'tis  the  Earl  of  Poverty  you  mean,"  re- 
sponded  Assheton.  "  The  villain  shall  be  gibbeted  on  the  spot 
where  he  has  fired  the  beacon,  as  a  warning  to  all  traitors." 

"Ha,  heretics ! — ha,  blasphemers  ! — I  can  at  least  aveng«  my- 
self  upon  you,"  cried  Paslew,  striking  spurs  into  his  charge». 
But  ere  he  could  execute  his  purpose,  Demdike  had  sprung 
backward,  and,  eatching  the  bridle,  restrained  the  animal  by  a 
powerful  effort. 

"Hold !"  he  cried  in  a  voice  of  thunder,  "  or  you  will  share 
their  fate." 

As  the  words  were  uttered,  a  duU,  booming,  subterranean 
sound  was  heard,  and  instantly  afterwards,  with  a  crash  like 
thunder,  the  whole  of  the  green  circle  beneath  slipped  off,  and 
from  a  yawning  rent  under  it  burst  forth  with  irresistible  fury, 
a  thick  inky-coloured  torrent,  which,  rising  almost  breast  high, 
feil  upon  the  devoted  royalist  soldiers,  who  were  advancing  right 
in  ita  couarse.    Unable  to  avoid  the  watery  eruption,  or  to  resi»t 
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its  fury  when  it  came  upon  them,  they  were  instantly  swept  from 
their  feet,  and  carried  down  thc  Channel. 

A  sight  of  horror  was  it  to  behold  the  sudden  rise  of  that 
swarthy  stream,  whose  waters,  tinged  by  the  ruddy  glare  of  the 
beacon  fire,  looked  like  waves  of  blood.  Nor  less  fearful  was  it 
to  hear  the  fii'st  wild  despairing  cry  raised  by  the  victims,  or  the 
quickly  stifled  shrieks  and  groans  that  followed,  mixed  with  the 
deaf ening  roar  of  the  stream,  and  the  crashing  fall  of  the  stones, 
which  accompanied  its  course.  Down,  down  went  the  poor 
wretches,  now  utterly  overwhelmed  by  the  torrent,  now  regaining 
their  feet  only  to  utter  a  scream,  and  then  be  swept  off.  Here  a 
miserable  struggler,  whirled  onward,  would  catch  at  the  banks 
and  try  to  scramble  f orth,  but  the  soft  turf  giving  way  beneath 
him,  he  was  hurried  off  to  etemity. 

At  another  point  where  the  stream  encountered  some  trifling 
Opposition,  some  two  or  three  managed  to  gain  a  footing,  but 
they  were  nnable  to  extricate  themselves.  The  vast  quantity  of 
boggy  soil  brought  down  by  the  current,  and  which  rapidly 
coUected  here,  embedded  them  and  held  them  fast,  so  that  the 
momently  deepening  water,  already  up  to  their  chins,  threatened 
speedy  immersion.  Others  were  stricken  down  by  great  masses 
of  turf,  or  huge  rocky  fragments,  which,  bounding  from  point 
to  point  with  the  torrent,  bruised  or  crushed  all  they  en- 
counterd,  or,  lodging  in  some  difficult  place,  slightly  diverted 
the  course  of  the  torrent,  and  rendered  it  yet  more  dangerous. 

On  one  of  these  stones,  larger  than  the  rest,  which  had  been 
stopped  in  its  course,  a  man  contrived  to  creep,  and  with  diffi- 
culty  kept  his  post  amid  the  raging  flood.  Vainly  did  he  ex- 
tend  his  hand  to  such  of  his  fellows  as  were  swept  shrieking 
past  him.  He  could  not  lend  them  aid,  while  his  ovm  position 
was  so  desperately  hazardous  that  he  did  not  dare  to  quit  it. 
To  leap  on  either  bank  was  impossible,  and  to  breast  the  head- 
long  stream  certain  death. 

On  goes  the  current,  madly,  furiously,  as  if  rejoicing  in  the 
work  of  destruction,  while  the  white  foam  of  its  eddies  presents 
a  fearful  contrast  to  the  prevailing  blackness  of  the  surface. 
Over  the  last  declivity  it  leaps,  hissing,  foaming,  crashing,  like 
an  avalanche.  The  stone  wall  for  a  moment  opposes  its  force, 
but  falls  the  next,  with  a  mighty  splash,  carrying  the  spray  far 
and  wide,  while  its  own  fragments  roll  onwards  with  the  stream. 
The  trees  of  the  orchard  are  uprooted  in  an  instant,  and  an  old 
elm  falls  prostrate.  The  out-buildings  of  a  cottage  are  invaded, 
and  the  porkers  and  cattle,  divining  their  danger,  sQ^eal  and 
bellow  in  affright.    But  they  are  quickly  silenced.    The  resist- 
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less  f oe  has  broken  down  wall  and  door,  and  buried  the  poor 
creatures  in  mud  and  rubbish. 

The  stream  next  invades  tbe  cottage,  breaks  in  through 
door  and  window,  and  fiUing  all  the  lower  part  of  the  tenement, 
in  a  few  minutes  converts  it  into  a  heap  of  ruin.  On  goes  the 
destroyer,  tearing  up  more  trees,  levelling  more  houses,  and 
filling  up  a  small  pool,  tili  the  latter  bursts  its  banks,  and, 
with  an  accession  to  its  force  pours  itself  into  a  mill-dam. 
Here  its  waters  are  stayed  untü  they  find  a  vent  undemeath, 
and  the  action  of  the  stream,  as  it  rushes  downwards  through 
this  exit,  forms  a  great  eddy  above,  in  which  swim  some  living 
things^  cattle  and  sheep  from  the  f old  not  yet  drowned,  mixed 
with  fumiture  from  the  cottages,  and  amidst  them  the  bodies  of 
some  of  the  unfortnnate  men-at-arms  which  have  been  washed 
hither. 

But,  ha!  another  thundering  crash.  The  dam  has  burst. 
The  torrent  roars  and  rushes  on  furiously  as  before,  joins  its 
forces  with  Pendle  Water,  swells  up  the  river,  and  devastates 
the  country  f ar  and  wide.* 

The  abbot  and  his  companions  beheld  this  work  of  destruction 
with  amazement  and  dread.  Blanched  terror  sat  in  their  cheeks, 
and  the  blood  was  frozen  in  Paslew's  veins ;  for  he  thought  it 
the  work  of  the  powers  of  darkness,  and  that  he  was  leagued 
with  them.  He  tried  to  mutter  a  prayer,  but  his  lips  refused 
their  office.  He  would  have  moved,  but  his  limbs  were  stifEened 
and  paralysed,  and  he  could  only  gaze  aghast  at  the  terrible 
spectacle. 

Amidst  it  all  he  heard  a  wild  burst  of  unearthly  laughter, 
proceeding,  he  thought,  from  Demdike,  and  it  fiUed  him  with 
new  dread.  But  he  could  not  check  the  sound,  neither  could  he 
stop  his  ears,  though  he  would  f ain  have  done  so.  Like  him, 
his  companions  were  petrified  and  speechless  with  fear. 

*  A  similar  eruption  occnrred  at  Pendle  Hill  in  August,  1669,  and  has  been 
described  by  Mr.  Charles  Townley,  in  a  letter  cited  by  Dr.  Whitaker  in  his 
excellent  "  History  of  Whalley."  Other  and  more  formidablo  eruptions  had 
taken  place  previously,  occasioning  muoh  damage  to  the  country.  The  cause 
of  the  phenomenon  is  thus  explained  by  Mr.  Townley :  "  The  colour  of  the 
water,  its  coming  down  to  the  place  where  it  breaks  f  orth  between  the  rock  and 
the  earth,  with  that  other  particular  of  its  bringing  nothing  along  but  stones 
and  earth,  are  evident  signs  that  it  hath  not  its  origin  from  the  very  beweis  of 
the  mountain  ;  but  that  it  is  only  rain-water,  coloured  first  in  the  moss-pits, 
of  which  the  top  of  the  hill,  boing  a  great  and  considerablo  piain,  is  füll, 
shrunk  down  into  some  receptacle  fit  to  contain  it,  until  at  last,  by  its  weight 
or  some  other  cause,  it  finds  a  passage  to  the  sides  of  tho  hill,  and  then  away 
between  the  rock  and  swarth,  until  it  break  the  latter,  and  violently  rush 
out." 
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After  tliis  had  endured  f or  some  time,  tliougli  still  tlie  black 
torrent  ruslied  on  impetuously  as  ever,  Demdike  tumed  to  the 
abbot  and  said : 

"  Your  vengeance  bas  been  fully  gratified.  You  will  now  baptize 
mj  cbüd  ?" 

"  Never,  never,  accursed  being !"  shrieked  tbe  abbot.  "  Thou 
mayst  sacrifice  her  at  tbine  own  impious  rites.  But  see,  there 
is  one  poor  wretcb  yet  struggling  witb  tbe  foaming  torrent.  I 
may  save  bim." 

"  Tbat  is  Jobn  Braddyll,  tby  worst  enemy,"  replied  Demdike. 
"  If  be  lives  be  sball  possess  balf  Wballey  Abbey.  Tbou  bast 
best  also  save  Eicbard  Assbeton,  wbo  yet  clings  to  tbe  great 
stone  below,  as  if  be  escapes  be  sball  bave  tbe  otber  balf.  Mark 
bim,  and  make  baste,  for  in  five  minutes  botb  sball  be  gone." 

"  I  will"  save  tbem  if  I  can,  be  tbe  consequence  to  myself  wbat 
it  may,"  replied  tbe  abbot. 

And,  regardless  of  tbe  derisive  langbter  of  tbe  otber,  wbo 
yeUed  in  bis  ears  as  be  went,  "  Bess  sball  see  tbee  banged  at  tby 
own  door !"  be  dasbed  down  tbe  bill  to  tbe  spot  wbere  a  smaU 
object,  distingiiisbable  above  tbe  stream,  sbowed  tbat  some 
one  still  kept  bis  bead  above  water,  bis  tall  stature  baving 
preserved  bim. 

"  Is  it  you,  Jobn  Braddyll  ?"  eried  tbe  abbot,  as  be  rode  up. 

"  Ay,"  replied  tbe  bead.  "  Forgive  me  for  tbe  wrong  I 
intended  you,  and  deliver  me  firom  tbis  great  peril." 

"  I  am  come  for  tbat  purpose,"  replied  tbe  abbot,  dismounting, 
and  disencumbering  bimself  of  bis  beavy  cloak. 

By  tbis  time  tbe  two  berdsmen  bad  come  up,  and  tbe  abbot 
taking  a  crook  from  one  of  tbem,  clutcbed  bold  of  tbe  fellow, 
and,  plunging  f  earlessly  into  tbe  stream,  extended  it  towards  tbe 
drowning  man,  wbo  instantly  lifted  up  bis  band  to  grasp  it. 
In  doing  so,  Braddyll  lost  bis  balance,  but,  as  be  did  not  quit 
bis  bold,  be  was  plucked  f ortb  from  tbe  tenacious  mud  by  tbe 
combined  efforts  of  tbe  abbot  and  bis  assistant,  and  witb  some 
difficulty  dragged  asbore. 

"  Now  for  tbe  otber,"  cried  Paslew,  as  be  placed  Braddyll  in 
safety. 

"  One-balf  tbe  abbey  is  gone  from  tbee,"  sbouted  a  voice  in 
bis- ears  as  be  rusbed  on. . 

Presently  be  reacbed  tbe  rocky  fragment  on  wbicb  Ralph 
Assbeton  rested.  Tbe  latter  was  in  great  danger  from  tbe 
surging  torrent,  and  tbe  stono  on  wbicb  be  bad  taken  refuge 
tottered  at  its  base,  and  tbreatened  to  roll  over. 

"  In  Heaven's  name,  belp  me,  lord  abbot,  as  tbou  tby  seif  sball 
be  bolpen  at  tby  need !"  sbrieked  Assbeton. 
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*'Be  not  afraid,  Eichard  Assheton,"  replied  Paslew.  "I  will 
deliver  thee  as  I  have  delivered  John  Braddyll." 

But  the  task  was  not  of  easy  accomplishment.  The  abbot 
made  his  preparations  as  before;  grasped  the  hand  of  the 
herdsman  and  held  out  the  crook  to  Assheton;  but  when  the 
latter  caught  it,  the  stream  swung  him  round  with  such  foroe 
that  the  abbot  must  either  abandon  him  or  advance  further  into 
the  water.  Bent  on  Assheton's  preservation,  he  adopted  the 
latter  expedient,  and  instantly  lost  his  f  eet ;  while  the  herdsman, 
unable  longer  to  hold  him,  let  go  the  crook,  and  the  abbot  and 
Assheton  were  swept  down  the  stream  together. 

Down — down  they  went,  destruction  apparently  awaiting 
them,  but  the  abbot,  though  sometimes  quite  under  the  water, 
and  bruised  by  the  rough  stones  and  gravel  with  which  he  came 
in  contact,  still  retained  his  self-possession,  and  encouraged  his 
companion  to  hope  f or  succour.  In  this  way  they  were  bonie 
down  to  the  foot  of  the  hill,  the  monks,  the  herdsmen,  and  tho 
men-at-arms  having  given  them  up  as  lost.  But  they  yet  lired 
— yet  floated — ^though  greatly  injured,  and  ahnest  senseless, 
when  they  were  cast  into  a  pool  f  ormed  by  the  eddpng  watem 
at  the  foot  of  the  hill.  Here,  wholly  unable  to  assist  himself, 
Assheton  was  seized  by  a  black  hound  belonging  to  a  tall  man 
who  stood  on  the  bank,  and  who  shouted  to  Paslew,  as  he  helped 
the  animal  to  bring  the  drowning  man  ashore,  "  The  other  half 
of  the  abbey  is  gone  from  thee.  Wilt  thou  baptize  my  child  if 
I  send  my  dog  to  save  thee  ?" 

•*  Never  1"  replied  the  other,  sinking  as  he  spoke. 

Plashes  of  fire  glanced  in  the  abbot' s  eyes,  and  stunning 
Sounds  seemed  to  burst  his  ears.  A  few  more  struggles  and  he 
became  senseless. 

But  he  was  not  destined  to  die  thus.  What  happened  after- 
wards  he  knew  not :  but  when  he  recovered  fuU  consciousness, 
he  found  himself  stretched,  with  aching  limbs  and  throbbing 
head,  upon  a  couch  in  a  monastic  room,  with  a  richly-painted 
and  gilded  ceiling,  with  shields  at  the  comers  emblazoned  with 
the  three  luces  of  Whalley,  and  with  panels  hung  with  tapestry 
from  the  looms  of  Flanders,  representing  divers  scriptural  sub- 
jects. 

**  Have  I  been  dreaming  ?"  he  murmured. 

"  No,"  replied  a  tall  man  standing  by  his  bedside ;  thou  hast 
been  saved  from  one  death  to  suffer  another  more  ignominious." 

"  Ha !"  cried  the  abbot,  starting  up  and  pressing  his  hand  to 
his  temples  ;  "  thou  here  ?" 

"  Ay,  I  am  appointed  to  watch  thee,"  replied  Demdike.  "  Thou 
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art  a  prisoner  in  thine  own  Chamber  at  Wlialley.  All  has  be- 
fallen as  I  told  tbee.  The  Earl  of  Derby  is  master  of  tbe 
abbey ;  tby  adherents  are  dispersed ;  and  thy  brethren  are  driven 
forth.  Thy  two  partners  in  rebellion,  the  abbots  of  Jervaux 
and  Salley,  have  been  conveyed  to  Lancaster  Castle,  whither 
thou  wilt  go  as  soon  as  thou  canst  be  moved.*' 

"  I  will  surrender  all  silver  and  gold,  land  and  possessions — 
to  the  king,  if  I  may  die  in  peace,"  groaned  the  abbot. 

"  It  is  not  needed,"  rejoined  the  other.  "  Attainted  of  felony, 
thy  lands  and  abbey  will  be  forfeitedto  the  crown,  andthey  shsdl 
be  sold,  as  I  have  told  thee,  to  John  Braddyll  and  Eichard 
Assheton,  who  will  be  nilers  here  in  thy  stead." 

"  Would  I  had  perished  in  the  flood !"  groaned  the  abbot. 

"Well  mayst  thou  wish  so,"  returned  his  tormentor;  "but 
thou  wert  not  destined  to  die  by  water.  As  I  have  said,  thou 
shalt  be  hanged  at  thy  own  door,  and  my  wife  shall  witness  thy 
end.'' 

"  Who  art  thou  ?  I  have  heard  thy  voice  before,"  cried  the 
abbot.  "  It  is  like  the  voice  of  one  whom  I  knew  ycars  ago,  and 
thy  features  are  like  his — though  changed — greatly  changed. 
Who  art  thou  ?" 

"  Thou  shalt  know  before  thou  diest,"  replied  the  other,  with 
a  look  of  gratified  vengeance.  "  Farewell,  and  reflect  upon  thy 
fate." 

So  saying,  he  strode  towards  the  door,  while  the  miserable 
abbot  arose,  and  marching  with  uncertain  steps  to  a  little  oratory 
adjoining,  which  he  himself  had  built,  knelt  down  before  the 
altar,  and  strove  to  pray. 


m. 

WHALLEY   ABBET. 


A  SAD,  sad  change  hath  come  over  the  fair  Abbey  of  Whalley. 
It  knoweth  its  old  masters  no  longer.  For  upwards  of  two  cen« 
turies  and  a  half  hath  the  "  Blessed  Place"*  grown  in  beauty 
and  riches.  Seventeen  abbots  have  exercised  unbounded  hospi- 
tality  within  it,  but  now  they  are  all  gone,  save  one ! — and  he  is 
attainted  of  felony  and  treason.  The  grave  monk  walketh  no 
more  in  the  cloisters,  nor  seeketh  his  pallet  in  the  dormitory, 

*  Locus  Benedictns  de  Whalley. 
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Vesper  or  matin-song  resoimd  not  as  of  old  within  the  fine  con« 
ventual  church.  Stripped  are  the  altars  of  their  silver  crosses,  and 
the  slirines  of  their  Totive  ofEerings  and  saintly  relics.  Pyx 
and  chalice,  thurible  and  vial,  golden-headed  pastoral  staff,  and 
mitre  embossed  with  pearls,  candlestick  and  Christmas  ship  of 
silver ;  salver,  basin,  and  ewer — all  are  gone — the  splendid 
sacristy  hath  been  despoiled. 

A  sad,  sad  change  hath  come  over  Whalley  Abbey.  The 
libraries,  well  stored  with  reverend  tomes,  have  been  pillaged, 
and  their  contents  cast  to  the  flames ;  and  thus  long  laboured 
mannscript,  the  fruit  of  years  of  patient  indnstry,  with  glori- 
ously  ülmninated  missal,  are  irrecoverably  lost.  The  large 
infirmary  no  longer  receiveth  the  sick ;  in  the  locntory  sitteth 
no  more  the  gnest.  No  longer  in  the  mighty  kitchens  are  pre- 
pared  the  prodigious  supply  of  meats  destined  for  the  support 
of  the  poor  or  the  entertainment  of  the  traveller.  No  kindly 
porter  Stands  at  the  gate,  to  bid  the  stranger  enter  and  partake 
of  the  munificent  abbot's  hospitality,  but  a  churlish  guard  bids 
hinri  hie  away,  and  menaces  him  if  he  tarries  with  his  halbert. 
Closed  are  the  Jbuttery-hatches  and  the  pantries ;  and  the  daily 
dole  of  bread  hath  ceased.  Closed,  also,  to  the  brethren  is  the 
refectory.  The  cellarer's  office  is  ended.  The  streng  ale  which 
he  brewedinOctober,  is  tapped  in  March  by  roystering  troopers. 
The  rieh  muscadel  and  malmsey,  and  the  wines  of  Gaseoigne 
and  the  ßhine,  are  no  longer  quaffed  by  the  abbot  and  his  more 
honoured  guests,  but  drunk  to  his  destruction  by  his  foes.  The 
great  gallery,  a  hundred  and  fifty  feet  in  length,  the  pride  of  the 
abbot' s  lodging,  and  a  model  of  architecture,  is  filled,  not  with 
white-robed  ecclesiastics,  but  with  an  armed  earl  and  his  re- 
tainers.  Neglected  is  the  little  oratory  dedicated  to  Cur  Lady 
of  WhaUey,  where  night  and  morn  the  abbot  used  to  pray.  AU 
the  old  religious  and  hospitable  uses  of  the  abbey  are  foregone. 
The  reverend  stillness  of  the  cloisters,  scarce  broken  by  the 
quiet  tread  of  the  monks,  is  now  disturbed  by  armed  heel  and 
clank  of  sword ;  while  in  its  saintly  courts  are  heard  the  ribald 
Bong,  the  profane  jest,  and  the  angry  brawl.  Of  the  brethren, 
only  those  tenanting  the  cemetery  are  left.  All  eise  are  gone, 
driven  forth,  as  vagabonds,  with  stripes  and  curses,  to  seek 
refuge  where  they  may. 

A  sad,  sad  change  has  come  over  Whalley  Abbey.  In  the 
plenitude  of  its  pride  and  power  has  it  been  cast  down,  dese- 
crated,  despoiled.  Its  treasures  are  carried  off,  its  Ornaments 
sold,  its  granaries  emptied,  its  possessions  wasted,  its  store- 
houses  sacked,  its   cattle  slaughtered  and  sold.    But,   though 


ä 


22  THE  LANCASHIRE  WITCHES. 

Btripped  of  its  wealth  and  splendour;  though  deprived  of  all 
the  religious  graces  that,  like  ricli  incense,  lent  an  odour  to  the 
fane,  its  external  beauty  is  yet  unimpaired,  and  its  vast  propor- 
tions  undiminislied. 

A  stately  pile  was  Whalley — one  of  tlie  loveliest  as  weU  as 
tlie  largest  in  the  realm.  Carefully  had  it  been  preserved  by 
its  reverend  riders,  and  where  reparations  or  additions  were 
neededy  they  were  judicioiisly  made.  Thns  age  had  lent  it 
beauty,  by  mellowing  its  freshness  and  toning  its  hues,  while 
HO  decay  was  perceptible.  Without  a  stniggle  had  it  yielded 
to  the  captor,  so  that  no  part  of  its  wide  belt  of  walls  or  towers, 
though  so  strongly  constructed  as  to  have  offered  effectual  re- 
ßistance,  were  injured. 

Never  had  "WTialley  Abbey  looked  more  beautiful  than  on  a 
bright  clear  moming  in  March,  when  this  sad  change  had  been 
wronght,  and  when,  from  a  peaceful  monastic  establishment,  it 
bad  been  converted  into  a  menacing  fortress.  The  sunlight 
sparkled  upon  its  grey  waUs,  and  fiUed  its  three  great  quadran- 
golar  courts  with  Hght  and  life,  piercing  the  exquisite  carving 
of  its  cloisters,  and  revealing  all  the  intricate  beauty  and  com- 
binations  of  the  arches.  Stains  of  painted  glass  feil  upon  the 
floor  of  the  magnificent  conventual  church,  and  dyed  with  rain- 
bow  hues  the  marble  tombs  of  the  Lacys,  the  founders  of  the 
establishment,  brought  thither  when  the  monastery  was  removed 
from  Stanlaw  in  Cheshire,  and  upon  the  brass-covered  grave- 
stones  of  the  abbots  in  the  presbytery.  There  lay  Gregory  de 
Northbury,  eighth  abbot  of  Stanlaw  and  first  of  Whalley,  and 
William  Eede,  the  last  abbot ;  but  there  was  never  to  lie  John 
Paslew.  The  slumber  of  the  ancient  prelates  was  soon  to  be 
disturbed,  and  the  sacred  structure  within  which  they  had  so 
often  worshipped,  up-reared  by  sacrilegious  hands.  But  all  was 
bright  and  beauteous  now,  and  if  no  solemn  strains  were  heard 
in  the  holy  pile,  its  stilhiess  was  scarcely  less  reverential  and 
awe-inspinng.  The  old  abbey  wreathed  itself  in  all  its  attrac- 
tions,  as  if  to  welcome  back  its  former  ruler,  whereas  it  was 
only  to  receive  him  as  a  captive  doomed  to  a  f elon's  death. 

But  this  was  outward  show.  Within  all  was  terrible  prepara- 
Üon.  Such  was  the  discontented  state  of  the  country,  that 
fearing  some  new  revolt,  the  Earl  of  Derby  had  taken  measures 
for  the  defence  of  the  abbey,  and  along  the  wide-circling  walls 
of  the  close  were  placed  ordnance  and  men,  and  within  the 
grange  stores  of  ammunition.  A  streng  guard  was  set  at  each 
of  the  gates,  and  the  courts  were  filled  with  troops.  The  bray 
of  the  trumpet  echoed  within  the  close,  where  rounds  were  set 
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for  ihe  archers,  and  martial  music  resounded  within  tHe  area  of 
the  cloisters.  Over  the  great  north-eastern  gatewaj,  which 
formed  the  chief  entrance  to  the  abbot's  lodging,  floated  the 
royal  banner.  Despite  these  warlike  proceedings,  -the  fair  abbey 
smiled  beneath  the  8un,  in  all,  or  more  than  all,  its  pristine 
beaaty,  its  green  hüls  sloping  gently  down  towards  it,  and  the 
clear  and  sparking  Calder  dashing  merrily  over  the  stones  at 
its  base. 

But  upon  the  bridge,  and  by  the  river  side,  and  within  the 
little  village,  many  persons  were  assembled  conversing  gravely 
and  anxiouBly  together,  and  looking  out  towards  the  hiUs,  where 
other  groups  were  gathered,  as  if  in  expectation  of  some  afflict- 
ing  erent.  Most  of  these  were  herdsmen  and  farming  men, 
but  some  among  them  were  poor  monks  in  the  white  habits  of 
the  Oistercian  brotherhood,  but  which  were  now  stained  and 
threadbare,  while  their  countenances  bore  traces  of  severest 
priyation  and  sufPering.  All  the  herdsmen  and  farmers  had 
oeen  retainers  of  the  abbot.  The  poor  monks  looked  wistf ully 
at  their  former  habitation,  but  replied  not  except  by  a  gentle 
bowing  of  the  head  to  the  cruel  scoffs  and  taunts  with  which 
they  were  greeted  by  the  passing  soldiers  ;  but  the  sturdy  rustios 
did  not  bear  these  outrages  so  tamely,  and  more  than  one  brawl 
ensued,  in  which  blood  flowed,  while  a  raffianly  arquebusier 
would  have  been  drowned  in  the  Calder  but  for  the  exertions 
to  save  him  of  a  monk  whom  he  had  attacked. 

This  took  place  on  the  eleventh  of  March,  1537 — more  than 
three  months  after  the  date  of  the  watching  by  the  beacon  bef ore 
recorded — and  the  event  anticipated  by  the  concourse  without 
the  abbey,  as  well  as  by  those  within  its  walls,  was  the  arrival 
of  Abbot  Paslew  and  Fathers  Eastgate  and  Haydocke,  who  were 
to  be  brought  on  that  day  from  Lancaster,  and  executed  on  the 
following  morning  before  the  abbey,  according  to  sentence 
passed  upon  them. 

The  gloomiest  object  in  the  picture  remains  to  be  described, 
but  yet  it  is  necessary  to  its  completion.  This  was  a  gallows  of 
imusual  form  and  height,  erected  on  the  summit  of  a  gentle  hill, 
rising  immediately  in  front  of  the  abbot's  lodgings,  called  the 
Holehouses,  whose  rounded,  bosomy  beauty  it  completely  de- 
stroyed.  This  terrible  apparatus  of  condign  punishment  was 
regarded  with  abhorrence  by  the  rustics,  and  it  required  a 
streng  guard  to  be  kept  constantly  round  it  to  preserve  it  from 
demoHtion. 

Am  engst  a  group  of  rustics  collected  on  the  read  leading  to 
the  north-east  gateway  was  Cuthbert  Ashbead,  who,  having  been 
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deprived  of  his  forester's  office,  was  now  habited  in  .a  frieze 
doublet  and  hose,  with  a  short  camlet  cloak  on  bis  sboulder,  and 
a  fox-skin  cap,  embellisbed  with  the  grinning  jaws  of  the  beast, 
on  his  head. 

"Eigh,  Euchot  o'  Eoaph's,"  he  observed  to  a  bystander, 
"  that's  a  f earf o  seet  that  gallas.  Yoan  been  up  to  t'  Holehouses 
to  tey  a  lock  at  it,  beloike  ?" 

"  Naw,  naw,  ey  dunna  loike  such  seets,"  replied  Euchot  o* 
Eoaph's ;  *'  besoide  there  wor  a  great  rabblement  at  t'  geate,  an 
one  o'  them  lunjus  archer  chaps  knockt  meh  o'  t'  nob  wi'  his 
poike,  an  towd  me  he'd  hong  me  wi'  t'  abbut,  if  ey  didna  keep 
owt  ot  wey." 

"  An  sarve  te  reet  too,  theaw  craddinly  carl !"  cried  Ashbead, 
doubling  his  horny  fists.  "  Odds  flesh !  whey  didna  yo  ha'  a 
tussle  wi'  him  ?  Mey  honts  are  itchen  f  or  a  bowt  wi'  t'  heretic 
robbers.  Walladey  !  walladey !  that  we  shoidd  live  to  see  t'  oly 
feythers  driven  loike  hummobees  owt  o'  t'  owd  neest.  Whey 
they  sayn  ot  King  Harry  hon  decreet  ot  we're  to  ha'  naw  more 
monks  or  friars  i'  aw  Englondshiar.  Ony  think  o'  that.  An 
dunna  yo  knoa  that  t'  Abbuts  o'  Jervaux  an  Salley  wor  hongt  o' 
Tizeday  at  Loncaster  Castle  ?" 

"  Good  lorjus  bless  us !"  exclaimed  a  sturdy  bind,  "  we'n  a 
a  protty  king.  Fürst  he  chops  off  his  woife's  heaod,  and  then 
hongs  aw  t'  priests.     Whot'U  t'  warlt  cum  to  ?" 

"  Eigh,  by  t'  mess,  whot  win  it  cum  to  ?"  cried  Euchot  o' 
Eoaph's.     **  But  we  darrna  oppen  owr  mows  fo'  fear  o'  a  gog." 

"  Naw,  beleady !  boh  eyst  oppen  meine  woide  enuff,"  cried 
Ashbead ;  "  an'  if  a  dozen  o'  yo  chaps  win  join  me,  eyn  try  to 
set  t'  poor  abbut  free  whon  they  brirdcs  him  here." 

"  Ey'd  as  leef  boide  tili  to-morrow,"  said  Euchot  o'  Eoaph's, 
uneasily. 

"  Eigh,  thour't  a  timmersome  teyke,  os  ey  towd  te  efore,"  re- 
plied Ashbead.  "  But  whot  dust  theaw  say,  Hai  o'  Nabs  ?"  he 
added,  to  the  sturdy  bind  who  had  recently  spoken. 

"  Ey'n  spill  t'  last  drop  o'  meh  blood  i'  t'  owd  abbut's  keawse," 
replied  Hai  o'  Nabs.  "  We  winna  stond  by,  an  see  him  hongt 
loü^e  a  dog.     Abbut  Paslew  to  t'  reskew,  kds  l" 

"  Eigh,  Abbut  Paslew  to  t'  reskew !"  responded  all  the  others, 
except  Euchot  o'  Eoaph's. 

"  This  must  be  prevented,"  muttered  a  voice  near  them.  And 
immediately  afterwards  a  tall  man  quitted  the  group. 

"  Whoa  wor  it  spoake  ?"  cried  Hai  o'  Nabs.  "  Oh,  ey  seen, 
that  he-witch.  Nick  Demdike." 

"  Nick  Demdike  here !"  cried  Ashbead,  looking  round  in 
alarm.    "  Has  he  owerheert  us  ?" 
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"  Loike  enow,"  replied  Hai  o'  Nabs.  "  But  ey  didna  moind 
"hiTn  efore." 

"  Naw  ey  noather,"  cried  Euchot  o'  Eoaph's,  crossing  himself , 
and  spitting  on  tlie  ground.  "  Owr  Leady  o'  Whalley  sliielt  us 
fro'  t'  warlock !" 

"  TawMn  o'  Nick  Demdike,"  cried  Hai  o'  Nabs,  "  yo*d  a 
strawnge  odventer  wi'  him  t'  neet  o'  t'  great  brast  o'  Pendle 
Hill,  badna  yo,  Cuthbert  ?" 

"  Yeigh,  t'  firrups  tak*  him,  ey  hadn,"  replied  Ashbead. 
"  Theawst  hear  aw  abowt  it  if  t'  will.  Ey  wur  sent  be  t*  abbut 
down  t'  hill  to  Owen  o'  Gab's,  o'  Perkin's,  o*  Danners,  o'  Noll's, 
o'  Oamfrey's  orchert  i'  Warston  lone,  to  luk  efter  him.  Weel, 
whon  ey  gets  ower  t'  stoan  wa',  whot  dim  yo  think  ey  sees ! 
twanty  or  throtty  poikemen  stonding  behint  it,  an  they  deshes 
at  meh  os  thick  os  leet,  an  efore  ey  con  roor  oot,  they  blintfowlt 
meh,  an  clap  an  iron  gog  i'  meh  mouth.  Weel,  I  con  noather 
speak  nor  see,  boh  ey  con  use  meh  feet,  soh  ey  punses  at  'em 
reet  an'  laft ;  and  be  ma  troath,  lads,  yood*n  a  leawght  t*  hear 
how  they  roart,  an  ey  should  a  roart  to,  if  I  couldn,  whon  they 
began  to  thwack  me  wi'  their  raddling  pows,  and  ding'd  meh  so 
abowt  the  heoad,  that  ey  feil  i'  a  swownd.  Whon  ey  cum  to,  ey 
war  loyin  o'  meh  back  i*  Rimington  Moor.  Every  booan  i'  meh 
hoide  wratcht,  and  meh  hewr  war  clottert  wi'  göre,  boh  t'  eebond 
an  t'  gog  wur  gone,  soh  ey  gets  o'  meh  feet,  and  daddles  along 
OS  weel  OS  ey  con,  whon  aw  ot  wunce  ey  spies  a  leet  glenting  efore 
meh,  an  dawncing  abowt  loike  an  awf  or  a  wuU-o'-whisp.  Thinks 
ey,  that's  Friar  Ensh  an*  his  lantern,  and  he'll  lead  me  into  a 
quagmire,  soh  ey  stops  a  bit,  to  consider  where  ey'd  getten,  for 
ey  didna  knoa  t'  reet  road  exactly ;  but  whon  ey  stood  still,  t' 
leet  stood  still  too,  on  then  ey  meyd  owt  that  it  cum  fro  an  owd 
mint  tower,  an  whot  ey'd  fancied  wur  one  lantern  proved  twanty, 
fo'  whon  ey  reacht  t'  tower  an  peept  in  thro'  a  brok'n  winda,  ey 
beheld  a  seet  ey'st  neer  f orgit — a  pack  o'  witches — eigh,  witches  ! 
sittin'  in  a  ring,  wi'  their  broomsticks  and  lantems  abowt 
'em !" 

"  Good  lorjus  deys  l"  cried  Hai  o'  Nabs.  "  An  whot  eise 
didsta  see,  mon  ?" 

"  Whoy,"  replied  Ashbead,  "f  owd  hags  had  a  little  figure  i' 
t'  midst  on  'em,  mowded  i'  cley,  representiiig  t'  Abbut  o'  Whalley 
— ey  knoad  it  be't  moitre  andcrosier — an  efter  each  o'  t'  varment 
had  stickt  a  pin  i'  its  'eart,  a  tall  black  mon  stepped  f or'ard,  and 
teed  a  cord  rownd  its  throttle,  an  hongt  it  up." 

"  An'  t'  black  mon,"  cried  Hai  o'  Nabs,  breathlessly — "  t' 
black  mon  wur  Nick  Demdike  ?" 

"  Tooa  gueet  it,"  replied  Ashbead,  "  't  wur  he !    Ey  wur  so 
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glopp'nt,  ey  couldna  speak,  an'  meli  blud  fruz  i'  meh  Teing,  when 
ey  heerd  a  f earfo  voice  ask  Nick  wheere  bis  woife  an*  cbilt  were. 
*  The  Infant  is  unbaptised/  roart  t'  voice,  '  at  the  next  meeting 
it  mnst  be  sacrificed.  See  that  tbou  bring  it.'  Demdike  then 
bowed  to  Summat  I  couldna  see,  an  axt  wben  t'  next  meeting 
WUT  to  be  held.  *  On  the  night  of  Abbot  Paslew's  execution,' 
awnsert  t'  voice.  On  hearing  this,  ey  could  bear  nah  lunger, 
boh  shouted  out,  *  Witches  !  devils  !  Lort  deliver  us  fro'  ye  !* 
An'  08  ey  spoke,  ey  tried  t'  barst  thro'  t'  winda.  In  a  trice,  aw 
t'  leets  went  out ;  thar  wur  a  great  rash  to  t'  dooer ;  a  whirrin 
sound  i'  th'  air  loike  a  covey  o'  partriches  fleeing  off ;  an'  then  ey 
heered  nowt  more;  for  a  great  stoan  feil  o'  meh  scoance,  an* 
knockt  me  down  senseless.  When  I  cum'  to,  I  wur  i'  Nick 
Demdike's  cottage,  wi'  his  woife  watching  ower  me,  and  the  un- 
bapteesed  chilt  i'  her  arms." 

All  exclamations  of  wonder  on  the  part  of  the  rustics,  and  in- 
quiries  as  to  the  issue  of  the  adventure  were  checked  by  the 
approach  of  amonk,  who,  joining  the  assemblage,  called  their 
attention  to  a  priestly  train  slowly  advancing  along  the  road. 

"  It  is  headed,"  he  said,  "  by  Fathers  Chatbume  and  Chester, 
late  bursers  of  the  abbey.  Alack !  alack !  they  now  need  the 
charity  themselves  which  they  once  so  lavishly  bestowed  on 
others." 

"  Waes  me  !"  ejaculated  Ashbead.  "  Mony  a  broad  merk  han 
ey  getten  fro  'em." 

"  The/n  been  koind  to  us  aw,"  added  the  others. 

"  Next  come  Father  Burnley,  granger,  and  Father  Haworth, 
ceUarer,"  pursued  the  monk ;  "  and  after  them  Father  Dinkley, 
sacristan,  and  Father  Moore,  porter." 

"  Yo  remember  Feyther  Moore,  lads,"  cried  Ashbead. 

"  Yeigh,  to  be  suie  we  done,"  replied  the  others ;  "  a  good 
mon,  a  reet  good  mon !     He  never  sent  away  t*  poor — naw  he  1" 

"After  Father  Moore,"  said  the  monk,  pleased  with  their 
warmth,  "  comes  Father  Forrest,  the  procurator,  with  Fathers 
Eede,  Clough,  and  Bancroft,  and  the  procession  is  closed  by 
Father  Smith,  the  late  prior." 

"  Down  o'  yer  whirlyboans,  lads,  as  t'  oly  feythers  pass,"  cried 
Ashbead,  "  and  crave  their  blessing." 

And  as  the  priestly  train  slowly  approached,  with  heads  bowed 
down,  and  looks  fixed  sadly  upon  the  ground,  the  rustic  assem- 
blage feU  upon  their  knees,  and  implored  their  benediction.  The 
f  oremost  in  the  procession  passed  on  in  silence,  but  the  prior 
stopped,  and  extending  his  hands  over  the  kneeling  group,  cried 
in  a  solemn  voice : 
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"Heaven  bless  ye,  my  children !  Ye  are  about  to  witness  a 
sad  spectacle.  You  will  see  him  who  hath  clothed  you,  fed  you, 
and  taught  you  the  way  to  heaven,  brought  hither  a  prisoner,  to 
Buffer  a  shameful  death." 

"  Bob  we'st  set  him  free,  'oly  prior,"  cried  Äshbead.  "  We'n 
meayed  up  our  moinds  to  't.    Yo  just  wait  tili  he  cums." 

"  Nay,  I  command  you  to  desist  from  the  attempt,  if  any  such 
you  meditate,"  rejoinedthe  prior;  it  will  avail  nothing,  and  you 
will  only  sacrifice  your  own  lives.  Our  enemies  are  too  streng. 
The  abbot  himself  would  give  you  like  counsel." 

Scarcely  were  the  words  uttered  than  from  the  great  gate  of 
ihe  abbey  there  issued  a  dozen  arquebusiers  with  an  officer  at 
their  heaä,  who  marched  directly  towards  the  kneeling  hinds, 
evidently  with  the  intention  of  dispersing  them.  Behind  them 
strode  Nicholas  Demdike.  In  an  instant  the  alarmed  rustics 
were  on  their  feet,  and  Euchot  o'  Eoaph's,  and  some  few  among 
them,  took  to  their  heels,  but  Ashbead,  Hai  o'  Nabs,  with  half  a 
dozen  others,  stood  their  ground  manfully.  The  monks  remained 
in  the  hope  of  preventing  any  violence.  Presently  the  halber- 
diers  came  up. 

"  That  is  the  ringleader,"  cried  the  officer,  who  proved  to  be 
Eichard  Assheton,  pointing  out  Ashbead ;  "  seize  him !" 

"  Naw  mon  shall  lay  honts  o'  meh,"  cried  Cuthbert. 

And  as  the  guard  pushed  past  the  monks  to  execute  their 
leader*s  order,  he  sprang  forward,  and  wresting  a  halbert  from 
the  foremost  of  them,  stood  upon  his  defence. 

"Seize  him,  I  sayl"  shouted  Assheton,  irritated  at  the  re- 
sistance  offered. 

"  Keep  off,"  cried  Ashbead ;  "  yo'd  best.  Loike  a  stag  at  bey 
ey'm  dawngerous.     Waar  homs !  waar  homs !  ey  sey." 

The  arquebusiers  looked  irresolute.  It  was  evident  Ashbead 
would  only  be  taken  with  lif  e,  and  they  were  not  sure  that  it  was 
their  leader's  purpose  to  destroy  him. 

"  Put  down  thy  weapon,  Cuthbert,"  interposed  the  prior ;  "  it 
will  avail  thee  nothing  against  odds  like  these." 

"  Mey  be,  'oly  prior,"  rejoined  Ashbead,  flourishing  the  pike : 
"  boh  ey'st  ony  yield  wi'  loife." 

"  I  will  disarm  him,"  cried  Demdike,  stepping  forward. 

"  Theaw !"  retorted  Ashbead,  with  a  scornfid  laugh,  "  cum  on, 
then.  Hadsta  aw  t'  fiends  i'  hell  at  te  back,  ey  shouldna  fear 
thee." 

"  Yield !"  cried  Demdike  in  a  voice  of  thunder,  and  fixing  a 
terrible  glance  upon  him. 

"  Cum  on,  wizard,"  rejoined   Ashbead,  undauntedly.    But 
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observing  that  bis  Opponent  was  wholly  unarmed,  he  gave  the 
pike  to  Hai  o'  Nabs,  wbo  was  close  beside  bim,  observing,  "  It 
sball  never  be  said  that  Cuthbert  Ashbead  feawt  t'  dule  himsel 
Tinfairly.    Nah,  touch  me  if  theaw  dar'st." 

Demdike  required  no  further  provocation.  With  almost 
supematural  force  and  quickness  he  sprang  upon  the  forester, 
and  seized  him  by  the  tlu'oat.  But  the  active  young  man  freed 
himself  from  the  gripe,  and  closed  with  his  assailant.  But 
though  of  Herculean  build,  it  soon  became  evident  that  Ash- 
bead would  have  the  worst  of  it;  when  Hai  o'  Nabs,  who  had 
watched  the  struggle  with  intense  interest,  could  not  help 
Coming  to  his  friend's  assistance,  and  made  a  push  at  Demdike 
with  the  halbert. 

Could  it  be  that  the  wrestlers  shifted  their  position,  or  that 
the  wizard  was  indeed  aided  by  the  powers  of  darkness  ?  None 
could  teil,  but  so  it  was  that  the  pike  pierced  the  side  of  Ash- 
bead, who  instantly  feil  to  the  ground,  with  his  adversary  upon 
him.  The  next  instant  his  hold  relaxed,  and  the  wizard  sprang 
to  his  feet  unharmed,  but  deluged  in  blood.  Hai  o'  Nabs 
uttered  a  cry  of  keenest  anguish,  and,  flinging  himself  upon  the 
body  of  the  forester,  tried  to  stanch  the  wound ;  but  he  was 
quickly  seized  by  the  arquebusiers,  and  his  hands  tied  behind 
his  back  with  a  thong,  while  Ashbead  was  lifted  up  and 
bome  towards  the  abbey,  the  monks  and  rustics  following 
slowly  after;  but  the  latter  were  not  permitted  to  enter  the 
gate. 

As  the  unfortunate  keeper,  who  by  this  time  had  become 
insensible  from  loss  of  blood,  was  carried  along  the  walled 
enclosure  leading  to  the  abbot^s  lodging,  a  female  with  a  child 
in  her  arms  was  seen  advancing  from  the  opposite  side.  She 
was  taU,  finely  formed,  with  features  of  remarkable  beauty, 
though  of  a  masculine  and  somewhat  savage  character,  and  with 
magnificent  but  fierce  black  eyes.  Her  skin  was  dark,  and  her 
hair  raven  black,  contrasting  strongly  with  the  red  band  woimd 
around  it.  Her  kirtle  was  of  murrey-coloured  serge,  simply, 
but  becomingly  fashioned.  A  glance  sufficed  to  show  her  how 
matters  stood  with  poor  Ashbead,  and,  uttering  a  sharp  angry 
cry,  she  rushed  towards  him. 

"  What  have  you  done  ?"  she  cried,  fixing  a  keen,  reproachful 
look  on  Demdike,  who  walked  beside  the  wounded  man. 

"  Nothing,"  replied  Demdike,  with  a  bitter  laugh  ;  "  the  fool 
has  been  hurt  with  a  pike.  Stand  out  of  the  way,  Bess,  and  let 
the  men  pass.  They  are  about  to  carry  him  to  the  cell  imder 
the  chapter-house." 
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"  Tou  shall  not  take  him  there,"  cried  Bess  Demdike,  fiercely. 
"  He  may  recover  if  his  wound  be  dressed.  Let  him  go  to  tne 
infirmary — ha,  I  forgot — there  is  no  one  there  now." 

"  Father  Bancroft  is  at  the  gate,"  observed  one  of  the  arque« 
busiers  ;  "  he  used  to  act  as  chirurgeon  in  the  abbey." 

"  No  monk  must  enter  the  gate  except  the  prisoners  when  they 
arrive,"  observed  Assheton ;  "  euch  are  the  positive  Orders  of 
the  Earl  of  Derby." 

"  It  is  not  needed,"  observed  Demdike ;  "  no  human  aid  can 
save  the  man." 

"  But  can  other  aid  save  him?"  said  Bess,  breathing  the  words 
in  her  husband's  ears. 

"  Go  to !"  cried  Demdike,  pushing  her  roughly  aside ;  "  wouldst 
have  me  save  thy  lover  ?" 

"  Take  heed,  said  Bess,  in  a  deep  whisper ;  "  if  thou  save 
him  not,  by  the  devil  thou  servest !  thou  shalt  lose  me  and  thy 
child." 

Demdike  did  not  think  proper  to  contest  the  point,  but  ap- 
proaching  Assheton,  requested  that  the  wounded  man  might  be 
conveyed  to  an  arched  recess,  which  he  pointed  out.  Assent 
being  given,  Ashbead  was .  taken  there,  and  placed  upon  the 
ground,  after  which  the  arquebusiers  and  their  leader  marched 
off;  while  Bess,  kneeling  down,  supported  the  head  of  the 
wounded  man  upon  her  knee,  and  Demdike,  taking  a  small 
phial  from  his  doublet,  poured  some  of  its  contents  down  his 
throat.  The  wizard  then  took  a  fold  of  linen,  with  which  he 
was  likewise  provided,  and,  dipping  it  in  the  elixir,  applied  it  to 
the  wound. 

In  a  few  moments  Ashbead  opened  his  eyes,  and  looking 
round  wildly,  fixed  his  gaze  upon  Bess,  who  placed  her  finger 
upon  her  lips  to  enjoin  silence,  but  he  could  not,  or  would  not, 
understand  the  sign. 

"  Aw's  o'er  wi*  meh,  Bess,"  he  groaned ;  "  but  ey*d  reyther  dee 
thus,  wi*  thee  besoide  meh,  than  i'  ony  other  wey." 

"  Hush !"  exclaimed  Bess,  "  Nicholas  is  here." 

"  Oh !  ey  see,"  replied  the  wounded  man,  looking  round ; 
"  boh,  whot  matters  it  ?  Ey'st  be  gone  soon.  Ah,  Bess,  dear 
lass,  if  theawdst  promise  to  break  thy  compact  wi'  Satan — to 
repent  and  save  thy  precious  sowl — ey  should  dee  content." 

**  Oh,  do  not  talk  thus  !"  cried  Bess.  "  You  will  soon  be  well 
again." 

"  Listen  to  me,"  continued  Ashbead,  eamestly ;  "  dust  na  knoa 
that  if  thy  habe  be  na  bapteesed  efore  to-morrow  neet,  it'll  be 
sacrificed  to  t'  Prince  o'  Darkness.    Go  to  some  o'  t'  oly  feythers 
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— <5onfess  thy  sins  an'  implore  Heaven's  f orgiveness— an*  majhap 
iiiey'll  save  th.ee  an*  thy  Infant." 

"  And  be  bnmed  as  a  witch,"  rejoined  Bess,  fiercely.  "  It  is 
useless,  Cuthbert ;  I  have  tried  them  all.  I  bave  knelt  to  them, 
implored  them,  but  their  hearts  are  hard  as  flints.  Tbey  will 
not  heed  me.  They  will  not  disobey  the  abbot's  eruel  injunc- 
tions,  though  he  be  their  superior  no  longer.  But  I  shall  be 
avenged  npon  him — terribly  avenged." 

"Leave  meh,  theaw  wicked  woman,"  cried  Ashbead;  "ey 
dnnna  wish  to  ha'  thee  near  meh.     Let  meh  dee  i'  peace." 

"Thou  wilt  not  die,  I  teil  thee,  Cuthbert,"  cried  Bess; 
"  Nicholas  hath  stanched  thy  wound." 

"  He  stawncht  it,  seyst  to  ?"  cried  Ashbead,  rising.  "  Ey'st 
never  owe  meh  loife  to  him." 

And  bef ore  he  could  be  prevented  he  tore  off  the  bandage,  and 
the  blood  burst  forth  anew. 

"  It  is  not  my  fault  if  he  perishes  now,"  observed  Demdike, 
moodily. 

"  Help  him — ^help  him  !"  implored  Bess. 

"  He  shanna  touch  meh,"  cried  Ashbead,  struggling  and  in- 
creasing  the  effusion.  "Keep  him  oflt,  ey  adjure  thee.  Fare- 
well,  Bess,"  he  added,  sinldng  back  utterly  exhausted  by  the 
effort. 

"Cuthbert!"  screamed  Bess,  terrified  by  his  looks,  ''Cuthbert, 
art  thou  really  dying  ?  Look  at  me,  speak  to  me !  Ha !"  she 
cried,  as  if  seized  by  a  sudden  idea,  "  they  say  the  blessing  of  a 
dying  man  will  avail.     Bless  my  child,  Cuthbert,  bless  it !" 

"  G-ive  it  me  !"  groaned  the  forester. 

Bess  held  the  inf ant  towards  him  ;  but  before  he  could  place 
his  hands  upon  it  all  power  f orsook  him,  and  he  feil  back  and 
expired. 

"Lost !  lost !  for  ever  lost !"  cried  Bess,  with  a  wild  shriek. 

At  this  moment  a  loud  blast  was  blown  from  the  gate-tower, 
and  a  trumpeter  called  out : 

"  The  abbot  and  the  two  other  prisoners  are  Coming," 

"  To  thy  feet,  wench  !"  cried  Demdike,  imperiously,  and  seizing 
the  bewildered  woman  by  the  arm;  "  to  thy  feet,  and  come  with 
me  to  meet  him  !" 
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IV. 

THB  MALEDICTION 

The  captive  ecclesiastics,  together  with  the  strong  escort  hj 
wluch  they  were  attended,  under  the  command  of  John  Braddjll, 
the  high  sheiiff  of  the  county,  had  passed  the  previous  night  at 
Whitewell,  in  Bowland  Forest ;  and  the  abbot  before  setting  out 
on  his  final  joumey,  was  permitted  to  spend  an  hour  in  prayer 
in  a  little  chapel  on  an  adjoining  hill,  overlooking  a  most 
picturesque  portion  of  the  forest,  the  beauties  of  which  were 
enhanced  by  the  windings  of  the  Hodder,  one  of  the  loveliest 
streams  in  Lancashire.  His  devotions  performed,  Paslew, 
attended  by  a  guard,  slowly  descended  the  hül,  and  gazed  his 
last  on  scenes  familiär  to  him  almost  from  infancy.  Noble 
trees,  which  now  looked  like  old  friends,  to  whom  he  was  bid- 
ding  an  etemal  adieu,  stood  around  him.  Beneath  them,  at 
the  end  of  a  glade,  couched  a  herd  of  deer,  which  started  off  at 
sight  of  the  intruders,  and  made  him  envy  their  freedom  and 
fleetness  as  he  followed  them  in  thought  to  their  solitudes.  At 
the  foot  of  a  steep  rock  ran  the  Hodder,  making  the  pleasant 
music  of  other  days  as  it  dashed  over  its  pebbly  bed,  and  r^ 
calling  times  when,  free  fröm  all  care,  he  had  strayed  by  ita 
wood  fringed  banks,  to  listen  to  the  pleasant  sound  of  running 
waters,  and  watch  the  shining  pebbles  beneath  them,  and  the 
swift  trout  and  dainty  umber  glancing  past. 

A  bitter  pang  was  it  to  part  with  scenes  so  fair,  and  the  abbot 
spoke  no  word,  nor  even  looked  up,  until  passing  Little  Mitton« 
he  came  in  sight  of  Whalley  Abbey.  Then,  collecting  all  his 
energies,  he  prepared  for  the  shock  he  was  about  to  endure, 
But  nerved  as  he  was,  his  fimmess  was  sorely  tried  when  he 
beheld  the  stately  pile,  once  his  own,  now  gone  from  him  and 
his  for  ever.  He  gave  one  fond  glance  towards  it,  and  thea 
painfuUy  averting  lus  gaze,  recited,  in  a  low  voice,  this  suppli- 
cation  : 

"  Miserere  mei,  Deus,  secundum  inagnam  misericordiam  ticam. 
Et  secundum  muUitudinem  miserationum  iuarum,  dele  iniquiU 
atem  meam.  Amplius  lava  nie  ah  iniquitate  med,  et  a  jjeccato 
meo  munda  me/* 

But  other  thoughts  and  other  emotions  crowded  upon  him, 
when  he  beheld  the  groups  of  his  old  retainers  advancing  to 
meet  \\^m :  men,  women,  and  children  pouring  forth  loud  lamea*» 
tations,  prostrating  themselves  at  his  feet^  and  deploring  hi« 
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doom.  The  abbot*s  fortitude  had  a  severe  trial  here,  and  tlie 
tears  sprung  to  his  eyes.  Tlie  devotion  of  tliese  poor  people 
touched  him  more  sliarply  than  the  severity  of  liis  adversaries. 

"  Bless  ye !  bless  ye !  my  children,"  lie  cried ;  "  repine  not 
for  me,  for  I  bear  my  cross  with  resignation.  It  k  f or  me  to 
bewail  your  lot,  much  fearing  that  the  flock  I  have  so  long  and 
so  zealoTisly  tended  will  fall  into  the  hands  of  other  and  less 
heedful  pastors,  or,  still  worse,  of  devouring  wolves.  Bless  ye, 
my  children,  and  be  comforted.  Think  of  the  end  of  Abbot 
Paslew,  and  for  what  he  snffered." 

"  Think  that  he  was  a  traitor  to  the  king,  and  took  up  arms 
in  rebellion  against  him,"  cried  the  sheriff,  riding  up,  and 
speaking  in  a  loud  voice ;  "  and  that  for  his  heinous  offences  he 
was  jnstly  condemned  to  death." 

Murmurs  arose  at  this  speech,  but  they  were  instantly  checked 
by  the  escort. 

"  Think  charitably  of  me,  my  children,'*  said  the  abbot ;  "  and 
the  blessed  Virgin  keep  you  steadfast  in  your  faith.  Bene- 
dicite  !" 

"Be  silerit,  traitor,  I  command  thee,"  cried  the  sheriff, 
striking  him  with  his  gauntlet  in  the  face. 

The  abbot's  pale  cheek  burnt  crimson,  and  his  eye  flashed 
fire,  but  he  controUed  himself  and  answered  meekly, 

"  Thou  didst  not  speak  in  such  wise,  John  Braddyll,  when  I 
saved  thee  from  the  flood," 

"  Which  flood  thou  thyself  caused  to  burst  f orth  by  devilish 
arts,"  rejoined  the  sheriff.  "  I  owe  thee  little  for  the  Service. 
If  for  nought  eise,  thou  deservest  death  for  thy  evil  doings  on 
that  night." 

The  abbot  made  no  reply,  for  BraddylFs  allusion  conjured  up 
a  sombre  train  of  thought  within  his  breast,  awakening  appre- 
hensions  which  he  could  neither  account  for,  nor  shake  off. 
Meanwhile,  the  cavalcade  slowly  approached  the  north -east 
gateway  of  the  abbey — passing  through  crowds  of  keeling  and 
sorrowing  bystanders :  but  so  deeply  was  the  abbot  engrossed 
by  the  one  dtead  idea  that  possessed  him,  that  he  saw  them  not, 
and  scarce  heard  their  woful  lamentations.  All  at  once  the 
calvacade  stopped,  and  the  sheriff  rode  on  to  the  gate,  in  the 
opening  of  which  some  ceremony  was  observed.  Then  it  was 
that  Paslew  raised  his  eyes,  and  beheld  standing  before  him  a 
tall  man,  with  a  womun  beside  him  bearing  an  infant  in  her 
arms.  The  eyes  of  the  pair  were  fixed  upon  him  with  vindictive 
exultation.  He  woidd  have  averted  his  gaze,  but  an  irresistible 
£ascinatioii  withheld  him. 
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"  Thou  seest  all  is  prepared,"  said  Demdike,  coming  closo  up 
to  the  mule  on  which  Paslew  was  mounted,  and  pointing  to  the 
gigantic  gallows  looming  above  the  abbey  walls;  "wilt  thou 
now  accede  to  my  request  ?'*  And  then  he  added,  significantly — 
"  on  the  same  terms  as  before." 

The  abbot  understood  his  meaning  well.  Life  and  freedom 
were  offered  him  by  a  being,  whose  power  to  accomplish  his 
promise  he  did  not  doubt.  The  struggle  was  hard;  but  he 
resisted  the  temptation,  and  answered  firmly : 

"  No." 

"  Then  die  the  felon  death  thou  merit est,"  cried  Bess,  fiercely ; 
*'  and  I  will  glut  mine  eyes  with  the  spectacle." 

Incensed  beyond  endurance,  the  abbot  looked  sternly  at  her, 
and  raised  his  hand  in  denunciation.  The  action  and  the  look 
were  so  appalling,  that  the  affrighted  woman  would  have  fled  if 
lier  husband  had  not  restrained  her. 

"  By  the  holy  patriarchs  and  prophets  ;  by  the  prelates  and 
confessors ;  by  the  doctors  of  the  church  ;  by  the  holy  abbots, 
monks,  and  eremites,  who  dwelt  in  solitudes,  in  mountains,  and 
in  cavems ;  by  the  holy  martyrs,  who  suffered  torture  and  death 
for  their  faith,  I  curse  thee,  witch  !'*  cried  Paslew.  "  May  the 
inalediction  of  Heaven  and  all  its  hosts  alight  on  the  head  of  thy 
infant " 

"  Oh !  holy  abbot,"  shrieked  Bess,  breaking  from  her  husband, 
and  flinging  her  seif  at  Paslew's  feet,  "  curse  me,  if  thou  wilt, 
but  spare  my  innocent  child.     Save  it,  and  we  will  save  thee." 

"Avoid  thee,  wretched  and  impious  woman,"  rejoined  the 
abbot ;  "I  have  pronoimced  the  dread  anathema,  and  it  cannot 
be  recalled.  Look  at  the  dripping  garments  of  thy  child.  In 
blood  it  has  been  baptized,  and  through  blood-stained  paths 
shall  its  course  be  taken." 

"Ha!"  shrieked  Bess,  noticing  for  the  first  time  the  en- 
sanguined  condition  of  the  infant*s  attire.  "  Cuthbert's  blood 
—oh !" 

"  Listen  to  me,  wicked  women,"  pursued  the  abbot,  as  if  fiUed 
with  a  prophetic  spirit.  "  Thy  child's  life  shall  be  long — beyond 
the  ordinary  term  of  woman — but  it  shall  be  a  life  of  woe 
and  ill." 

"  Oh !  stay  him — stay  him ;  or  I  shall  die,"  cried  Bess. 

But  the  wizard  could  not  speak.  A  greater  power  than  his 
own  apparently  overmastered  him. 

"  Children   shall    she    have,"   continued    the    abbot,    "  and 
children's  children,  but  they  shall  be  a  race  doomed  and  accursed 
brood  of  adders,  that  the  world  shall  flee  from  and  crush, 
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A  thing  accursed,  and  slmiined  by  her  f ellows,  shall  thy  daughter 
l)e— evil  reputed  and  evil  doing.  No  band  to  help  her — no  lip 
to  bless  her— lif e  a  bürden ;  and  death— long,  long  in  Coming— 
finding  her  in  a  dismal  dungeon.  Now,  depart  from  me,  and 
trouble  me  no  more  " 

Bess  made  a  motion  as  if  she  would  go,  and  then  tuming, 
partly  round,  dropped  beavily  on  tbe  ground.  Demdike  caught 
the  child  ere  she  feil. 

"  Thou  hast  killed  her !"  he  eried  to  the  abbot. 

"  A  stronger  voice  than  mine  hath  spoken,  if  it  be  so,'*  re- 
joined  Paslew.  '■  Fuge  miserrime,  fuge  malefice,  quia  judex 
adest  iratus.*' 

At  this  moment  the  trumpet  again  sounded,  and  the  cavalcade 
being  put  in  motion,  the  abbot  and  his  fellow  captives  passed 
through  the  gate. 

Dismountiug  from  their  mules  within  the  court  before  the 
chapter-housc,  the  captive  ecclesiastics,  preeeded  by  the  sheriff, 
were  led  to  the  principal  Chamber  of  the  structure,  where  the 
Earl  of  Derby  awaited  them,  seated  in  the  gothic  carved-oak 
chair,  formerly  occupied  by  the  abbots  of  Whalley  on  the  occa- 
sions  of  Conferences  or  elections.  The  earl  was  surrounded  by 
his  officers,  and  the  Chamber  was  filled  with  armed  men.  The 
abbot  slowly  advanced  towards  the  earl.  His  deportment  was 
dignified  and  firm,  ev^r  majestic.  The  exaltation  of  spirit, 
occasioned  by  the  interview  with  Demdike  and  his  wife,  had 
passed  away,  and  was  succeeded  by  a  profound  calm.  The  hue 
of  his  cheek  was  livid,  but  otherwise  he  seemed  whoUy  unmoved. 

The  ceremony  of  delivering  up  the  bodies  of  the  prisoners  to 
the  earl  was  gone  through  by  the  sheriff,  and  their  sentences 
were  then  read  aloud  by  a  clerk.  After  this,  the  earl,  who  had 
hitherto  remained  covered,  took  off  his  cap,  and  in  a  solemn 
voice  spoke : 

"John  Paslew,  somewhile  Abbot  of  Whalley,  but  now  an 
attainted  and  condemned  felon,  and  John  Eastgate  and  William 
Haydocke,  formerly  brethren  of  the  same  monastery,  and  con- 
federates  with  him  in  crime,  ye  have  heard  your  doom.  To- 
moiTow  you  shall  die  the  ignominious  death  of  traitors;  but 
the  king,  in  his  mercy,  having  regard  not  so  much  to  the  heinous 
nature  of  your  offences  towards  his  sovereign  majesty  as  to  the 
sacred  offices  you  once  held,  and  of  which  you  have  been  shame- 
fully  deprived,  is  graciously  pleased  to  remit  that  part  of  your 
sentence,  whereby  ye  are  condemned  to  be  quartered  alive, 
willing  that  the  hearts  which  conceived  so  much  malice  and 
yiolence  against  him  should  cease  to  beat  within  your  own  boBomS| 


and  ttat  the  änns  whicli  were  raised  in  rebellion  against  him 
sliould  be  interred  in  one  common  grave  witli  the  trunks  to 
wMch  thej  belong. 

"  God  save  the  high  and  puissant  king,  Henry  the  Eighth,  and 
free  him  from  all  traitors !"  cried  the  clerk. 

"  We  hnmbly  thank  his  majesty  for  his  clemency,"  said  the 
abbot,  amid  the  profouüd  silcnce  that  ensued ;  "  and  I  pray  you^ 
my  good  lord,  when  yon  shaU  write  to  the  king  concerning  us,  to 
say  to  his  majesty  that  we  died  penitent  of  many  and  grave 
offences,  amongst  the  which  is  chielly  that  of  having  taken  up 
arms  unlawfully  against  him,  but  that  we  did  so  solely  with  the 
view  of  freeing  his  highness  from  evil  councillors,  and  of  re-estab- 
lishing  our  holy  church,  for  the  which  we  would  wiUingly  die,  if 
onr  death  might  in  anywise  profit  it." 

^  Amen !"  exclaimed  Father  Eastgate,  who  stood  with  his 
hands  crossed  upon  his  breast,  close  behind  Paslew.  "  The 
abbot  hath  uttered  my  sentiments.*' 

"  He  hath  not  nttered  mine,"  cried  Father  Haydocko.  "  I  ask 
no  grace  from  the  bloody  Herodias,  and  will  accept  none.  What 
I  have  done  I  wonld  do  again,  were  the  past  to  return — nay,  I 
would  do  more — I  would  find  a  way  to  reach  the  tyrant's  heart, 
and  thus  free  our  church  from  its  worst  enemy,  and  the  land 
from  a  ruthless  oppressor." 

"  Remove  him,"  said  the  earl,  "  the  vile  traitor  shall  be  dealt 
with  as  he  merits.  For  you,"  he  added,  as  the  order  was  obeyed, 
and  addressing  the  other  prisoners,  "  and  especially  you,  John 
Paslew,  who  have  shown  some  compunction  for  your  crimcs,  and 
to  prove  to  you  that  the  king  is  not  the  ruthless  tyrant  he  hath 
been  just  represented,  I  hereby  in  his  name  promise  you  any 
boon  which  you  may  ask  consistently  with  your  Situation.  What 
favour  would  you  have  shown  you  ?" 

The  abbot  reflected  for  a  moment. 

"  Speak  thou,  John  Eastgate,"  said  the  Earl  of  Derby,  seeing 
that  the  abbot  was  occupied  in  thought. 

"  If  I  may  proffer  a  request,  my  lord,"  roplied  tho  monk,  "  it 
is  that  our  poor  distraught  brother,  William  Haydocke, -bo 
spared  the  quartering  block.     He  meant  not  what  he  said." 

"  Well,  be  it  as  thou  wilt,"  rcplicdtho  earl,  bending  his  brows, 
"  though  he  ill  deserves  such  grace.  Now,  John  Paslew,  what 
wouldst  thou?" 

Thus  addrcssed,  the  abbot  looked  up. 

"  I  would  have  made  tho  same  request  as  my  brother,  John 
Eastgate,  if  he  had  not  anticipated  me,  my  lord,"  said  Paslew  j 
*'  btit  since  his  petition  is  granted,  I  -^ould,  on  my  own  part> 
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entreat  tliat  mass  be  said  for  us  in  tlie  convent  clmrcli.  Manj 
of  the  brethren  are  witbout  tbe  abbey,  and,  if  permitted,  ymL 
assist  at  its  Performance." 

"  I  know  not  if  I  sball  not  incur  tbe  king's  displeasnre  in 
assenting,"  replied  tbe  Earl  of  Derby,  after  a  little  reflection ; 
"  but  I  will  bazard  it.  Mass  for  tbe  dead  sball  be  said  in  tbe 
cburcb  at  midnigbt,  and  all  tbe  bretbren  wbo  cboose  to  come 
tbitber  sbaU  be  permitted  to  assist  at  it.  Tbey  will  attend,  I 
doubt  not,  for  it  will  be  tbe  last  time  tbe  rites  of  tbe  Eomisb 
Cbnrcb  will  be  performed  in  tbose  waUs.  Tbey  sball  bave  all 
required  for  tbe  ceremonial." 

"  Heaven's  blessings  on  you,  my  lord,"  said  tbe  abbot. 

"  But  first  pledge  me  your  sacred  word,"  said  tbe  earl,  "  by 
tbe  boly  office  you  once  beld,  and  by  tbe  saints  in  wbom  you 
trust,  tbat  tbis  concession  sbaU  not  be  made  tbe  means  of  any 
attempt  at  fligbt." 

"  I  swear  it,"  replied  tbe  abbot,  eamestly. 

"  And  I  also  swear  it,"  added  Fatber  Eastgate. 

"  Enougb,"  said  tbe  earl.  "  I  will  give  tbe  necessary  Orders. 
Notice  of  tbe  celebration  of  mass  at  midnigbt  sbaU  be  proclaimed 
witbout  tbe  abbey.     Now  remove  tbe  prisoners." 

Upon  tbis  tbe  captive  ecclesiastics  were  led  fortb.  Fatber 
Eastgate  was  taten  to  a  streng  room  in  tbe  lower  part  of  tbe 
cbapter-bouse,  wbere  all  acts  of  discipline  bad  been  performed 
by  tbe  monks,  and  wbere  tbe  knotted  lasb,  tbe  spiked  girdle,  * 
and  tbe  bair  sbirt  bad  once  bung ;  wbile  tbe  abbot  was  conveyed 
to  bis  old  cbamber,  wbicb  bad  been  prepared  for  bis  reeeption, 
and  tbere  left  alone. 


V. 

THE  MIDNIGHT  MASS. 


DoLEPTJLLT  somids  tbe  AU  Souls*  bell  from  tbe  tower  of  thö 
convent  cburcb.  Tbe  bell  is  one  of  five,  and  bas  obtained  tbe  name 
because  it  is  toUed  only  for  tbose  about  to  pass  away  from  life. 
Now  it  rings  tbe  knell  of  tbree  souls  to  depart  on  tbe  morrow. 
Brigbtly  illumined  is  tbe  fane,  witbin  wbicb  no  taper  batb 
gleamed  since  tbe  old  worsbip  ceased,  sbowiug  tbat  preparations 
are  made  for  tbe  last  service.  Tbe  organ,  dumb  so  long,  breatbes 
a  low  prelude.    Sad  is  it  to  bear  tbat  knell — sad  to  view  tbose 
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gloriously-dyed  panes — and  to  think  whj  the  one  rmgs  and  the 
other  is  ughted  up. 

Word  having  gone  forth  of  the  midnight  mass,  all  the  ejected 
biethren  flock  to  the  abbey.  Some  have  toiled  through  miry 
and  scarce  passable  roads.  Others  have  come  down  &oni  the 
hüls,  and  f orded  deep  streams  at  the  hazard  of  life,  rather  than 
go  roxind  by  the  far-off  bridge,  and  anive  too  late.  Others, 
who  conceive  themselves  in  peril  from  the  share  they  have  taken 
in  the  late  insnrrection,  quit  their  secnre  retreats,  and  expose 
themselyes  to  capture.  It  may  be  a  snare  laid  for  them,  bat 
they  mn  the  risk.  Others,  Coming  from  a  yet  greater  distance, 
beholding  the  iUuminated  church  from  afar,  and  catching  the 
sound  of  the  bell  toUing  at  intervals,  hnrry  on,  and  reach  the 
gate  breathless  and  weUnigh  exhausted.  But  no  questions  are 
asked.  All  who  present  themselves  in  ecclesiastical  habits  are 
permitted  to  enter,  and  take  part  in  the  procession  forming  in 
the  cloister,  or  proceed  at  once  to  the  church,  if  they  prefer  it. 

Dolefully  sonnds  the  bell.  Baref ooted  brethren  meet  together, 
sorrowfully  salute  each  other,  and  form  in  a  long  Hne  in  the 
great  area  of  the  cloisters.  At  their  head  are  six  monks  bearing 
talL  lighted  candles.  After  them  come  the  qniristers,  and  then 
one  carrying  the  Host,  between  the  incense-bearers.  Next  comes 
a  youth  holding  the  bell.  Next  are  placed  the  dignitaries  of  the 
church,  the  prior  rankin g  first,  and  the  others  standing  two  and 
two,  according  to  their  degrees.  Near  the  entrance  of  the 
refectory,  which  occupies  the  whole  south  side  of  the  quadrangle, 
stand  a  band  of  halberdiers,  whose  torches  cast  a  ruddy  glare  on 
the  opposite  tower  and  buttresses  of  the  convent  church,  reveal- 
ing  the  statues  not  yet  plucked  from  their  niches,  the  crosses  on 
the  pinnacles,  and  the  gilt  image  of  Saint  Gregory  de  North- 
bury,  stiU  holding  its  place  over  the  porch.  Another  band  are 
stationed  near  the  mouth  of  the  vaulted  passage,  under  the 
chapter-house  and  vestry,  whose  grey,  irregulär  walls,  pierced  by 
numberless  richly  omamented  Windows,  and  surmounted  by 
small  turrets,  form  a  beautiful  boimdary  on  the  right ;  while  a 
third  party  are  planted  on  the  left,  in  the  open  space,  beneath 
the  dormitory,  the  torchlight  flashing  ruddily  upon  the  hoary 
piUars  and  groined  arches  sustaining  the  vast  structure  above 
them. 

Dolefully  sounds  the  beU.  And  the  ghostly  procession  thrice 
tracks  the  four  ambulatories  of  the  cloisters,  solemnly  chanting 
a  requiem  for  the  dead. 

Dolefully  sounds  the  bell.  And  at  its  summons  all  the  old 
retainers  of  ti^e  abbot  press  to  the  gatO;  and  sue  for  admittanco; 
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but  in  vain.  Thej,  therefore,  mount  tlie  neiglibouriiig  hill  co^i- 
manding  the  abbey,  and  as  the  solenin  sounds  float  faintly  by, 
and  glimpses  are  caugbt  of  the  white-robed  bretbren  gliijing 
along  the  cloisters,  and  rendered  phantom-like  by  the  torchlight, 
the  beholders  half  imagine  it  must  be  a  Company  of  sprites,  and 
tbat  the  departed  monks  have  been  permitted  for  an  hour  to 
assume  their  old  f  orms,  and  revisit  their  old  haunts. 

Dolefnlly  soiinds  the  bell.  And  two  biers,  covered  with.  palls, 
are  borne  slowly  towards  the  church,  foUowed  by  a  tall  monk. 

The  clock  was  on  the  stroke  of  twelve.  The  procession  having 
drawn  np  within  the  court  in  front  of  the  abbot's  lodging,  the 
prisoners  were  brought  forth,  and  at  sight  of  the  abbot  the 
whole  of  the  monks  feil  on  their  knees.  A  tonching  sight  was 
it  to  see  those  reverend  men  prostrate  before  their  ancient 
superior, — ^he  condemned  to  die,  and  they  deprived  of  their 
monastic  home — and  the  officer  had  not  the  heart  to  interfere. 
Deeply  affected,  Paslew  advanced  to  the  prior,  and  raising  him, 
affectionately  embraced  him.  After  this,  he  addressed  some 
words  of  comfort  to  the  others,  who  arose  as  he  enjoined  them, 
and  at  a  signal  from  the  officer,  the  procession  set  out  for  the 
church,  singing  the  '^  Placebo."  The  abbot  and  his  fellow- 
captives  brought  up  the  rear,  with  a  guard  on  either  side  of 
them.     All  Souls'  bell  tolled  dolefully  the  while. 

Meanwhile  an  officer  entered  the  great  hall,  where  the  Earl  of 
Derby  was  feasting  with  his  retainers,  and  informed  him  that 
the  hour  appointed  for  the  ceremonial  was  close  at  band.  The 
earl  arose  and  went  to  the  church,  attended  by  Braddyll  and 
Assheton.  He  entered  by  the  western  porch,  and  proceeding 
to  the "  choir,  seated  himself  in  the  magnificently-carved  stall 
formerly  used  by  Paslew,  and  placed  where  it  stood,  a  hundred 
years  before,  by  John  Eccles,  ninth  abbot. 

Midnight  Struck.  The  groat  door  of  the  church  swung  open, 
and  the  organ  pealed  forth  the  "De  profundis.'*  The  aisles 
were  filled  with  armed  men,  but  a  clear  space  was  left  for  the 
procession,  which  presently  entered  in  the  same  order  as  before, 
and  moved  slowly  along  the  transept.  Those  who  came  first 
thought  it  a  dream,  so  stränge  was  it  to  find  themselves  once 
again  in  the  pld-accustomed  church.  The  good  prior  melted 
into  tears. 

At  length  the  abbot  came.  To  hin^  the  whole  scene  appeared 
like  a  vision.  The  lights  streapaing  from  the  altar — the  incense 
loading  the  air — the  deep  diapasons  roUing  overhead — the  well- 
Jmown  faces  of  the  brethren — the  familiär  aspect  of  the  sacred 
^difice— fall  tiiese  filled  him  ijfi^  e$i^t4P9S  ^OQ  p^infu^  aUuost  fp¥ 
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endurance.  It  was  the  last  time  he  should  visit  this  holj  place 
fr-the  last  time  he  should  hear  thosc  solenin  soimds — ^tiie  last 
time  he  should  behold  those  familiär  objects — aj,  the  laat! 
Death  coiüd  hare  no  pang  like  this !  And  with  heart  wellnigk 
buTsting,  and  limbs  acarcel^  serving  their  offioe,  he  tottered  on. 

Ailother  trial  awaited  hun,  and  one  for  which  he  was  whoUj 
mnprepared.  As  he  drew  near  the  ehancel,  he  looked  down  an 
opening  on  the  right,  which  seemed  purposelj  preaerred  bj  the 
guard.  Whj  were  those  tapers  burning  in  the  side  chapel  P 
What  was  within  it?  He  looked  again,  and  beheld  two  un- 
eoyered  biers.  On  one  laj  the  bodj  of  a  woman.  He  started. 
In  the  beautif  ul,  but  fierce  f  eatures  of  the  dead,  he  beheld  the 
wiich,  Bess  Demdike.  She  was  gone  to  her  account  before  him. 
The  mi^ediction  he  had  pronounced  upon  her  ohild  had  killed 
her. 

Appalled,  he  turned  to  the  other  hier,  and  recognised  Cuth- 
bert  Ashbead.  He  shuddered,  but  comforted  himself  that  he 
was  at  least  guiltless  of  his  death ;  though  he  had  a  stränge 
{eeling  that  the  poor  f orester  had  in  some  waj  perished  for  him. 

Bui  his  attention  was  diyerted  towards  a  tall  monk  in  the 
Cisteroian  habit,  standing  between  the  bodies,  with  the  cowl 
4rawn  over  his  face.  As  Paslew  gazed  at  him,  the  monk  slowly 
raised  his  hood,  and,  partiallj  disclosed  features  that  smote  tl^e 
al>bot  as  if  he  had  beheld  a  spectre.  Could  it  be  ?  Could  fancy 
cheat  him  thus  ?  He  looked  again.  The  monk  was  stiU  standing 
there,  but  the  cowl  had  dropped  over  his  face.  Striving  to  shake 
off  the  horror  that  possessed  him,  the  abbot  staggered  forward, 
and  reaching  the  presbytery,  sank  upon  his  knees. 

The  ceremonial  then  commenced.  The  solemn  requiem  was 
sung  by  the  choir ;  and  three  yet  living  heard  the  hymn  for  the 
repose  of  their  souls.  Always  deeply  impressive,  the  ^rvice  was 
unusually  so  on  this  sad  occasion,  and  the  melodious  voices  of 
the  Singers  never  sounded  so  mournfully  sweet  as  then — the 
demeanour  of  the  prior  never  seemed  so  dignified,  nor  his 
accents  so  touching  and  solemn.  The  stemest  hearts  were 
softened. 

But  the  abbot  found  it  impossible  to  fix  his  attention  on  the 
Service.  The  lights  at  the  altar  burnt  dimly  in  his  eyes — 
the  loud  antiphon  and  the  supplicatory  prayer  feil  upon  a  listless 
ear.  His  whole  life  was  passing  in  review  before  him.  He  saw 
himself  as  he  was  when  he  first  professed  his  faith,  and  feit  the 
zeal  and  holy  aspirations  that  mied  him  then.  Years  flew  by 
at  a  glance,  and  he  found  himself  sub-deacon ;  the  sub-deacon 
beeame  deac€»i ;  and  the  deacon  sub-prior,  and  the  end  of  his 
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ambition  seemed  piain  before  bim.  But  be  bad  a  rival; 
bis  fears  told  bim  a  superior  in  zeal  and  learning ;  one  wbo, 
tbougb  many  years  younger  tban  be,  bad  risen  so  rapidly  in 
favour  witb  tbe  ecclesiastical  autborities,  tbat  be  tbreatened  to 
outstrip  bim,  even  now,  wben  tbe  goal  was  füll  in  view.  Tbe 
darkest  passage  of  bis  life  approacbed ;  a  crime  wbicb  sbonld 
cast  a  deep  sbadow  over  tbe  wbole  of  bis  brilliant  after-career. 
He  would  bave  sbunned  its  contemplation,  if  be  could.  In  vain. 
It  stood  out  more  palpably  tban  all  tbe  rest.  His  rival  was  no 
longer  in  bis  patb.  How  be  was  removed  tbe  abbot  did  not 
dare  to  tbink.  But  be  was  gone  for  ever,  unless  tbe  taU  monk 
were  be ! 

Unable  to  endure  tbis  terrible  retrospect,  Paslew  strove  to 
bend  bis  tbougbts  on  otber  tbings.  Tbe  cboir  was  singing  tbe 
"  Dies  Irce,^'  and  tbeir  voices  tbundered  fortb : 

Rex  tremendse  majestatis. 
Qui  salvandos  salvas  gratis, 
Salva  me,  fons  pietatis  I 

Fain  would  tbe  abbot  bave  closed  bis  ears,  and,  boping  to  stifle 
tbe  remorseful  pangs  tbat  seized  upon  bis  very  vitals  witb  tbe 
sbarpness  of  serpents'  teetb,  be  strove  to  dwell  upon  tbe  frequent 
and  severe  acts  of  penance  be  bad  performed.  But  be  now  found 
tbat  bis  penitence  bad  never  been  sincere  and  efficacious.  Tbis 
one  damning  sin  obscured  all  bis  good  actions ;  and  be  feit  if  be 
died  unconfessed,  and  witb  tbe  weigbt  of  guilt  upon  bis  soul,  be 
sbould  perisb  everlastingly.  Again,  be  fled  from  tbe  torment  of 
retrospection,  and  again  beard  tbe  cboir  tbundering  fortb : 

Lacrymosa  dies  illa. 
Qua  resurget  ex  favillä 
Judicandus  homo  reas. 
Huic  ergo  parce,  Deus  I 
Pie  Jesu  Domine ! 
Dona  reis  requiem. 

"  Amen !"  exclaimed  tbe  abbot.  And  bowing  bis  bead  to  tbe 
ground,  be  eamestly  repeated : 

"  Pie  Jesu  Domino  I 
Dona  eis  requiem." 

Tben  be  looked  up,  and  resolved  to  ask  for  a  confessor,  and 
unburden  bis  soul  witbout  delay. 

Tbe  ofEertory  and  post-communion  were  over ;  tbe  "  requies- 
cant  in  'j^ace^^ — awf ul  words  addressed  to  living  ears — were  pro- 
nounced  and  tbe  mass  was  ended. 

All  prepared  to  depart.    Tbe  prior  descended  from  tbe  altar 
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to  embrace  and  take  leave  of  the  abbot ;  and  at  the  same  time 
the  Earl  of  Derby  came  from  tbe  stall. 

"  Has  all  been  done  to  yonr  satisfaction,  Jolm  Paslew  ?"  de- 
manded  the  earl,  as  he  drew  near. 

"  All,  my  good  lord,"  replied  the  abbot,  lowly  inclining  his 
head ;  "  and  I  pray  you  think  me  not  importunate,  if  I  prefer  one 
other  request.  I  would  f ain  have  a  conf essor  visit  me,  that  I  may 
lay  bare  my  inmost  heart  to  him,  and  receive  absolution." 

"  I  have  already  anticipated  the  request,"  replied  the  earl, 
"  and  have  provided  a  priest  for  you.  He  shaJl  attend  you, 
within  an  hour,  in  your  own  Chamber.  You  will  have  ample 
time  between  this  and  daybreak,  to  settle  your  accounts  with 
Heaven,  should  they  be  ever  so  weighty." 

"  I  trust  so,  my  lord,"  replied  Paslew ;  "  but  a  whole  life  is 
scarcely  long  enough  for  repentance,  much  less  a  few  short  hours. 
But  in  regard  to  the  confessor,"  he  continued,  fiUed  with  mis- 
giving  by  the  earl's  manner,  "  I  should  be  glad  to  be  shriven  by 
Father  Christopher  Smith,  late  prior  of  the  abbey." 

"  It  may  not  be,"  replied  the  earl,  sternly  and  decidedly.  "  You 
will  find  all  you  can  require'in  him  I  shall  send." 

The  abbot  sighed,  seeing  that  remonstrance  was  useless. 

"  One  further  question  I  would  address  to  you,  my  lord,"  he 
Said,  "  and  that  refers  to  the  place  of  my  interment.  Beneath 
our  feet  lie  buried  all  my  predecessors — Abbots  of  Whalley. 
Here  lies  John  Eccles,  for  whom  was  carved  the  stall  in  which 
your  lordship  hath  sat,  and  from  which  I  have  been  dethroned. 
Here  rests  the  learned  John  Lyndelay,  fifth  abbot ;  and  beside 
him  his  immediate  predecessor,  Robert  de  Topcliffe,  who,  two 
hundred  and  thirty  years  ago,  on  the  festival  of  Saint  Gregory, 
our  canonised  abbot,  commenced  the  erection  of  the  sacred 
edifice  above  us.  At  that  epoch  were  here  enshrined  the  remains 
of  the  saintly  Gregory,  and  here  were  also  brought  the  bodies  of 
Helias  de  Workesley  and  John  de  Belfield,  both  prelates  of  piety 
and  wisdom.  You  may  read  the  names  where  you  stand,  my  lord. 
You  may  count  the  graves  of  all  the  abbots.  They  are  sixteen 
in  number.  There  is  one  grave  yet  unoccupied — one  stone  yet 
tmfumished  with  an  effigy  in  brass." 

"  WeU  ?"  Said  the  Earl  of  Derby. 

"  When  I  sat  in  that  stall,  my  lord,"  pursued  Paslew,  pointing 
to  the  abbot's  chair ;  "  when  I  was  head  of  this  church,  it  was 
my  thought  to  rest  here  among  my  brother  abbots." 

"  You  have  f orf eited  the  right,"  replied  the  earl,  sternly.  "  All 
the  abbots  whose  dust  is  crumbling  beneath  us,  died  in  the 
odour  of  sanctity,  loyal  to  their  sovereigns,  and  true  to  their 
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country,  whereas  you  will  die  an  attainted  felon  and  rebel.  Tou 
can  have  no  place  amongst  them.  Concem  not  yourself  further 
in  the  matter.  I  will  find  a  fitting  grave  for  you, — perchance  at 
the  foot  of  the  gallows." 

And,  tuming  abruptly  away,  he  gave  the  signal  for  general 
departure. 

Ere  the  clock  in  the  ehurch  tower  had  toUed  one,  the  ligtts 
were  extinguished,  and  of  the  priestly  train  who  had  recently 
thronged  the  fane,  all  were  gone,  like  a  troop  of  ghosts  evoked 
at  midnight  by  necromantic  skill,  and  then  suddenly  dismissed. 
Deep  silence  again  brooded  in  the  aisles ;  hushed  was  the  organ ; 
mute  the  melodious  choir.  The  only  light  penetratiug  the  con- 
vent  ehurch  proceeded  from  the  moon,  whose  rays,  shining 
through  the  painted  Windows,  feil  upon  the  graves  of  the  old 
abbots  in  the  presbytery,  and  on  the  two  biers  within  the 
adjoining  chapel,  whose  stark  burdens  they  quiekend  into 
fearful  semblance  of  life. 
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Left  alone,  and  unable  to  pray,  the  abbot  strove  to  dissipate 
bis  agitation  of  spirit  by  Walking  to  and  f  ro  within  bis  Chamber  ; 
and  while  thus  occupied,  he  was  interrupted  by  a  guard,  who 
told  bim  that  the  priest  sent  by  the  Earl  of  Derby  was  withoutj 
aüd  immediately  afterwards  the  confessor  was  ushered  in.  It 
was  the  tall  monk,  who  had  been  standing  between  the  biers,  and 
bis  feature^  were  stiU  shrouded  by  bis  cowl.  At  sight  of  him, 
Paslew  sank  upon  a  seat  and  buried  bis  face  in  bis  hands.  The 
monk  ofEered  him  no  consolation,  but  waited  in  silence  tili  he 
should  again  look  up.     At  last  Paslew  took  courage  and  spoke. 

"  Who  and  what  are  you  ?*'  he  demanded. 

"  A  brother  of  the  same  order  as  yourself,"  replied  the  monk, 
in  de^p  and  thrilling  accents,  but  without  raising  bis  hood; 
"  and  I  am  come  to  hear  your  confession  by  command  of  the  Earl 
of  Derby/' 

"Are  you  of  this  abbey  ?"  asked  Paslew,  tremblingly. 

"I  was,"  replied  the  monk,  in  a  stern  tone;  "but  the 
luonastery  is  dissolved,  and  all  the  brethren  ejected." 

"  Your  name  ?"  cried  Paslew. 
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^^  I  am  Hot  eome  here  to  answer  questions,  but  to  hear  a  cobp 
fession,"  rejoined  the  monk.  "  Bethink  you  of  the  awful  Situa- 
tion in  which  you  are  placed,  and  that  before  many  bours  you 
must  answer  for  the  sins  you  bave  committed.  You  bave  yet 
time  for  repentance,  if  you  delay  it  not." 

"  You  are  rigbt,  fatber,"  replied  tbe  abbot.  "  Be  seated,  I 
pray  you,  and  listen  to  me,  for  I  bave  mucb  to  teil.  Tbirty  and 
one  years  ago  I  was  prior  of  tbis  abbey.  IJp  to  tbat  period 
my  llfe  bad  been  blameless,  or,  if  not  wbolly  free  from  fault,  I 
bad  little  wberewitb  to  reproacb  myself — little  to  fear  from  a 
merciful  judge — unless  it  were  tbat  I  indulged  too  strongly  tbe 
desire  of  ruHng  absolutely  in  tbe  bouse  in  wbicb  I  was  tben 
only  second.  But  Satan  bad  laid  a  snare  for  me,  into  wbicb  I 
blindly  feil.  Among  tbe  bretbren  was  one  named  Borlace 
Alvetbam,  a  young  man  of  rare  attainment,  and  singular  skill  in 
tbe  occult  Sciences.  He  bad  risen  in  fayour,  and  at  tbe  time  I 
speak  of  was  elected  sub-prior." 

"  Gl-o  on,"  said  tbe  monk. 

"  It  began  to  be  wbispered  about  witbin  tbe  abbey,*'  pursued 
Paslew,  "tbat  on  tbe  deatb  of  William  Bede,  tben  abbot, 
Borlace  Alvetbam  would  succeed  bim,  and  tben  it  was  tbat  bitter 
feelings  of  animosity  were  awakened  in  my  breast  against  tbe 
sub-prior,  and  after  many  struggles,  I  resolved  upon  bis  de- 
struction." 

"  A  wicked  resolution,"  cried  tbe  monk ;  "  but  proceed." 

**  I  pondered  over  tbe  means  of  accomplisbing  my  purpose," 
resumed  Paslew,  "  and  at  last  decided  upon  accusing  Alvetbam 
of  sorcery  and  magieal  practices.  Tbe  accusation  was  easy,  for 
tbe  occult  studies  in  wbicb  be  indulged  laid  bim  open  to  tbe 
cbarge.  He  occupied  a  cbamber  overlooking  tbe  Calder,  and 
used  to  break  tbe  monastic  rules  by  wandering  f ortb  at  nigbt 
upon  tbe  bills.  Wben  be  was  absent  tbus  one  nigbt,  ac- 
companied  by  otbers  of  tbe  bretbren,  I  visited  bis  cbamber,  and 
examined  bis  papers,  some  of  wbicb  were  covered  witb  mystical 
figures  and  cababstic  cbaracters.  Tbese  papers  I  seized,  and  a 
watcb  was  set  to  make  prisoner  of  Alvetbam  on  bis  retum. 
Before  dawn  be  appeared,  and  was  instantly  secured,  and  placed 
in  close  confinement.  On  tbe  next  day  be  was  brougbt  before 
tbe  assembled  conclave  in  tbe  cbapter-bouse,  and  examined. 
Hiß  defence  was  unavailing.  I  cbarged  bim  witb  tbe  terrible 
crime  of  witcbcraft,  and  be  was  found  guilty." 

A  bollow  groan  broke  from  tbe  monk,  but  be  offered  no  otbey 
Interruption. 

"  He  was  condemned  to  die  a  fearful  and  lingering  deatb," 
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pursued  tlie  abbot;  "and  it  devolved  upon  me  to  see  tbe 
sentence  carried  out." 

"  And  no  pity  for  the  innocent  moved  you  ?"  cried  tbe  monk. 
"  You  had  no  compunction  ?*' 

"  None,"  replied  the  abbot ;  "  I  rather  rejoiced  in  tbe  suc- 
cessful  accomplishment  of  my  scbeme.  The  prey  was  fairly  in 
my  toils,  and  T  would  give  him  no  chance  of  escape.  Not  to 
bring  scandal  upon  the  abbey,  it  was  decided  that  Alvetham's 
punishment  should  be  secret." 

"  A  wise  resolve,"  observed  the  monk. 

"  Within  the  thickness  of  the  dormitory  walls  is  contrived  a 
small,  singularly-formed  dungeon,"  continued  the  abbot.  "  It 
consißts  of  an  arched  cell,  just  large  enough  to  hold  the  body  of 
a  captive,  and  permit  him  to  stretch  himself  upon  a  straw  pallet. 
A  narrow  staircase  mounts  upwards  to  a  grated  aperture  in  one 
of  the  buttresses  to  admit  air  and  light.  Other  opening  is  there 
none.  '  Teter  et  fortis  carcer*  is  this  dungeon  styled  in  our 
monastic  rolls,  and  it  is  well  described,  for  it  is  black  and 
strong  enough.  Food  is  admitted  to  the  miserable  inmate  of 
the  cell  by  means  of  a  revolving  stone,  but  no  interchange  of 
Speech  can  be  held  with  those  without.  A  large  stone  is  re- 
moved  from  the  wall  to  admit  the  prisoner,  and  once  immured, 
the  masonry  is  mortised,  and  made  solid  as  before.  The 
wretched  captive  does  not  long  survive  his  doom,  or  it  may 
be  he  lives  too  long,  for  death  must  be  a  release  from  such 
protracted  misery.  In  this  dark  cell  one  of  the  evil-minded 
brethren,  who  essayed  to  stab  the  Abbot  of  Kirkstall  in  the 
chapter-house,  was  thrust,  and  ere  a  year  was  over,  the  pro- 
visions  were  untouched — and  the  man  being  known  to  be  dead, 
they  were  stayed.  Bus  skeleton  was  found  within  the  cell  when 
it  was  opened  to  admit  Borlace  Alvetham." 

"  Poor  captive !"  groaned  the  monk. 

"  Ay,  poor  captive  !"  echoed  Paslew.  "  Mine  eyes  have  often 
striven  to  pierce  those  stone  walls,  and  see  him  lying  there  in 
that  narrow  Chamber,  or  forcing  his  way  upwards,  to  catch  a 
glimpse  of  the  blue  sky  above  him.  When  I  have  seen  the 
swallows  settle  on  the  old  buttress,  or  the  thin  grass  growing 
between  the  stones  waving  there,  I  have  thought  of  him." 

"  Go  on,"  Said  the  monk. 

"  I  scarce  can  proceed,"  rejoined  Paslew.  "  Little  time  was 
aJlowed  Alvetham  for  preparation.  That  very  night  the  fearful 
sentence  was  carried  out.  The  stone  was  removed,  and  a  new 
pallet  placed  in  the  cell.    At  midnight  the  prisoner  was  brought 
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to  the  donnitory,  the  brethren  chanting  a  doleful  hjmn.  There 
he  stood  amidst  them,  his  tall  form  towering  above  the  rest,  and 
bis  features  pale  as  death.  He  protested  bis  innocence,  but  he 
exhibited  no  fear,  even  when  he  saw  the  terrible  preparations. 
When  all  was  ready  he  was  led  to  the  breach.  At  that  awful 
moment,  his  eye  met  mine,  and  I  shall  never  f orget  the  look.  I 
might  have  saved  him  if  I  had  spoken,  but  I  would  not  speak. 
I  tumed  away,  and  he  was  thrust  into  the  breach.  A  fearful 
cry  then  rang  in  my  ears,  but  it  was  instantly  drowned  by  the 
mallets  of  the  masons  employed  to  fasten  up  the  stone." 

There  was  a  pause  f  or  a  f  ew  moments,  broken  only  by  the  sobs 
of  the  abbot.     At  length,  the  monk  spoke. 

"  And  the  prisoner  perished  in  the  cell  ?"  he  demanded  in  a 
hollow  voice. 

"  I  thought  so  tili  to-night,"  repHed  the  abbot.  "But  if  he 
escaped  it,  it  must  have  been  by  miracle ;  or  by  aid  of  those 
powers  with  whom  he  was  charged  with  holding  commerce." 

"  He  did  escape !"  thundered  the  monk,  throwing  back  his 
hood.  "  Look  up,  John  Paslew.  Look  up,  false  abbot,  and  re- 
cognise  thy  victim." 

"  Borlace  Alvetham !"  cried  the  abbot.     "  Is  it,  indeed,  you  ?" 

"  You  see,  and  can  you  doubt  ?"  replied  the  other.  "  But  you 
shall  now  hear  how  I  avoided  the  terrible  death  to  which  you 
procured  my  condemnation.  You  shall  now  learn  how  I  am  here 
to  repay  the  wrong  you  did  me.  We  have  changed  places,  John 
Paslew,  since  the  night  when  I  was  thrust  into  the  cell,  never,  as 
you  hoped,  to  come  forth.  You  are  now  the  criminal,  and  I  the 
witness  of  the  punishment." 

"  Forgive  me  !  oh,  f orgive  me !  Borlace  Aivetham,  since  you 
are,  indeed,  he  !"  cried  the  abbot,  falling  on  his  knees. 

"  Arise,  John  Paslew !"  cried  the  other,  sternly.  "  Arise,  and 
listen  to  me.  For  the  damning  offences  into  which  I  have  been 
led,  I  hold  you  responsible.  But  for  you  I  might  have  died  free 
from  sin.  It  is  fit  you  should  know  the  amount  of  my  iniquity. 
Give  ear  to  me,  I  say.  When  first  shut  within  that  dungeon,  I 
yielded  to  the  promptings  of  despair.  Cursing  you,  I  threw 
myself  upon  the  pallet,  resolved  to  taste  no  food,  and'hoping 
death  would  soon  release  me.  But  love  of  life  prevailed.  On 
the  second  day  I  took  the  bread  and  water  allotted  me,  and  ate 
and  drank ;  after  which  I  scaled  the  narrow  staircase,  and  gazed 
through  the  thin  barred  loophole  at  the  bright  blue  sky  above, 
sometimes  catching  the  shadow  of  a  bird  as  it  flew  past.  Oh,  how 
I  yeamed  for  f reedom  then !    Oh,  how  I  wished  to  break  through 
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tKö  fttone  walls  that  held  me  fast !  Oh,  what  a  weight  of  despair 
crushed  niy  heart  as  I  crept  back  to  my  narrow  bed  !  The  cell 
seemed  like  a  grave,  and  indeed  it  was  little  better.  Horrible 
thouglits  possessed  me.  What  if  I  should  be  wilfully  f orgotten  ? 
What  if  HO  food  shouldbe  given  me,  and  I  sbould  be  left  to  perish 
by  tbe  slow  pangs  of  hnnger  ?  At  this  idea  I  sbrieked  aloud, 
biit  tbe  walls  alone  returned  a  duU  eclio  to  my  cries.  1  beat  my 
hands  against  the  stones,  tili  tbe  blood  ilowed  from  tliem,  but 
hö  answer  was  returned ;  and  at  last  I  desisted  from  sheer  ex- 
haustion.  Day  after  day,  and  night  after  night,  passed  in  this 
Wäy.  My  food  regularly  came.  But  I  became  maddened  by 
solitude ;  and  with  terrible  imprecations  invoked  aid  from  the 
J)owers  of  darkness  to  set  me  free.  One  night,  while  thus  em- 
ployed,  I  was  startled  by  a  mocking  voice  which  said : 

"  '  All  this  fury  is  needless.  Thou  hast  only  to  wish  for  me, 
and  I  come.' 

"  It  was  profoundly  dark.  I  could  see  nothing  but  a  pair  of 
red  orbs,  glowing  like  flaming  carbuncles. 

"  *  Thou  wouldst  be  free,'  continued  the  voice.  *  Thou  shalt 
be  so.     Arise,  and  follow  me.' 

"  At  this  I  feit  myself  grasped  by  an  iron  arm,  against  which 
all  resistance  would  have  been  unavailing,  even  if  I  had  dared  to 
off  er  it,  and  in  an  instant  I  was  dragged  up  the  narrow  steps. 
The  stone  wall  opened  before  my  unseen  conductor,  and  in 
another  nioment  we  were  upon  the  roof  of  the  dormitory.  By 
the  bright  starbeams  shooting  down  from  above,  I  discerned  a 
tall  shadowy  figure  standing  by  my  side. 

"  *  Thou  art  mine,'  he  cried,  in  accents  graven  for  ever  on  my 
memory ;  *  but  I  am  a  generous  master,  and  will  give  thee  a  long 
term  of  freedom.  Thou  shalt  be  avenged  upon  thine  enerny—^- 
deeply  avenged.' 

"  *  Grant  this,  and  I  am  thine,'  I  replied,  a  spirit  of  infernal 
vengeance  possessing  me.     And  I  kiielt  before  the  fiend. 

"  '  But  thou  must  tarry  for  awhile,'  he  answered,  '  for  thine 
enemy's  time  will  be  long  in  coming ;  but  it  will  come.  I  cannot 
work  him  immediate  härm ;  but  I  will  lead  him  to  a  height  front 
which  he  will  assuredly  fall  headlong.  Thou  must  depart  from  this 
place  ;  for  it  is  perilous  to  thee,  and  if  thou  staycst  here,  ill  will 
befall  thee.  I  will  send  a  rat  to  thy  dungeon,  which  shall  daily 
devour  the  provisions,  so  that  the  monks  shall  not  know  thou 
hast  fled.  In  thirty  and  one  years  shall  the  abbot's  doom  bö 
aecomplished.  Two  years  before  that  time  thou  mayst  retumi 
Then  come  alone  to  Pendle  Hill  on  a  Friday  night,  and  beat  the 
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irater  of  the  moss  pool  on  the  smnmit,  and  I  will  appear  to  theo 
and  teil  thee  more.     Nine  and  twenty  years,  remember  !* 

"  With  these  words  the  shadowy  figure  melted  away,  and  1 
fonnd  myself  standing  alone  on  the  mossy  roof  of  the  dormitory* 
The  cold  stars  were  shining  down  upon  me,  and  I  heard  the 
howl  of  the  watch-dogs  near  the  gate.  The  fair  abbey  slept  in 
beauty  around  me,  and  I  gnashed  my  teeth  with  rage  to  think 
that  you  had  made  me  an  outcast  from  it,  and  robbed  me  of  a 
dignity  which  might  have  been  mine.  I  was  wroth  also  that 
my  vengeance  should  be  so  long  delayed.  But  I  could  not 
remain  where  I  was,  so  I  clambered  down  the  buttress,  and  fled 
away." 

"Can  this  be?'*  cried  the  abbot,  who  had  listened  in  rapt 
wonderment  to  the  narration.  "  Two  years  after  your  immure- 
ment  in  the  ceU,  the  food  having  been  for  some  time  untouched, 
the  wall  was  opened,  and  upon  the  paUet  was  found  a  decayed 
carcase  in  mouldering,  monkish  vestments." 

"  It  was  a  body  taken  from  the  charnel,  and  placed  there  by 
the  demon,'*  replied  the  monk.  "Of  my  long  wanderings  in 
other  lands  and  beneath  brighter  skies  I  need  not  teil  you  ;  but 
neither  absence  nor  lapse  of  years  cooled  my  desire  of  vengeance, 
and  when  the  appointed  time  drew  nigh  I  retumed  to  my  own 
eountry,  and  came  hither  in  a  lowly  garb,  under  the  name  of 
Nicholas  Demdike." 

"Ha!"  exclaimed  the  abbot. 

"  I  went  to  Pendle  Hill,  as  directed,"  pursued  the  monk,  "  and 
saw  the  Dark  Shape  there  as  I  beheld  it  on  the  dormitory  roof. 
All  things  were  then  told  me,  and  I  learnt  how  the  late  rebeUion 
should  rise,  and  how  it  should  be  crushed.  I  learnt  also  how 
my  vengeance  should  be  satisfied." 

Paslew  groaned  oloud.  A  brief  pause  ensued,  and  deep 
emotion  marked  the  accents  of  the  wizard  as  he  proceeded. 

"When  I  came  back,  all  this  part  of  Lancashire  resounded 
with  praise  of  the  beauty  of  Bess  Blackburn,  a  rustic  lass  who 
dwelt  in  Barrowford.  She  was  called  the  Plower  of  Pendle,  and 
inflamed  all  the  youths  with  love,  and  all  the  maidens  with 
jealousy.  But  she  favoured  none  except  Cuthbert  Ashbead, 
forester  to  the  Abbot  of  Whalley.  Her  mother  would  fain  have 
given  her  to  the  forester  in  marriage,  but  Bess  would  not  be 
disposed  of  so  easily.  I  saw  her,  and  became  at  once  enamoured. 
I  thought  my  heart  was  seared ;  but  it  was  not  so.  The  savage 
beauty  of  Bess  pleased  me  more  than  the  most  refined  charms 
could  have  done,  and  her  fierce  character  harmonised  with  my 
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own.  How  I  won  her  matters  not,  but  slie  cast  off  all  thouglits 
of  Ashbead,  and  clung  to  me.  My  wild  life  suited  her ;  and  she 
roamed  the  wastes  with  me,  scaled  tbe  bills  in  my  Company,  and 
slirank  not  from  tbe  weird  meetings  I  attended.  111  repute 
quickly  attended  her,  and  she  became  branded  as  a  witcb.  Her 
aged  mother  elosed  ber  doors  upon  ber,  and  those  wbo  wonld 
bave  gone  miles  to  meet  ber,  now  avoided  her.  Bess  beeded  tbis 
little.  Sbe  was  of  a  nature  to  repay  tbe  world*s  contumely  with 
like  scorn,  but  wben  ber  ebild  was  bom  tbe  case  became  dif- 
ferent.  Sbe  wisbed  to  save  it.  Tben  it  was,"  pursued  Dem- 
dike,  vebemently,  and  regarding  tbe  abbot  witb  flasbing  eyes — 
"  tben  it  was  tbat  I  was  again  mortally  injured  by  yon.  Tben 
your  rutbless  decree  to  tbe  clergy  went  fortb.  My  cbild  was 
denied  baptism,  and  became  subject  to  tbe  fiend." 

"  Alas !  alas  !"  exclaimed  Paslew. 

"  And  as  if  tbis  were  not  injnry  enougb,'*  tbundered  Demdike, 
"  you  bave  called  down  a  witbering  and  lasting  curse  upon  its 
innocent  bead,  and  tbrougb  it  transfixed  its  motber's  beart.  If 
you  bad  complied  witb  tbat  poor  girFs  request,  I  would  bave 
forgiven  you  your  wrong  to  me,  and  bave  saved  you." 

Tbere  was  a  long,  fearful  silence.  At  last  Demdike  advanced 
to  tbe  abbot,  and,  seizing  bis  arm,  fixed  bis  eyes  upon  bim,  as  if 
to  searcb  into  bis  soul. 

"Answer  me,  Jobn  Paslew!"  be  cried;  "answer  me,  as  you 
sball  speedily  answer  your  Maker.  Can  tbat  malediction  be 
recalled  ?  Dare  not  to  trifle  witb  me,  or  I  will  tear  fortb  your 
black  beart,  and  cast  it  in  your  face.  Can  tbat  curse  be  re- 
called?    Speak!" 

"  It  cannot,"  replied  tbe  abbot,  balf  dead  witb  terror. 

"  Away  tben !"  tbundered  Demdike,  casting  bim  from  bim. 
"  To  tbe  gallows ! — to  tbe.  gallows  !"  And  be  rusbed  out  of  tbe 
room. 


vn. 

THE  ABBEY  HILL. 


Poe  a  wbile  tbe  abbot  remained  sbattered  and  stupefied  by 
tbis  terrible  interview.  At  lengtb  be  arose,  and  made  bis  way, 
he  scarce  knew  how,  to  the  oratory.  But  it  was  long  bef ore  the 
tumult  of  bis  thoughts  could  be  at  all  allayed,  and  he  bad  only 
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just  regained  something  like  composure  when  he  was  disttirbed 
by  hearing  a  slight  sotind  in  the  adjoining  Chamber.  A  mor- 
tal  chiU  came  over  him,  for  he  thought  it  might  be  Demdike 
retumed.  Presently,  he  distinguished  a  footstep  stealthily 
approaching  him,  and  ahnest  hoped  that  the  wizard  would  con- 
snmmate  his  vengeance  by  taking  his  life.  But  he  was  quickly 
iindeceived,  for  a  hand  was  placedon  his  Shoulder,  and  a  friendly 
voice  whispered  in  his  ears,  "  Cum  along  wi'  meh,  lort  abbut. 
G-et  up,  quick — quick!" 

Thus  addressed,  the  abbot  raised  his  eyes,  and  beheld  a  rustic 
figure  Standing  beside  him,  divested  of  his  clouted  shoes,  and 
armed  with  a  long  bare  wood-knife. 

"  Ihmna  yo  knoa  mö,  lort  abbut  ?'*  cried  the  person.  "  Ey'm 
a  freent — ^Hal  o'  Nabs,  o'  Wiswall.  Yo*n  moind  Wiswall,  yeawr 
own  birthplace,  abbut  ?  Dimna  be  feert,  ey  sey.  ,Ey'n  getten  a 
steigh  clapt  to  yon  windaw,  an'  you  con  be  down  it  i'  a  trice — 
an'  along  t*  covert  way  be  t*  river  soide  to  t'  mill.'' 

But  the  abbot  stirred  not. 

"  Quick  !  quick !"  implored  Hai  o'  Nabs,  venturing  to  pluck 
the  abbot's  sleeve.  "  Every  minute's  precious.  Dunna  be  feert. 
Ebil  Croft,  t'  milier,  is  below.  Poor  Cuthbert  Ashbead  would 
ha'  been  here  i'stead  o'  meh  if  he  couldha',  boh  that  accursed 
wizard,  Nick  Demdike,  turned  my  hont  agen  him,  an'  drove  t' 
poike  head  intended  for  him  seif  into  poor  Cuthbert's  side.  They 
clapt  meh  i'  a  dungeon,  boh  Ebil  monaged  to  get  me  out,  an'  ey 
then  swore  to  do  whot  poor  Cuthbert  would  ha'  done,  if  he'd 
been  livin' — so  here  ey  am,  lort  abbut,  cum  to  set  yo  free.  An* 
neaw  yo  knoan  aw  abowt  it,  yo  can  ha  nah  more  hesitation. 
Cum,  time  presses,  an*  ey'm  feert  o'  t'  guard  owerhearing  us." 

"  Ithank  you,  my  good  friend,  from  the  bottom  of  my  heart," 
replied  the  abbot,  rising ;  "  but,  however  streng  may  be  the 
temptation  of  life  and  liberty  which  you  hold  out  to  me,  I  can- 
not  yield  to  it.  I  have  pledged  my  word  to  the  Earl  of  Derby 
to  make  no  attempt  to  escape.  Were  the  doors  thrown  open, 
and  the  guard  removed,  I  should  remain  where  I  am." 

"  Whot !"  exclaimed  Hai  o'  Nabs,  in  a  tone  of  bitter  disap- 
pointment ;  "  yo  winnaw  go,  neaw  aw's  prepared.  By  th'  Mess^ 
boh  yo  shan.  Ey'st  nah  go  back  to  Ebil  empty-handed.  If  yo'n 
sworn  to  stay  here,  ey'n  swom  to  set  yo  free,  and  ey'st  keep  meh 
oath.     Willy  nilly,  yo  shan  go  wi'  meh,  lort  abbut !" 

*•  Forbear  to  urge  me  f urther,  my  good  Hai,"  rejoined  Paslew. 
"  I  f  uUy  appreciate  your  devotion  ;  and  I  only  regret  that  you 
and  Abel  Croft  have  exposed  yourselves  to  so  much  peril  on  my 
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accotmt.  Poor  Cuthbert  Ashbead !  when  I  beheld  his  body  on 
the  bier,  I  had  a  sad  feeling  tbat  he  bad  died  in  my  bebalf .*' 

"  Cutlibert  meant  to  rescue  yo,  lort  abbut,"  replied  Hai,  "  and 
deed  resisting  Nick  Demdike*s  attempt  to  arrest  bim.  Bob,  be 
ftw  t*  devils!"  be  added,  brandisbing  bis  knife  fiercely,  "f  wär- 
lock  sball  ba*  tbree  incbes  o'  cowd  steel  betwixt  bis  ribs,  t'  fürst 
time  ey  cum  across  bim." 

"  Peace,  my  son,"  rejoined  tbe  abbot,  "  and  forego  your  bloody 
design.  Leave  tbe  wretcbed  man  to  tbe  cbastisement  of  Heaveü. 
And  now,  f arewell !  All  your  kindly  efforts  to  induce  me  to  fly 
are  vain." 

"  Yo  winnaw  go  ?"  cried  Hai  o*  Nabs,  scratcbing  bis  bead. 

"  I  cannot,"  replied  tbe  abbot. 

"  Cum  wi'  meb  to  t'  windaw,  tben,'*  pursued  Hai,  **  and  teil 
Ebil  so.     He'll  tbink  ey'n  failed  eise." 

"  Willingly,"  replied  the  abbot. 

And  with  noiseless  footsteps  he  followed  the  other  across  the 
Chamber.  The  window  was  open,  and  outside  it  was  reared  a 
ladder. 

"  Yo  mun  go  down  a  few  steps,"  said  Hai  o*  Nabs,  "  or  eise 
he'U  nah  hear  yo." 

The  abbot  coinplied,  and  partly  descended  the  ladder. 

"I  see  no  one,"  he  said. 

"  T*  neet's  dark,"  replied  Hai  o'  Nabs,  Who  Was  close  behiüd 
him.     "  Ebil  canna  be  far  off.     Hist !  ey  hear  him — go  on." 

The  abbot  was  now  obliged  to  comply,  thoügh  he  did  so  With 
teluctance.  Presently  he  found  himself  upon  the  roof  of  a 
buüding,  which  he  knew  to  be  connected  with  the  niill  by 
a  covered  passage  running  along  the  south  bank  of  the  Calder. 
Scarcely  had  he  set  foot  there,  than  Hai  o'  Nabs  jumped  after 
him,  and,  seizing  the  ladder,  cast  it  into  the  stream,  thus  render- 
ing  Paslew' s  return  impossible. 

"  Neaw,  lort  abbut,"  he  cried,  with  a  low,  exulting  laugh,  '*  yo 
hanna  brok'n  yor  word,  an*  ey'n  kept  Inoine.  To're  free  agen 
your  will." 

"  You  have  destroyed  me  by  your  mistaken  zeal,"  cried  the 
abbot,  reproachfully. 

"  Nowt  o't  sort,"  replied  Hai ;  "  ey'n  saved  yo  fro'  destruc- 
tion.     This  way,  lort  abbut — this  way." 

And  taking  Paslew's  arm,  he  led  him  to  a  low  parapet,  over- 
looking  the  covered  passage  before  described.  Half  an  hour 
before  it  had  been  bright  moonlight,  but,  as  if  to  favour  the 
fugitive,  the  heavena  had  become  orei-cast,  and  a  thick  mist  had 
arisen  firom  the  river. 
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"  fibil !  Ebil!'*  Glied  Hai  o'   Nabs,  leaning  otet  tlie  parapet. 
"Here,"  replied  a  voice  below.      "Is  aw  reet?     Is  he  -frV 

"  Yeigh,"  replied  Hol. 

"  Whot  hau  yo  düti  wi»  f  stelgh  V  cried  Ebil. 

«  Hever  vo  Moiiid/*  jfettittied  Hai.  "  boh  hclp  t'  abbut  down.*' 

Paslew  thonght  it  valn  to  «isist  fafthet,  and  with  thö  help  öf 
Hai  0*  Kabs  and  the  inlllet,  and  fuHher  aided  by  sotne  ifregu- 
lariticB  In  the  mill,  he  was  «soon  «afely  landed  neär  the  entfaöCe 
of  the  pasüaffe.  Abel  feil  on  hls  knees,  and  pwssed  the  abbot's 
liand  to  his  lips. 

"  Owr  Blessed  Leadt  be  pmißed,  ro  ai^  fi^,'*  he  ci4ed. 

"  Dunna  «tottd  täwkitig  here,  Ebll,'*  Intcrposed  Hai  o*  Kabs, 
vrho  by  this  tltne  had  reached  the  gfonnd,  and  who  Was  fearful 
of  some  new  remonstrance  on  the  abbot's  part.  "  Ey'm  feertl 
o'  pnrsuit.'' 

•'  Yo  needna  bö  ftfeefd  o'  that,  Hai,'*  replied  the  milier.  "  T' 
guard  are  safe  eiioügh.  ööe  o*  owr  chaps  ha»  just  tuk  em  tip  a 
big  black  jack  ftt'  0'  stotrt  ele ;  an  ey  Warrant  me  they  winnaw 
Btir  yet  awhoile.    Win  It  please  yo  to  coffle  wi'  me,  loft  abbut  ?'* 

With  this,  he  marched  along  the  passage,  foJloWed  by  thö 
others,  and  presöütly  arrited  at  a  door,  against  Whtch  he  tapped. 
A  holt  being  withdrawn,  it  was  instantly  opened  to  admit  the 
party,  after  which  it  was  as  quickly  shut,  and  secured.  In 
answer  to  a  call  from  the  milier,  a  light  appeared  at  the  top  of 
a  steep,  ladder-like  flieht  of  wooden  steps,  and  up  theSe  Paslew, 
at  the  entreaty  of  Abd,  monnted,  and  found  himself  in  a  large, 
low  Chamber,  the  roof  of  Which  was  crossed  by  great  beamö 
covered  thickly  With  cobwebs,  whitened  by  flour,  while  the  flooT 
was  strewn  with  empty  sacks  and  sieves. 

The  person  who  held  the  light  prored  to  be  the  miller^s 
danghter,  Dorothy,  a  blooming  lass  of  eighteen,  and  at  the 
other  end  of  the  Chamber,  seated  on  a  bench  before  a  turf  fire, 
with  an  Infant  on  her  knees,  was  the  miller's  Wife.  The  latter 
instantly  arose  on  beholding  the  abbot,  and,  placing  the  child 
on  a  com  bin,  advanced  towards  him,  and  dropped  on  her  knee«, 
while  her  danghter  imitated  her  example.  The  abbot  extended 
bis  hands  over  them,  and  prononnced  a  solemn  benediction. 

"  Bring  your  child  also  to  me,  that  I  may  bless  it,'*  he  said, 
when  he  concluded. 

"It's  nah  my  child,  lort  abbut,"  replied  the  milier'»  wife, 
taking  up  the  Infant  and  bringing  it  to  him;  "it  Wtlr 
brought  to  me  this  varry  neet  by  Ebil.  Ey  wish  it  wur  far 
enough;  eVm  sure,  for  it*s  a  deformed  liltle  urchon.    On©  o*  ife 
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een  is  lower  set  than  t*  otlier ;  and  t'  reet  looks  up,  while  t'  laft 
looks  down." 

And  as  she  spoke  slie  pointed  to  tlie  Infant* s  face,  whicli  was 
disfigured  as  she  liad  stated,  by  a  stränge  and  unnatural  dis- 
position  of  the  eyes,  one  of  whicli  was  set  mucli  lower  in  the 
tead  than  the  other.  Awakened  froni  sleep,  the  child  uttered  a 
feeble  cry,  and  stretched  out  its  tiny  arms  to  Dorothy. 

"  Tou  ought  to  pity  it  for  its  deformity,  poor  little  creature, 
rather  than  reproach  it,  mother,"  observed  the  young  damsel. 

"Marry  kern  eawt !"  eried  her  mother,  sharply,  "yo*n  getten 
fine  feelings  wi'  your  laming  fro*  t'  good  feythers,  Dolly.  Os 
ey  said  efore,  ey  wish  t'  brat  wur  far  enough." 

"  Tou  forget  it  has  no  mother,"  suggested  Dorothy,  kindly. 

"  An*  naw  great  matter,  if  it  hasn't,'*  retumed  the  milier *s 
wife.     "  Bess  Demdike's  neaw  great  loss.** 

"  Is  this  Bess  Demdike's  child  ?'*  cried  Paslew,  recoiling. 

"Teigh,**  exclaimed  the  miller's  wife.     And  mistaking  the 
cause   of  Paslew* s   emotion,   she   added,  triumphantly,  to  her 
daughter,  "  Ey  towd  te,  wench,  ot  t*  lord  abbut  would  be  of  my 
way  o*  thinking.     T'  chilt  has  got  the  witch*s  mark  piain  upon ' 
her.    Look,  lort  abbut,  look !" 

But  Paslew  heeded  her  not,  but  murmured  to  himself : 

"  Ever  in  my  path,  go  where  I  will.  It  is  vain  to  struggle 
with  my  fate.  I  will  go  back  and  surrender  myseK  to  the  Earl 
of  Derby.*' 

"  Nah — ^nah ! — yo  shanna  do  that,"  replied  Hai  o'  Nabs,  whö, 
with  the  milier,  was  close  beside  him.  "  Sit  down.o*  that  stoo' 
be  t*  fire,  and  take  a  cup  o'  wine  t*  cheer  yo,  and  then  we*en  set 
out  to  Pendle  Forest,  where  ey*st  find  yo  a  safe  hiding-place. 
An  t'  ony  reward  ey'n  ever  ask  for  t*  sarvice  shan  be,  that  yo'n 
perform  a  marriage  sarvice  fo*  me  an*  Dolly  one  of  these  days." 
And  he  nudged  the  damseFs  elbow,  who  tumed  away,  covered 
with  blushes. 

The  abbot  moved  mechanically  to  the  firo,  and  sat  down,  while 
the  miller*s  wife,  surrendering  the  child  with  a  shrug  of  the 
Shoulders  and  a  grimace  to  her  daughter,  went  in  search  of  some 
viands  and  a  flask  of  wine,  which  she  set  before  Paslew.  The 
milier  then  filled  a  drinking-horn,  and  presented  it  to  his  guest, 
who  was  about  to  raise  it  to  his  lips,  when  a  loud  knocking  was 
heard  at  the  door  below. 

The  knocking  continued  with  increased  violence,  and  voices 
were  heard  calling  upon  the  milier  to  open  the  door,  or  it  would 
be  broken  down.  On  the  first  alarm,  Abel  had  flown  to  a  small 
Window  whence  he  could  reconnoitre  those  below,  and  he  now 
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retnmed  witli  a  face  white  with  terror,  to  say  that  a  partj  of 
arquebusiers,  with  the  sheriff  at  tlieir  head,  were  without,  and 
tliat  some  of  the  men  were  provided  with  torches. 

"  They  have  discovered  my  evasion,  and  are  come  in  searcH  of 
me,"  observed  the  abbot,  rising,  but  without  betraying  any 
anxiety.  "  Do  not  concem  yonrselves  further  for  me,  my  good 
friends,  but  open  the  door,  and  deliver  me  to  them." 

"  Nah,  nah,  that  we  winnaw,"  cried  Hai  o*  Nabs,  "  yo're  neaw 
taen  yet,  f eyther  abbut,  an'  ey  knoa  a  way  to  baflfle  'em.  If  yo'n 
let  him  down  into  t'  river,  Ebil,  ey'n  manage  to  get  him  off." 

"  Weel  thowt  on,  Nab,"  cried  the  milier,  "  theawst  nah  been 
mey  mon  seven  year  fo  nowt.    Theawknoas  t*  ways  o'  t'  pleck." 

"  Os  weel  as  onny  rotten  abowt  it,"  replied  Hai  o'  Nabs.  "  Go 
down  to  t'  grindin'-room,  an  e/en  foUow  i'  a  troice." 

And  as  Abel  snatched  up  the  light,  and  hastily  descended  the 
Steps  with  Paslew,  Hai  whispered  in  Dorothy's  ears  : 

"  Tak  care  neaw  one  fonds  that  chilt,  DoUy,  if  they  break  in. 
Hide  it  safely ;  an'  whon  they're  gone,  tak  it  to  t*  church,  and 
place  it  near  t'  altar,  where  no  iU  con  cum  to  it  or  thee.  Mey 
hfe  may  hong  upon  it." 

And  as  the  poor  girl,  who,  as  well  as  her  mother,  was  almost 
frightened  out  of  her  wits,  promised  compliance,  he  hurried 
down  the  steps  after  the  others,  muttering,  as  the  clamour  with- 
out was  redoubled ; 

"  Eigh,  roar  on  tili  yo're  hoarse.  Yo  winnaw  get  in  yet 
awhile,  ey'n  promise  ye." 

Meantime,  the  abbot  had  been  led  to  the  chief  room  of  the 
mill,  where  all  the  com  f ormerly  consumed  within  the  monastery 
had  been  prepared,  and  which  the  size  of  the  Chamber  itself, 
together  with  the  vastness  of  the  stones  used  in  the  Operation 
of  grinding,  and  connected  with  the  huge  water-wheel  outside, 
proved  to  be  by  no  means  inconsiderable.  Streng  shafts  of 
timber  supported  the  flooring  above,  and  were  crossed  by  other 
boards  placed  horizontally,  from  which  various  implements  in 
use  at  the  mill  depended,  giving  the  Chamber,  imperf  ectly  lighted 
as  it  now  was  by  the  lamp  borne  by  Abel,  a  stränge  and  almost 
mysterious  appearance.  Three  or  four  of  the  miller's  men, 
armed  with  pikes,  had  foUowed  their  master,  and,  though  much 
alarmed,  they  vowed  to  die  rather  than  give  up  the  abbot. 

By  this  time  Hai  o'  Nabs  had  joined  the  group,  and  proceed- 
ing  towards  a  raised  part  of  the  Chamber  where  the  grinding- 
stones  were  set,  he  knelt  down,  and  laying  hold  of  a  small  ring, 
raised  up  a  trap-door.  The  fresh  air  which  blew  up  through  the 
aperture,  combined  with  the  rushing  sound  of  water,  showed 
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tbat  the  Calder  flowed  immediately  beneath;  and  liavuig 
made  some  slight  preparation,  Hai  let  himself  down  into  tbo 
ßtream. 

At  tUis  moment  a  loud  crasli  was  heard,  and  one  of  the 
milJer's  ?nen  cried  out  that  the  arquebusiers  had  burst  open  tUe 
door. 

"  Be  bondy,  then,  lads,  and  let  bim  down !"  cried  Hai  o*  Nabs, 
who  bad  some  difficulty  in  maintaining  bis  f  ooting  on  tbe  rougb, 
stony  bottom  of  tbe  swift  stream. 

Passively  yielding,  tbe  abbot  suffered  tbe  milier  and  one  of 
tbö  stoutest  of  bis  men  to  assist  bim  tbrougb  tbe  trapdoor, 
wbile  a  tbird  beld  down  tbe  lamp,  and  sbowed  Hai  o'  Nabs  up 
to  bis  middle  in  tbe  darkling  current,  and  stretcbing  out  bis 
arms  to  receive  tbe  bürden.  Tbe  ligbt  feil  upon  tbe  buge  black 
circle  of  tbe  waterwbeel  now  stopped,  and  upon  tbe  dripping 
arcbes  supporting  tbe  mill.  In  anotber  moment  tbe  abbot 
plunged  into  tbe  water,  tbe  trapdoor  was  replaced,  and  bolted 
underneatb  by  Hai,  wbo,  wbile  guiding  bis  companion  along, 
and  bidding  bim  catcb  bold  of  tbe  woodwork  of  tbe  wbeel, 
beard  a  beavy  trampHng  of  many  feet  on  tbe  boards  above, 
showing  tbat  tbe  pursuers  bad  obtained  admittance. 

Encumbered  by  bis  beavy  vestments,  tbe  abbot  could  witb 
difficulty  contend  against  tbe  streng  current,  and  be  momently 
expected  to  be  swept  away ;  but  be  bad  a  stout  and  active 
aseistant  by  bis  side,  wbo  soon  placed  bim  under  sbelter  of  tbe 
wbeel.  Tbe  trampling  overbead  continued  for  a  few  minutes, 
after  wbicb  all  was  quiet,  and  Hai  judged  tbat,  finding  tbeir 
searcb  witbin  ineffectual,  tbe  enemy  would  speedily  come  fortb. 
jKTpr  was  be  deceived.  Sbouts  were  soon  beard  at  tbe  door  of 
tbe  mill,  and  tbe  glare  of  torcbes  was  cast  on  tbe  stream.  Tben 
it  was  tbat  Hai  dragged  bis  companion  into  a  deep  bole,  formed 
by  some  decay  in  tbe  masonry,  bebind  tbe  wbeel,  wbere  tbe 
water  rose  nearly  to  tbeir  cbins,  and  wbere  tbey  were  completely 
concealed.  Scarcely  were  tbey  tbus  ensconced,  tban  two  or  tbree 
anned  men,  bolding  torcbes  aloft,  were  seen  wading  under  tbe 
ß,rcbway ;  but  after  looking  carefuUy  around,  and  even  approacb-^ 
ing  close  to  tbe  water-wbeel,  tbese  persons  could  detect  notbing, 
and  witbdrew,  muttering  curses  of  rage  and  disappointment. 
By-and-by  tbe  ligbts  abnost  wbolly  disappeared,  and  tbe  sbouts 
beooming  fainter  and  more  dist^^nt,  it  was  evident  tbat  tbe  men 
had  gone  lower  down  tbe  river.  Upon  tbis,  Hai  tbougbt  tbey 
inigbt  venture  to  quit  tbeir  retreat,  and  accordingly  grasping 
the  abbot's  arm,  he  proceeded  to  wade  up  tbe  stream. 

ßenumbed  witb   cpld,  and  half  dead  witb  terror,  Pastew 


i^edad  all  his  companion's  support,  f or  he  could  do  little  to  belp 
himself,  added  to  whicb,  thej  occasionally  encoontered  some 
large  stone,  or  stepped  into  a  deep  hole,  so  that  it  required  Hal's 
utmost  exertdon  iad  strength  to  force  a  way  on.  At  last  thej 
were  out  of  the  arch,  and  thougb  both  banks  seemed  imguardea, 
yet,  for  fear  of  surprise,  Hai  deemed  it  prudent  still  to  keep  to 
tbe  river.  Tbeir  course  waa  completely  sbeltered  from  Observa- 
tion by  the  mist  that  enveloped  them  ;  and  after  proceeding  in 
this  way  for  some  distanoe,  Hai  stopped  to  listen,  and  while 
debating  with  himself  whether  he  should  now  quit  the  river,  he 
fancied  he  beheld  a  black  object  swimming  towards  him. 
Taking  it  for  an  otter,  with  which  voracious  animal  the  Calder, 
a  stream  swarming  with  trout,  abounded,  and  knowing  the 
Creatore  would  not  meddle  with  them  nnless  first  atta<!ked,  he 
paid  little  attention  to  it ;  but  he  was  soon  made  sensible  of  bis 
error.  His  arm  was  suddenly  seized  by  a  large  black  hound, 
whose  Sharp  fangs  met  in  his  flesh.  Unable  to  repress  a  cry  o£ 
pain,  Hai  strove  to  disengage  himself  from  his  assailant ;  and, 
find  in  g  it  impossible,  flung  himself  into  the  water,  in  the  hope 
of  drowning  him,  but,  as  the  hound  still  maintained  his  hold,  he 
searched  for  his  knife  to  slay  him.  But  he  could  not  find  it, 
and  in  his  distress  applied  to  Paslew. 

"  Ha  je  onny  weepun  abowt  yo,  lort  abbut,"  he  cried,  "  wi* 
which  ey  con  free  mysef  fro'  this  accursed  hound  ?" 

"  Alas  !  no,  my  son,**  replied  Paslew,  "  and  I  fear  no  weapon 
will  prevail  against  it,  for  I  recognise  in  the  animal  the  hoimd 
of  the  wizard,  Demdike.** 

"  Ey  thowt  t'  dule  wur  in  it,'*  rejoined  Hai ;  "  boh  leave  me 
to  fight  it  owt,  an'  do  you  gain  t*  bonk,  an*  mey  t'  best  o'  your 
way  to  t*  Wiswall.  Ey'n  join  ye  os  soon  os  ey  con  scrush  this 
varment's  heaod  agen  a  stoan.  Ha  V  he  added,  joyfully,  "  ey'n 
found  t'  thwittle.     Go — go.     Ey'n  soon  be  after  ye." 

Feeling  he  should  sink  if  he  remained  where  he  was,  and 
whoUy  unable  to  offer  any  effectual  assistance  to  his  companion, 
the  abbot  tumed  to  the  left,  where  a  large-  oak  overhung  the 
stream,  and  he  was  climbing  the  bank,  aided  by  the  roots  of 
the  tree,  when  a  man  suddenly  came  from  behind  it,  seized  his 
band,  and  dvagged  him  up  forcibly.  At  the  same  moment  his 
captor  placed  a  bügle  to  bis  lips,  and  winding  a  few  notes,  he 
was  instantly  answered  by  shouts,  and  soon  afterwards  half  a 
dozen  armed  men  ran  up,  bearing  torches.  Not  a  word  passed 
between  the  fugitive  and  his  captor ;  but  when  the  men  came 
up,  and  the  torchlight  feil  upon  the  features  of  the  latter,  the 
^bbot'i  wQV9t  f^ATB  wer^  raaUsed,    It  was  Demdike. 
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'*  False  to  your  long ! — ^f alse  to  your  oath  ! — ^f alse  to  all 
men  "  cried  the  wizard.     "  Tou  seek  to  escape  in  vain !" 

"  I  merit  all  your  reproaches,"  replied  the  abbot ;  *'  but  it 
may  be  some  satisfaction  to  you  to  leam,  that  I  have  endiired 
far  greater  sufPering  tban  if  I  had  patiently  awaited  my  doom." 

"  I  am  glad  of  it,"  rejoined  Demdike,  with  a  savage  laugb ; 
"  but  you  Have  destroyed  others  beside  yourself .  Where  is  tbe 
fellow  in  tke  water  ?     What  bo,  Uriel  ?" 

But  as  no  sound  reacbed  bim,  be  snatcbed  a  torcb  from  one 
of  the  arquebusiers  and  beld  it  to  tbe  river's  brink.  But  be 
could  see  neitber  bound  nor  man. 

"  Strange !"  be  cried.  "  He  cannot  bave  escaped.  Uriel  is 
more  tban  a  matcb  f  or  any  man.  Secure  tbe  prisoner  wbile  I 
examine  tbe  stream.'* 

Witb  tbis,  be  ran  along  tbe  bank  witb  great  quickness, 
holding  bis  torcb  far  over  tbe  water,  so  as  to  reveal  anytbing 
floating  witbin  it,  but  notbing  met  bis  view  imtil  be  came 
witbin  a  sbort  distance  of  tbe  mill,  wben  be  bebeld  a  black 
object  struggling  in  tbe  current,  and  soon  found  tbat  it  was  bis 
dog  making  feeble  efPorts  to  gain  tbe  bank. 

"  Ab,  recreant !  tbou  bast  let  bim  go,"  cried  Demdike  furiously. 

Seeing  bis  master,  tbe  animal  redoubled  bis  efforts,  crept 
asbore,  and  feil  at  bis  feet,  witb  a  last  effort  to  lick  bis  bands. 

Demdike  beld  down  tbe  torcb,  and  tben  perceived  tbat  tbe 
bound  was  quite  dead.  Tbere  was  a  deep  gasb  in  its  side,  and 
anotber  in  tbe  tbroat,  sbowing  bow  it  bad  perisbed. 

"Poor  Uriel!"  be  exclaimed ;  "tbe  only  true  friend  I  bad. 
And  tbou  art  gone !  Tbe  villain  bas  killed  tbee,  but  be  sball 
pay  for  it  witb  bis  life." 

And  burrying  back  be  despatcbed  four  of  tbe  men  in  quest  of 
tbe  fugitive,  wbile  accompanied  by  tbe  two  otbers  be  conveyed 
Paslew  back  to  tbe  abbey,  wbere  be  was  placed  in  a  strong  cell, 
from  wbicb  tbere  was  no  possibility  of  escape,  and  a  guard  set 
over  bim. 

Half  an  bour  after  tbis,  two  of  tbe  arquebusiers  returned 
witb  Hai  o'  Nabs,  wbom  tbey  bad  succeeded  in  capturing, 
after  a  desperate  resistance,  about  a  mile  from  tbe  abbey,  on  tbe 
road  to  Wiswall.  He  was  taken  to  tbe  guard-room,  wbicb  bad 
been  appointed  in  one  of  tbe  lower  cbambers  of  tbe  cbapter- 
bouse,  and  Demdike  was  immediately  apprised  of  bis  arrival. 
Satisfiedby  an  inspection  of  tbe  prisoner,  wbose  demeanour  was 
Bullen  and  resolved,  Demdike  proceeded  to  tbe  great  ball,  wbere 
tbe  Earl  of  Derby,  wbo  bad  returned  tbitber  after  tbe  midnigbt 
mass,  was  still  sitting  witb  bis  retainers«    An  audience  was 
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leadily  obtained  by  tlie  wizard,  and,  apparently  well  pleased 
"witli  the  resTilt,  he  retumed  to  the  guard-room.  The  prisoner 
was  seated  by  himself  in  one  comer  of  the  Chamber,  with  his 
Lands  tied  behind  his  back  with  a  leathern  thong,  and  Demdike 
approaching  him,  told  him  that,  for  having  aided  the  escape 
cif  a  condemned  rebel  and  traitor,  and  violently  assaulting  the 
Mng's  lieges  in  the  execution  of  their  duty,  he  would  be  hanged 
on  the  morrow,  the  Earl  of  Derby,  who  had  power  of  life  or 
death  in  such  cases,  having  so  decreed  it.  And  he  exhibited  the 
Warrant. 

"  Soh,  yo  mean  to  hong  me,  eh,  wizard  ?"  cried  Hai  o'  Nabs, 
Mcking  his  heels  with  great  apparent  indifference. 

**  I  do,"  replied  Demdike ;  "  if  for  nothing  eise,  for  slaying 
my  honnd." 

"  Ey  dunna  think  it,"  replied  Hai.  "  To'n  alter  your  moind. 
Do  mon.     Ey'm  nah  prepared  to  dee  just  yet." 

"  Then  perish  in  your  sins,"  cried  Demdike,  "  I  will  not  give 
you  an  hcur's  respite." 

"  To'n  be  sorry  when  it's  too  late,*'  said  Hai. 

"  Tush !"  cried  Demdike,  "  my  only  regret  will  be  that  Uriers 
slaughter  is  paid  for  by  such  a  worthless  life  as  thine.'* 

"  Then  whoy  tak  it  ?"  demanded  Hai.  "  'Specially  whon  yo'n 
lose  your  chilt  by  doing  so." 

"My  child!"  exclaimed  Demdike,  surprised.  "How  mean 
you,  sirrah?" 

"  Ey  mean  this,"  replied  Hai,  cooUy ;  "  that  if  ey  dee  to- 
morrow  momin'  your  chilt  dees  too.  When  ey  ondertook  this 
Job  ey  kalkilated  mey  chances,  an'  tuk  precautions  aforehond. 
Tour  chilt's  a  hostage  fo'  mey  safety.'* 

"Curses  on  theo  and  thy  cunning,"  cried  Demdike ;  "buti 
will  not  be  outwitted  by  a  hind  like  thee.  I  will  have  the  child, 
and  yet  not  be  baulked  of  my  revenge." 

"  Yo'n  üever  ha'  it,  except  os  a  breathless  corpse,  'bowt  mey 
consent,"  rejoined  Hai. 

"  We  shaU  see,"  cried  Demdike,  rushing  forth,  and  bidding 
the  guards  look  well  to  the  prisoner. 

But  ere  long  he  retumed  with  a  gloomy  and  disappointed  ex- 
pression  of  countenance,  and  again  approaching  the  prisoner 
said,  "  Thou  hast  spoken  the  truth.  The  infant  is  in  the  hands  of 
some  innocent  being  over  whom  I  have  no  power." 

"  Ey  towdee  so,  wizard,"  replied  Hai,  laughing.  "  Hoind  os 
ey  be,  ey'm  a  match  f o'  thee, — ha  l  ha !  Neaw,  mey  life  agen  t' 
chilt's.    Win  yo  set  me  free  ?" 

Demdike  deliberated. 
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"  Harkee,  wizard,"  cried  Hai,  "  if  yo're  hatching  treason  e*yii 
dun.    T'  sartunty  o'  revenge  win  sweeten  mey  last  momeuts." 

"  Will  you  swear  to  deliver  the  cliild  to  me  rmarmed,  if  I  set 
you  free  ?"  asked  Demdike. 

**  It'ß  a  bargain,  wizard,"  rejoined  Hai  o'  Nabs ;  "  ey  swear. 
Boh  yo  mun  set  me  free  fürst,  fo'  ey  winnaw  tak  your  word." 

Demdike  tumed  away  disdainfully,  and  addressing  the  arque- 
bußiers,  said,  "  Tou  behold  this  Warrant,  guard.  The  prisoner 
ig  committed  to  my  custody.  I  will  produce  him  on  the  morrow, 
or  account  for  his  absence  to  the  Earl  of  Derby." 

One  of  the  arquebnaiers  examined  the  order,  and  vouching 
for  its  correctness,  the  others  signified  their  assent  to  the 
arrangement,  upon  which  Demdike  motioned  the  prisoner  to 
follow  him,  and  quitted  the  Chamber.  No  intemiption  was 
ofEered  to  Hal's  egresß,  but  he  stopped  within  the  court-yard, 
where  Demdike  awaited  him,  and  unfastened  the  leathem  thong 
that  boimd  together  his  hands. 

"  Now  go  and  bring  the  child  to  me,"  said  the  wizard. 

"Nah,  ea'st  neaw  bring  it  ye  myself,"  rejoined  Hai.  "Ey 
knoas  better  nor  that.  Be  at  t'  chnrch  porch  i'  half  an  hour, 
an  t'  bantlin  shan  be  delivered  to  ye  safe  an'  sound." 

And  without  waiting  for  a  reply,  he  ran  off  with  great 
swiftness. 

At  the  appointed  time  Demdike  sought  the  church,  and  as  he 
drew  near  it  there  issued  from  the  porch  a  female,  who  hastily 
placing  the  child,  wrapped  in  a  mantle,  in  his  arms,  tarried  for 
no  Speech  from  him,  but  instantly  disappeared,  Demdike,  how-* 
ever,  recognised  in  her  the  miller's  daughter,  Dorothy  Croft. 


vin. 

THE  EXECtTTIONBB, 


Dawn  came  at  last,  after  a  long  and  weary  night  to  many 
within  and  without  the  abbey.  Every  thing  betokened  a  dismal 
day.  The  atmosphere  was  damp,  and  oppressive  to  the  spirits, 
while  the  raw  cord  sensibly  affected  the  frame.  All  astir  were 
fiUed  with  gloom  and  despondency,  and  secretly  breathed  a  wish 
that  the  tragical  business  of  the  day  were  ended.  The  vast 
ränge  of  Pendle  was  obscured  by  clouds,  and  ere  long  the 
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TapoufS  descended  into  the  Valleys,  and  rain  began  to  fall ;  at 
first  ßlightly,  but  afterwards  in  heavy  continuous  sliowerg. 
Helancholy  was  the  aspect  of  the  abbey,  aud  it  required  no 
Stretch  of  Imagination  to  fancy  that  the  old  structure  was 
deploring  the  fate  of  ita  former  ruler.  To  those  impressed  with 
the  idea — and  many  there  were  who  were  so — the  very  stones 
of  the  convent  church  seemed  dissolving  into  tears.  The  statueg 
of  the  saints  appeared  to  weep,  and  the  great  statue  of  Saint 
Gregory  de  Northbury  over  the  porch  seemed  bowcd  down  with 
grief.  The  grotesquely  carved  heads  on  the  spouts  grinned 
horribly  at  the  abbot's  destroyers,  and  spouted  forth  cascadea 
of  water,  as  if  with  the  i^tent  of  drowning  them.  So  deluging 
and  incessant  were  the  showers,  that  it  seemed,  indeed,  as  if  the 
abbey  would  be  flooded.  All  the  iuequahties  of  ground  within 
the  great  quadrangle  of  the  cloisters  looked  like  ponds,  and  the 
various  water-spouts  from  the  dormitory,  the  refectory,  and  the 
chapter-house,  cojitinuing  to  jet  forth  streams  into  the  court 
below,  the  ambulatories  were  soon  filled  ankle  deep,  and  eyen 
the  lower  apartments,  on  which  they  opened,  invaded. 

Snrcharged  with  moisture,  the  royal  banner  on  the  gate 
drooped  and  clung  to  the  staff,  as  if  it  too  shared  in  the  general 
depresflion,  or  as  if  the  sovereign  authority  it  represented  had 
given  way.  The  countenances  and  deportment  of  the  men 
harmonized  with  the  weather ;  they  moved  about  gloomily  and 
despondently,  their  bright  accoutrements  sullied  with  the  wet, 
and  their  buskins  clogged  with  mire.  A  forlom  sight  it  was  to 
watch  the  shivering  sentinels  on  the  walls ;  and  yet  more  forlom 
to  see  the  groups  of  the  abbot's  old  retainers  gathering  without, 
wrapped  in  their  blue  woollen  doaks,  patiently  enduring  the 
drenching  showers,  and  awaiting  the  last  awful  scene.  But  the 
saddest  sight  of  all  was  on  the  hill,  already  described,  called 
the  Holehouses.  Here  two  other  lesser  gibbets  had  been  erected 
during  the  night,  one  on  either  hand  of  the  loftier  instmment 
of  justice,  and  the  carpenters  were  yet  employed  in  finishing 
their  work,  haying  been  delayed  by  the  badness  of  the  weather. 
Half  drowned  by  the  torrents  that  feil  upon  them,  the  poor 
fellows  were  protected  from  interference  with  their  disagree- 
able  occupation  by  half  a  dozen  well-mounted  and  well-armed 
troopers,  and  by  as  many  halberdiers  ;  and  this  Company, 
completely  exposed  to  the  weather,  suffered  severely  from  wet 
and  cold.  The  rain  beat  against  the  gallows,  ran  down  its  tall 
naked  posts,  and  coUected  in  pools  at  its  feet.  Attracted  by 
some  Strange  instinct,  which  seemed  to  give  them  a  knowledge 
of  the  object  of  these  terribk  preparations,  two  iravens  whe^l§d 
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screaming  round  the  fatal  tree,  and  at  length  one  of  them  settled 
on  the  cross-beam,  and  conld  with  difficnlty  be  dislodged  by  tbe 
shouts  of  the  men,  when  it  flew  away,  croaking  hoarsely.  Up 
this  gentle  hill,  ordinarily  so  soft  and  beautiful,  but  now  ab- 
horrent  as  a  G-olgotha,  in  the  eyes  of  the  beholders,  groups  of 
rustics  and  monks  had  climbed  over  ground  rendered  slippery 
with  moisture,  and  had  gathered  round  the  paling  encircling 
the  terrible  apparatus,  looking  the  Images  of  despair  and  woe. 

Even  those  within  the  abbey,  and  sheltered  f rom  the  storm, 
shared  the  all-pervading  despondency.  The  refectory  looked 
dull  and  comfortless,  and  the  logs  on  the  hearth  hissed  and 
sputtered,  and  would  not  bum.  Green  wood  had  been  brought 
instead  of  dry  fuel  by  the  drowsy  henchman.  The  viands  on 
the  board  provoked  not  the  appetite,  and  the  men  emptied  their 
cups  of  ale,  yawned  and  stretched  their  arms,  as  if  they  would 
fain  sleep  an  hour  or  two  longer.  The  sense  of  discomfort  was 
heightened  by  the  entrance  of  those  whose  term  of  watch  had 
been  relieved,  and  who  cast  their  dripping  cloaks  on  the  floor, 
while  two  or  three  savage  dogs,  steaming  with  moisture, 
stretched  their  huge  lengths  before  the  suUen  fire,  and  disputed 
all  approach  to  it. 

Within  the  great  hall  were  already  gathered  the  retainers  of 
the  Earl  of  Derby,  but  the  nobleman  himself  had  not  appeared. 
Having  passed  the  greater  part  of  the  night  in  Conference  with 
one  person  or  another,  and  the  abbot's  flight  having  caused  him 
much  disquietude,  though  he  did  not  hear  of  it  tili  the  f  ugitive 
was  recovered,  the  earl  would  not  seek  his  couch  until  within  an 
hour  of  daybreak,  and  his  attendants,  considering  the  state  of 
the  weather,  and  that  it  yet  wanted  füll  two  hours  to  the  time 
appointed  for  the  execution,  did  not  think  it  needful  to  disturb 
him.  Braddyll  and  Assheton,  however,  were  up  and  ready ;  but 
despite  their  firmness  of  nerve,  they  yielded  like  the  rest  to  the 
depressing  influence  of  the  weather,  and  began  to  have  some 
misgivings  as  to  their  own  share  in  the  tragedy  about  to  be 
enacted.  The  various  gentlemen  in  attendance  paced  to  and  fro 
within  the  hall,  holding  but  slight  converse  together,  anxiously 
counting  the  minutes,  for  the  time  appeared  to  pass  on  with 
imwonted  slowness,  and  ever  and  anon  glancing  through  the 
diamond  panes  of  the  window  at  the  rain  pouring  down  steadily 
without,  and  Coming  back  again  hopeless  of  amendment  in  the 
weather. 

If  such  were  the  disheartening  influence  of  the  day  on  those 
who  had  nothing  to  apprehend,  what  must  its  effect  have  been 
on  the  T)oor  captives !    Woful  indeed.    The  two  monks  suffered 
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a  complete  prostration  of  spirit.  All  the  resolution  which  Father 
Hay docke  had  displayed  in  bis  interview  with  the  Earl  of  Derby, 
iajled.  him  now,  and  he  yielded  to  the  agonies  of  despair.  Father 
Eastgate  was  in  little  better  condition,  and  gave  vent  to  unavail- 
ing  lamentations,  instead  of  paying  heed  to  the  consolatory 
discourse  of  the  monk  who  had  been  permitted  to  visit  him. 

The  abbot  was  better  sustained.  Though  greatly  enfeebled  by 
the  occiirrences  of  the  night,  yet  in  proportion  as  bis  bodily 
strength  decreased,  bis  mental  energies  rallied.  Since  the 
confession  of  bis  secret  ofPence,  and  the  conviction  he  had 
obtained  that  bis  supposed  vietim  still  lived,  a  weight  seemed 
taken  from  bis  breast,  and  he  had  no  longer  any  dread  of  death. 
Bather  he  looked  to  the  speedy  termination  of  existence  with 
hopeful  pleasure.  He  prepared  himself  as  decently  as  the  means 
afEorded  him  permitted  f or  bis  last  appearance  before  the  world, 
but  ref used  all  ref reshment  except  a  cup  of  water,  and  being  left 
to  himself  was  praying  f ervently,  when  a  man  was  admitted  into 
his  cell.  Thinking  it  might  be  the  executioner  come  to  summon 
him,  he  arose,  and  to  bis  surprise  beheld  Hai  o'  Nabs.  The 
coimtenance  of  the  rustic  was  pale,  but  his  bearing  was  deter- 
mined. 

"You  here,  my  son,"  cried  Paslew.  "I  hoped  you  had 
escaped." 

"  Ey'm  i'  nah  dawnger,  feythur  abbut,"  replied  Hai.  "  Ey'n 
getten  leef  to  visit  ye  fo'  a  minute  only,  so  ey  mun  be  brief. 
Mey  yourself  easy,  ye  shanna  dee  be't  hongmon's  honds." 

"  How,  my  son !"  cried  Paslew.     "  I  nnderstand  you  not.'* 

"  Yo'n  onderstond  me  weel  enough  by-and-by,"  replied  Hai. 
"  Dmmab  be  feart  whon  ye  see  me  next ;  an  comfort  yoursel 
that  whotever  cums  and  goes,  your  death  shall  be  avenged  o' 
your  warst  foe." 

Paslew  would  have  sought  some  further  explanation,  but  Hai 
stepped  quickly  backwards,  and  striking  his  foot  against  the 
door,  it  was  instantly  opened  by  the  guard,  and  he  went  forth. 

Not  long  after  this,  the  Earl  of  Derby  entered  the  great  hall, 
and  his  first  inquiry  was  as  to  the  safety  of  the  prisoners. 
When  satisfied  of  this,  he  looked  forth,  and  shuddered  at  the 
dismal  state  of  the  weather.  While  he  was  addressing  some 
remarks  on  this  subject,  and  on  its  interference  with  the  tragical 
exhibition  about  to  take  place,  an  officer  entered  the  hall, 
f ollowed  by  several  persons  of  inferior  condition,  amongst  whom 
was  Hai  o'  Nabs,  and  marched  up  to  the  earl,  while  the  others 
remained  standing  at  a  respectful  distance. 

**  What  news  do  you  bring  me,  sir  ?"  cried  the  earl,  noticing 
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the  officer*s  evident  tmeasiness  of  manner.  "Nothing  hftth 
llappened  to  the  prisoners  ?  G-od's  death  !  if  it  hath,  yoti  Shall 
all  answer  for  it  with  yout  bodies." 

"  Nothing  hath  happened  to  them,  my  lord,"  said  the  oftöet, 
_«  btit *' 

"  But  what  ?''  inten^upted  the  earl.     *'  Out  with  it  qüiöHt." 

"  The  executioner  fl*om  Lancaster  and  his  two  aids  häte  fled," 
teplied  the  officer, 

"Fled!"  exclaimed  the  earl,  stamping  his  föot  With  Iftgö; 
"  now,  as  I  live,  this  is  a  device  to  delay  the  cxecütion  tili  some 
new  attempt  at  reöcue  can  be  made.  But  it  shall  fall,  if  I  fcttiüg 
up  the  abbot  myself.  Death !  can  no  other  haögöien  be  f Ottlid  r 
har 

"  Of  a  surety,  my  lord ;  but  all  have  an  ftVeralon  tö  the  offlde, 
and  hold  it  opprobrious,  espeeially  to  put  ehutchöiöii  to  death,*' 
replied  the  officer. 

"Opprobrious  or  not,  it  must  be  done,"  replied  the  e&ri. 
"  See  that  fitting  pei*8ons  are  provided." 

At  this  moment  Hai  o'  Nabs  stepped  fotwaM. 

"  Ey'm  willing  t'  ondertake  t'  job,  itiy  lofd,  an'  t'  hoög  t' 
abbut,  without  fee  or  rewort,''  he  said. 

"  Thou  bear'ßt  him  a  grudge,  I  suppose,  goöd  fellow,'*  l^lied 
the  earl,  laughing  at  the  rustic's  uncouth  appearance  ♦  "  büt 
thou  seem'st  a  stout  fellow,  and  one  not  likely  to  flinch,  and 
may  discharge  the  office  as  well  as  anothef.  If  no  better  man 
can  be  found,  let  him  do  it,"  he  added  to  the  officer. 

"  Ey  humbly  thonk  your  lortship,".  teplied  Hai,  iüwardly  re- 
jöicing  at  the  success  of  his  scheme.  But  his  countenance  feil 
when  he  perceived  Demdike  advance  from  behind  the  othel^. 

"This  man  is  not  to  be  trusted,  my  lord,''  said  Demdike, 
Coming  f orward ;  "he  has  some  mischievous  design  in  making 
the  request.  So  far  from  bearing  enmity  to  the  abbot,  it  Was 
he  who  assisted  him  in  his  attempt  to  escape  last  night." 

"  What !"  exclaimed  the  earl ;  "  is  this  a  new  trick  F  Bring 
the  fellow  f orward,  that  I  may  examine  him." 

But  Hai  was  gone.  Instantly  divining  Demdike's  purpose, 
and  seeing  his  chance  lost,  he  mingled  with  the  lookers-on,  Who 
covered  his  retreat.  Nor  could  he  be  found  when  sought  for  bj" 
the  güard. 

"  See  you  provide  a  Substitute  quicldy,  slr,"  cried  the  earl, 
angrily,  to  the  officer. 

"It  is  needless  to  take  further  trouble,  my  lord,"  replied 
Demdike ;  "  I  am  come  to  offer  myself  as  executioner.'* 

"  Thou  1"  exclaimed  the  earl. 
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**  Ay,*'  rel)lied  the  other.  "  When  I  heard  that  the  men  from 
Lancaster  were  fled,  I  instantly  knew  that  some  scheine  to  frus- 
trate the  ends  of  justice  was  on  foot,  and  I  at  once  resolved  to 
Tindertake  the  omce  myself,  rather  than  delay  or  risk  should 
öCcur.  What  this  man's  aimwas,who  hath  just  offered  himself, 
i  partly  guess,  but  it  hath  failed;  and  if  your  lordship  will 
intrust  the  matter  to  me,  I  will  answer  that  no  further  impedi- 
ment  shall  arise,  but  that  the  sentence  shall  be  f  ully  carried  out, 
änd  the  law  satisfied.    Your  lordship  can  trust  me." 

"  I  know  it,"  replied  the  earl.  "  Sa  it  as  you  wUl.  It  is  now 
Ott  the  stroke  of  nine.  At  ten,  let  all  be  in  readiness  to  set  out 
foT  WiswaU  Hall.  The  rain  may  have  ceased  by  that  time ;  but 
no  weather  must  stay  you.  Go  forth  with  the  new  executioner, 
Bir/*  he  added  to  the  officer,  "  and  see  all  necessary  preparations 
made." 

And  as  Demdike  bowed,  and  departed  with  the  officer,  the 
earl  sat  down  with  his  retainers  to  break  his  fast. 


IX. 

WISWALL   HALL. 


9 

ShoätI.^  before  ten  o'clock  a  numerous  cortege,  consisting  of 
bi  troop  of  horse  in  their  füll  equipments,  a  band  of  archers  with 
their  bows  over  their  Shoulders,  and  a  long  train  of  barefoot 
monks,  who  had  been  permitted  to  attend,  set  out  from  the  abbey. 
Behind  them  camo  a  rarlet  with  a  paper  mitre  on  his  head,  and 
a  lathen  crosier  in  his  hand,  covered  with  a  surcoat,  on  which 
was  emblazoned,  but  tom  and  reversed,  the  arms  of  Paslew ; 
argent,  a  fess  between  three  mullets,  sable,  pierced  of  the  field, 
a  erescent  for  difference.  After  him  came  another  varlet  bearing 
a  banner,  on  which  was  painted  a  grotesque  figure  in  a  half- 
militarj,  haK-monastic  garb,  representing  the  "  Earlof  Poverty," 
with  this  distich  beneath  it : 

Pi'iost  and  warrior — rieh  and  poor, 
Ho  shall  be  hanged  at  his  own  door. 

Next  f ollowed  a  tumbrel,  drawn  by  two  horses,  in  which  sat 
the  abbot  alone,  the  two  other  prisoners  being  kept  back  for  the 
preseut«    Then  came  Demdike,  in  a  leathern  jerkin  and  blood- 
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red  hose,  fitting  closely  to  his  sinewy  limbs,  and  wrapped  in  a 
houppeland  of  the  same  colour  as  the  hose,  with  a  coH  of  rope 
round  his  neck.  He  walked  between  two  ill-f avoured  personages 
habited  in  black,  whom  he  had  chosen  as  assistants.  A  band  of 
halberdiers  brought  up  the  rear.  The  procession  moved  slowly 
along, — the  passin g-bell  tolling  each  minute,  and  a  muffled 
drum  sounding  hollowly  at  intervals. 

Shortly  before  the  procession  started  the  rain  ceased,  but  the 
air  feit  damp  and  chill,  and  the  roads  were  inundated.  Passing 
out  at  the  north^eastern  gateway,  the  gloomy  train  skirted  the 
south  side  of  the  convent  church,  and  went  on  in  the  direction 
of  the  village  of  Whalley.  When  near  the  east  end  of  the  holy 
edifice,  the  abbot  beheld  two  coffins  bome  along,  and,  on  inquiry, 
learnt  that  they  contained  the  bodies  of  Bess  Demdike  and 
Cuthbert  Ashbead,  who  were  about  to  be  interred  in  the  cemetery. 
At  this  moment,  his  eye  for  the  first  time  encountered  that  of 
his  implacable  foe,  and  he  then  discovered  that  he  was  to  serve 
as  his  executioner.  At  first  Paslew  feit  much  trouble  at  this 
thought,  but  the  feeling  quickly  passed  away.  On  reaching 
Whalley,  every  door  was  found  closed,  and  every  window  shut ; 
so  that  the  spectacle  was  lost  upon  the  inhabitants :  and  after  a 
brief  halt,  the  cavalcade  set  out  for  Wiswall  Hall. 

Sprung  from  an  ancient  family  residing  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  Whalley,  Abbot  Paslew  was  the  second  son  of  Francis  Paslew, 
of  WiswaÜ  Hall,  a  great,  gloomy  stone  mansion,  situated  at  the 
foot  of  the  south-western  side  of  Pendle  Hill,  where  his  brother 
Francis  still  resided.  Of  a  cold  and  cautious  character,  Francis 
Paslew,  second  of  the  name,  held  aloof  from  the  insurrection, 
and  when  his  brother  was  arrested  he  wholly  abandoned  him. 
Still  the  owner  of  Wiswall  had  not  altogether  escaped  suspicion, 
and  it  was  probably  as  much  with  the  view  of  degrading  him  as 
of  adding  to  the  abbot' s  pimishment,  that  the  latter  was  taken 
to  the  hall  on  the  morning  of  his  execution.  Be  this  as  it  may,  the 
cortege  toiled  thither  through  roads  bad  in  the  best  of  seasons, 
but  now,  since  the  heavy  rain,  scarcely  passable ;  and  it  arrived 
there  in  about  half  an  hour,  and  drew  up  on  the  broad  green 
lawn.  Window  and  door  of  the  hall  were  closed ;  no  smoke 
issued  fi'om  the  heavy  pile  of  chimneys;  and  to  all  outward 
seeming  the  place  was  utterly  deserted.  In  answer  to  inquiries, 
it  appcared  that  Francis  Paslew  had  departed  for  Northumber- 
land  on  the  previous  day,  taking  all  his  household  with  him. 

In  earher  years,  a  quarrelhaving  occurred  between  the  haughty 
abbot  and  the  churlish  Francis,  the  brothers  rarely  met,  whence 
it  chanced  that  John  Paslew  had  seldom  Tisited  the  place  of  his 
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birtli  o£  late,  though  lying  so  near  to  the  abbey,  and,  indeed, 
fonuing  part  of  its  ancient  dependencies.  It  was  sad  to  view  it 
now ;  aud  yet  the  house,  gloomy  as  it  was,  recalled  seasons  with 
whicli,  thougli  they  might  awaken  regret,  no  guilty  associations 
were  connected.  r>ark  was  the  hall,  and  desolate ;  but  on  the 
fine  cid  trees  around  it  the  rooks  were  settling,  and  their  loud 
cawings  pleased  him,  and  excited  gentle  emotions.  For  a  few 
moments  he  grew  young  again,  and  f orgot  why  he  was  there, 
Fondly  surveying  the  house,  the  terraced  garden,  in  which,  as  a 
boy,  he  had  so  often  strayed,  and  the  park  beyond  it,  where  he  had 
chased  the  deer,  his  gaze  rose  to  the  cloudy  heights  of  Pendle, 
gpringing  immediately  behind  the  niansion,  and  up  which  he  had 
frequently  climbed.  The  flood-gates  of  memory  were  opened  at 
once,  and  a  whole  tide  of  long-buried  feelings  rushed  upon  his 
heart. 

Prom  this  half-painful,  half-pleasurable  retrospect,  he  was 
aronsed  by  the  loud  blast  of  a  trumpet,  thrice  blown.  A  re- 
capitiilation  of  his  offences,  together  with  his  sentence,  was  read 
by  a  herald,  after  which  the  reversed  blazonry  was  f astened  upon 
the  door  of  the  hall,  just  below  a  stone  escutcheon  on  which  was 
carved  the  arms  of  the  f  amily ;  while  the  paper  mitre  was  tom 
and  trampled  under  f  oot,  the  lathen  crosier  broken  in  twain,  and 
the  scurril  banner  hacked  in  pieces. 

'  While  this  degrading  act  was  performed,  a  man  in  a  milier 's 
white  garb,  with  the  hood  drawn  over  his  face,  forced  his  way 
towards  the  tumbrel,  and  while  the  attention  of  the  guard  was 
otherwise  engaged,  whispered  in  Paslew's  ear : 

"  Ey  han  f ailed  i'  mey  scheme,  f eyther  abbut,  boh  rest  assured 
ey'n  avenge  you.  Demdike  shan  ha'  mey  Sheffield  thwittle  i' 
lus  heart  'efore  he's  a  day  older." 

"  The  wizard  has  a  charm  against  steel,  my  son,  and,  indeed, 
isproof  against  all  weapons  forged  by  men,"  replied  Paslew,  who 
recognised  the  voice  of  Hai  o'  Nabs,  and  hoped  by  this  assertion 
to  divert  him  from  his  purpose. 

"Ha!  say  yo  so,  feythur  abbut?"  cried  Hai.  "Then  ey'n 
reach  him  wi'  siunmot  sacred."    And  he  disappeared. 

At  this  moment  word  was  given  to  return,  and  in  half  an 
hour  the  cavalcade  arrived  at  the  abbey  in  the  same  order  it  had 
left  it. 

Though  the  rain  had  ceased,  heavy  clouds  still  hung  overhead, 
threatening  another  deluge,  and  the  aspect  of  the  abbey  re- 
mained  gloomy  as  ever.  The  bell  continued  to  ioU ;  drums  were 
beaten ;  and  trumpets  sounded  from  the  outer  and  inner  gate- 
way,  and  from  the  three  quadrangles.    The  cavalcade  drew  up 
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in  front  of  the  great  northem  entrance  ;  and  its  retnm  being 
annonnced  within,  the  two  other  captives  were  brought  fortli, 
eacli  fastened  upon  a  hurdle,  hamessed  to  a  stout  horse.  Thej 
looked  dead  already,  so  ghastly  was  the  hue  of  their  cheeks. 

The  abbot's  tum  came  next.  Another  hurdle  was  brought 
forward,  and  Demdike  advanced  to  the  tumbrel.  But  Paslew 
recoiled  from  his  touch,  and  sprang  to  the  gronnd  imaided.  He 
was  then  laid  on  his  back  upon  the  hurdle,  and  his  hands  and 
feet  were  bound  fast  with  ropes  to  the  twisted  timbers.  While 
this  painful  task  was  roughly  performed  by  the  wizard's  two  ill- 
favoured  assistants,  the  crowd  of  rustics  who  looked  on  mur- 
mured,  and  exhibited  such  strong  tokens  of  displeasure,  that  the 
guard  thought  it  prudent  to  keep  them  off  with  their  halberts. 
But  when  all  was  done,  Demdike  motioned  to  a  man  standing 
behind  him  to  advance,  and  the  person  who  was  wrapped  in  &. 
russet  oloak  comphed,  drew  forth  an  Infant,  and  held  it  in  such 
a  way  that  the  abbot  could  see  it.  Paslew  understood  what  it 
meant,  but  he  uttered  not  a  word.  Demdike  then  knelt  down 
beside  him,  as  if  ascertaining  the  security  of  the  cords,  and 
whispered  in  his  ear : 

"  Eecall  thy  malediction,  and  my  dagger  shall  save  theo  from 
the  last  indignity.'* 

"Never!"  replied  Paslew ;  "the  curse  is  irrevocable.  But  I 
would  not  recall  it  if  I  could.  As  I  have  said,  thy  chüd  shall 
be  a  witch,  and  the  mother  of  witches — but  all  shall  be  swept 
ofP— aUr 

"  Hellas  torments  seize  theo  !*'  cried  the  wizard,  furiously. 

"Nay,  thou  hast  done  thy  worst  to  me,"  rejoined  Pafllew, 
meekly,  "  thou  canst  not  härm  me  beyond  the  grave.  Look  to 
thyself,  for  even  as  thou  speakest,  thy  child  is  taken  &om 
theo." 

And  so  it  was.  While  Demdike  knelt  beside  Paslew,  a  band 
was  put  forth,  and,  before  the  man  who  had  custody  of  the 
infant  could  prevent  it,  his  little  charge  was  snatched  from  him. 
This  the  abbot  saw,  though  the  wizard  pereeived  it  not.  The 
latter  instantly  sprung  to  his  feet. 

"Where  is  the  child?"  he  demanded  of  the  fellow  in  the 
russet  doak. 

"  It  was  taken  from  me  by  yon  tall  man  who  is  disappearing 
through  the  gateway,"  replied  the  other,  in  great  trepidation. 

''Ha!  he  here!''  exdaimed  Demdike,  regarding  the  dark 
flgure  with  a  look  of  despair.     "  It  is  gone  from  me  for  ever !" 

"  Ay,  for  ever !"  eohoed  the  abbot,  solemnly. 
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**  Bot  levenge  is  still  left  me — reTenge !"  cried  Demdike,  with 
an  mfuriatied  gestore. 

"  llien  glnt  thyself  with  ijb  speedily,"  replied  the  abbot ;  "  for 
thy  Urne  here  is  short." 

**  I  care  not  if  it  be,"  replied  Demdike ;  "  I  sliall  ÜTe  long 
enon^  if  I  survive  thee." 


THE   HOLEHOTJSES. 

At  this  moment  the  blast  of  a  trumpet  resounded  from  the 
gatewaj,  and  the  Earl  of  Derby,  with  the  sheriff  ou  his  right 
band,  and  Assheton  on  the  left,  and  mounted  on  a  ridbly 
caparisoned  charger,  rode  forth.  He  was  preceded  bj  four 
javelinmen,  and  followed  by  two  heralds  in  their  tabards. 

To  doleful  toll  in  g  of  bells — to  solemn  music — to  plaintivo 
hymn  chanted  by  monks — to  roll  of  mufled  drum  at  intervals — 
the  sad  cortege  set  forth.  Loud  eries  from  the  bystanders 
marked  its  departure,  and  some  of  them  followed  it,  but  many 
tumed  away,  nnable  to  endure  the  sight  of  horror  about  to 
eusue.  Amongst  those  who  went  on  was  Hai  o'  Nabs,  but  ho 
took  care  to  keep  out  of  the  way  of  the  guard,  though  ho  was 
little  likely  to  be  reeognised,  owing  to  his  disguise. 

Despite  the  miserable  state  of  the  weather,  a  great  multitude 
was  assembled  at  the  place  of  execution,  and  they  watched  the 
approaching  cavalcade  with  moody  curiosity.  To  prevent  dis- 
turbance,  arquebusiers  were  stationed  in  parties  here  and  there, 
and  a  clear  course  for  the  cortege  was  preserved  by  two  lines  of 
halberdiers  with  crossed  pikes.  But  notwithstanding  this,  much 
difficulty  was  experienced  in  mounting  the  hill.  Rendered 
slippery  by  the  wet,  and  yet  more  so  by  the  trampling  of  tho 
crowd,  the  read  was  so  bad  in  places  that  the  horses  could 
scarcely  drag  the  hurdles  up  it,  and  more  than  ono  delay  oc- 
cnrred.  The  stoppages  were  always  denounced  by  groans,  yells, 
and  hootings  from  the  mob,  and  these  neither  the  menaces  of 
the  Earl  of  Derby,  nor  the  active  measures  of  the  guard,  could 
repress. 

Atlength,  however,  the  cavalcade  reached  its  dostination.  Then 
the  crowd  struggled  f  orward,  and  settled  into  a  dense  compact 
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ring,  round  the  circular  railing  enclosing  the  place  of  execution, 
within  which  were  drawn  up  the  Earl  of  Derby,  the  eheriff, 
Assheton,  and  the  principal  gentlenien,  together  with  Demdike 
and  his  assistants ;  the  guard  forming  a  circle  three  deep  round 
them. 

Paslew  was  first  iinloosed,  and  when  he  stood  up,  he  föund 
Father  Smith,  the  late  prior,  beside  him,  and  tenderly  embraced 
him. 

"  Be  of  good  courage,  Father  Abbot,"  said  the  prior ;  "  a  few 
moments  and  you  will  be  numbered  with  the  just." 

"  My  hope  is  in  the  infinite  mercy  of  Heaven,  father,"  replied 
Paslew,  sighing  deeply.     "  Pray  for  me  at  the  last.'* 

"  Doubt  it  not,"  retumed  the  prior,  fervently.  "  I  will  pray 
for  you  now  and  ever.*' 

Meanwhile,  the  bonds  of  the  two  other  captives  were  unfas- 
tened,  but  they  were  f  ound  whoUy  unable  to  stand  without  Sup- 
port. A  lofty  ladder  had  been  placed  against  the  central  scaffold, 
and  up  this  Demdike,  having  cast  off  his  houppeland,  mounted  and 
adjusted  the  rope.  His  taU  gaunt  figure,  fully  displayed  in  his 
tight-fitting  red  garb,  made  him  look  like  a  hideous  scarecrow. 
His  appearance  was  greeted  by  the  mob  with  a  perf ect  hurricane 
of  indignant  outcries  and  yells.  But  he  heeded  them  not,  but 
calmly  pursued  his  task.  Above  him  wheeled  the  two  ravens, 
who  had  never  quitted  the  place  since  daybreak,  uttering  their 
discordant  cries.  When  all  was  done,  he  descended  a  few  steps, 
and  taking  a  black  hood  from  his  girdle  to  place  over  the  head 
of  his  victim,  called  out  in  a  voice  which  had  little  human  in  its 
tone,  "  I  wait  for  you,  John  Paslew." 

"  Are  you  ready,  Paslew  ?"  demanded  the  Earl  of  Derby. 

"  I  am,  my  lord,"  replied  the  abbot.  And  embracing  the  prior 
for  the  last  time,  he  added,  "  Vale,  carissime  f rater,  in  cetemum 
vale !  et  Dominus  tecum  sit  in  ultionem  inimicorum  nostrorum  /" 

"  It  is  the  king's  pleasure  that  you  say  not  a  word  in  your 
justification  to  the  mob,  Paslew,"  observed  the  earl. 

"  I  had  no  such  intention,  my  lord,"  replied  the  abbot. 

"  Then  tarry  no  longer,"  said  the  earl ;  "  if  you  need  aid  you 
shaU  have  it." 

"I  require  none,"  replied  Paslew,  resolutely. 

With  this  he  mounted  the  ladder,  with  as  much  firmness  and 
dignity  as  if  ascending  the  steps  of  a  tribune. 

Hitherto  nothing  but  yeUs  and  angry  outcries  had  stunned 
the  ears  of  the  lookers-on,  and  several  missiles  had  been  hurled 
at  Demdike,  some  of  which  took  efPect,  though  without  occa- 
sioning  him  discomfiture ;  but  when  the  abbot  appeared  above 
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the  heads  o£  tlie  guard,  the  tumult  instantlj  subsided,  and 
profoimd  silence  ensued.  Not  a  breath  was  drawn  by  tbe 
spectators.    The  ravens  alone  continued  their  ominous  croakmg. 

Hai  o'  Nabs,  wbo  stood  on  the  outskirts  of  the  ring,  saw  thus 
far,  but  he  could  beax  it  no  longer,  and  rushed  down  the  hill. 
Just  as  he  reached  the  level  ground,  a  culverin  was  fired  from 
the  gateway,  and  the  next  moment  a  loud  wailing  cry  bursting 
from  the  mob  told  that  the  abbot  weis  launched  into  etemity. 

Hai  wonld  not  look  back,  but  went  slowly  on,  and  presently 
afterwards  other  horrid  sounds  diimed  in  his  ears,  telling  that 
all  was  over  with  the  two  other  sufferers.  Sickened  and  faint, 
he  leaned  against  a  wall  for  support.  How  long  he  continued 
thus  he  knew  not,  but  he  heard  the  cavalcade  Coming  down  the 
hill,  and  saw  the  Earl  of  Derby  and  his  attendants  ride  past. 
Glancing  towards  the  place  of  execution,  Hai  then  perceived 
that  the  abbot  had  been  cut  down,  and  rousing  himself,  he 
joined  the  crowd  now  mshing  towards  the  gate,  and  ascertained 
that  the  body  of  Paslew  was  to  be  taken  to  the  convent  church, 
and  deposited  there  tiU  Orders  were  to  be  given  respecting  its 
interment.  He  leamt,  also,  that  the  removal  of  the  corpse  was 
entrusted  to  Demdike.  Fired  by  this  intelligence,  and  suddenly 
conceiving  a  wild  project  of  vengeance,  founded  upon  what  he 
had  heard  from  the  abbot  of  the  wizard  being  proof  against 
weapons  forged  by  men,  he  hurried  to  the  church,  entered  it, 
the  door  being  thrown  open,  and  rushing  up  to  the  gallery,  con- 
trived  to  get  out  through  a  window  upon  the  top  of  the  porch, 
where  he  secreted  himself  behind  the  great  stone  statue  of  Saint 
Gregorjr. 

The  mformation  he  had  obtained  proved  correct.  Ere  long 
a  mournful  train  approached  the  church,  and  a  bier  was  set 
down  before  the  porch.  A  black  hood  covered  the  face  of  the 
dead,  but  the  vesünents  showed  that  it  was  the  body  of  Paslew. 

At  the  head  of  the  bearers  was  Demdike,  and  when  the  body 
was  set  down  he  advanced  towards  it,  and  removing  the  hood, 
gazed  at  the  livid  and  distorted  features. 

"  At  length  I  am  fully  avenged,"  he  said. 

"  And  Abbot  Paslew,  also,"  cried  a  voice  above  him. 

Demdike  looked  up,  but  the  look  was  his  last,  for  the  pon- 
derous  statue  of  Saint  G-regory  de  Northbury,  launched  from 
its  pedestal,  feil  upon  his  head,  and  crushed  him  to  the  ground. 
A  mangled  and  breathless  mass  was  taken  from  beneath  the 
Image,  and  the  hands  and  visage  of  Paslew  were  f  ound  spotted 
with  blood  dashed  from  the  gory  carcass.  The  author  of  the 
irizard's  destruction  was  suspected,  but  never  found;  nor  was  it 
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positively  known  who  had  done  the  deed  tili  yeaxs  after,  wten 
Hai  o'  Nabs,  who  meanwliile  had  married  pretty  Dorothy  Croft, 
Änd  had  been  blessed  by  numerous  offspring  in  the  tmion, 
made  his  last  confession,  and  then  he  exhibited  no  remarkable 
or  becoming  penitence  for  the  act,  neither  was  he  refused  abso- 
lution. 

Thns  it  came  to  pass  that  the  abbot  and  his  enemy  perished 
together.  The  mutilated  remains  of  the  wizard  were  placed  in 
a  Shell,  and  huddled  into  the  grave  where  his  wife  had  that 
morning  been  laid.  But  no  prayer  -was  said  over  him.  And 
the  superstitious  believed  that  the  body  was  carried  off  that  very 
night  by  the  Fiend,  and  taken  to  a  witch's  sabbath  in  the  ruined 
tower  on  Rimington  Moor.  Certain  it  was,  that  the  TinhaUowed 
grave  was  disturbed.  The  body  of  Paslew  was  decently  interred 
in  the  north  aisle  of  the  parish  church  of  Whalley,  beneath  a 
stone  with  a  G-othic  cross  sculptured  upon  it,  and  bearing  the 
piteous  inscription :  "  iBi0ZVttt  ntei." 

But  in  the  belief  of  the  vulgär  the  abbot  did  not  rest  tran- 
quilly.  For  many  years  afterwards  a  white-robed  monastic 
figure  was  seen  to  flit  along  the  cloisters,  pass  out  at  the  gate, 
and  disappear  with  a  waifing  cry  over  the  Holehouses.  And 
the  same  ghostly  figure  was  often  seen  to  ghde  through  the 
corridor  in  the  abbot's  lodging,  and  vanish  at  the  door  of  the 
Chamber  leading  to  the  little  oratory.  Thus  Whalley  Abbey  was 
supposed  to  be  haunted,  and  few  liked  to  wander  through  its 
deserted  cloisters,  or  ruined  church,  after  dark.  The  abbot's 
tragical  end  was  thus  recorded : 

^oj^annei$  ^asUto:  ^apitalf  ^ffectus  SbuppUdo. 

12»  Sßtnsiiti  SßtiXtii,  16ä7. 

As  to  the  Infant,  upon  whom  the  abbot's  malediction  feil,  it 
was  reserved  for  the  dark  destinies  shadowed  f orth  in  the  dread 
anathema  he  had  uttered:  to  the  development  of  which  the 
tragic  drama  about  to  follow  is  devoted,  and  to  which  the  fate 
of  Abbot  Paslew  fonns  a  necessary  and  fitting  prologue.  Thus 
far  the  veil  of  the  future  may  be  drawn  aside.  That  in&üit  and 
her  progeny  became  the  Lancashibe  Witches. 
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ALIZON    DEVICE. 
I. 

THB  HAT  QUEEN. 

Oir  a  May-day  in  tlie  early  part  of  tbe  seventeenth  Century, 
and  a  most  lovely  May-day,  too,  admirably  adapted  to  usber  in 
tbe  merriest  montb  of  tbe  year,  and  seemingly  made  expressly 
for  tbe  occasion,  a  wake  was  beld  at  Wballey,  to  wbicb  all  tbe 
neigbbouring  country  folk  resorted,  and  indeed  many  of  tbe 
gentry  as  well,  for  in  tbe  good  old  times,  wben  England  was 
still  merry  England,  a  wake  bad  attractions  for  all  classes  alike^ 
and  especially  in  Lancasbire ;  for,  witb  pride  I  speak  it,  tbere 
were  no  lads  wbo,  in  mnning,  vaulting,  wrestling,  dancing,  er 
in  any  otber  manly  exercise,  could  compare  witb  tbe  Lancasbire 
lads.  In  arcbery,  above  all,  none  could  matcb  tbem ;  for  were 
not  tbeir  ancestors  tbe  stout  bowmen  and  biUmen  wbose  clotb- 
yard  sbafts,  and  trencbant  weapons,  won  tbe  day  at  Elodden  ? 
And  were  tbey  not  true  sons  of  tbeir  fatbers?  And  tben,  1 
speak  it  witb  yet  greater  pride,  tbere  were  few,  if  any,  lasses 
wbo  could  compare  in  comeliness  witb  tbe  rosy-cbeeked,  dark- 
baired,  brigbt-eyed  lasses  of  Lancasbire. 

Assemblages  of  tbis  kind,  tberef  ore,  wbere  tbe  best  specimens 
of  eitber  sex  were  to  be  met  witb,  were  sure  to  be  well  attended, 
and  in  spite  of  an  enactment  passed  in  tbe  preceding  reign  of 
Ebzabetb  probibiting  ^'  piping,  playing,  bear-badting,  and  bull- 
baiting  on  tbe  Sabbatb  days,  or  on  any  otber  days,  and  also 
superstitious  ringing  of  bells,  wakes,  and  common  feasts/'  tbey 
were  not  only  not  interfered  witb,  but  ratber  encouraged  by  tbe 
bigber  Orders.  Indeed,  it  was  weU  known  tbat  tbe  reigning 
monarcb,  James  tbe  First,  inclined  tbe  otber  way,  and,  desirous 
of  cbecking  tbe  growing  spirit  of  Puritanism  tbrougbout  tbe 
kingdom,  bad  openly  expressed  bimself  in  favour  of  bonest 
recreation  after  evening  prayers    and    upon    bolidays;    and, 
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furtlierinore,  had  declared  tliat  he  liked  well  tbe  spirit  of  tis 
good  subjects  in  Lancasliire,  and  would  not  see  them  punislied 
for  indulging  in  lawful  exercises,  but  that  ere  long  lie  would  pay 
them  a  visit  in  one  of  his  progresses,  and  judge  for  himself,  and 
if  he  fouad  all  things  as  they  had  been  represented  to  him,  he 
would  grant  them  still  further  license.  Meanwhile,  this  expres- 
sion  of  the  royal  opinion  removed  every  restriction,  and  old 
Sports  and  pastimes,  May-games,  Whitsun-ales,  and  morris- 
dances,  with  rush-bearings,  bell-ringings,  wakes,  and  feasts,  were 
as  much  practised  as  before  the  passing  of  the  obnoxious 
enactment  of  Elizabeth.  The  Puritans  and  Precisians  dis- 
countenanced  them,  it  is  true,  as  much  as  ever,  and  would  have 
put  them  down  if  they  could,  as  savouring  of  Papistry  and 
idolatry,  and  some  rigid  divines  thundered  against  them  from 
the  pulpit;  but  with  the  king  and  the  authorities  in  their 
favour,  the  people  little  heeded  these  denunciations  against  them, 
and  abstained  not  from  any  "honest  recreation"  whenever  & 
holiday  occurred. 

If  Lancashire  was  f amous  for  wakes,  the  wakes  of  Whalley 
were  famous  even  in  Lancashire.  The  men  of  the  district  were 
in  general  a  hardy,  handsome  race,  of  the  genuine  Saxon  breed, 
and  passionately  fond  of  all  kinds  of  pastime,  and  the  women 
had  their  füll  share  of  the  beauty  indigenous  to  the  soil.  Be- 
sides,  it  was  a  secluded  spot,  in  the  heart  of  a  wild  mountainous 
region,  and  though  Dccasionally  visited  by  travellers  journeying 
öorthward,  or  by  others  coming  from  the  opposite  direction, 
retained  a  primitive  simplicity  of  manners,  and  a  great  partiality 
for  old  eustoms  and  habits. 

The  natural  beauties  of  the  place,  contrasted  with  the  dreary 
region  around  it,  and  heightened  by  the  picturesque  ruins  of  the 
ancient  abbey,  patt  of  which,  namely,  the  old  abbot's  lodgings, 
had  been  converted  into  a  residence  by  the  Asshetons,  and  was 
now  occupied  by  Sir  Ealph  Assheton,  while  the  other  was  left  to 
the  ravages  of  time,  made  it  always  an  object  of  attraction  to 
those  residing  near  it ;  but  when  on  the  May-day  in  question, 
there  was  not  only  to  be  a  wake,  but  a  May-pole  set  on  the 
green,  and  a  rush-bearing  with  morris-dancers  besides,  together 
with  Whitsun-ale  at  the  abbey,  crowds  flocked  to  Whalley  from 
Wiswall,  Cold  Coates,  and  Clithero,  from  Ribchester  and  Black- 
binm,  from  Padiham  and  Pendle,  and  even  from  places  more 
remote.  Not  only  was  John  Lawe's  of  the  Dragon  füll,  but  the 
Chequers,  and  the  Swan  also,  and  the  roadside  alehouse  to  boot, 
Sir  Balph  Assheton  had  several  guests  at  the  abbey,  and  others 
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Were  expected  in  the  course  of  the  day,  while  Doctor  Ormerod 
had  friends  stajing  with  him  at  the  vicarage. 

Soon  after  midnight,  on  the  morning  of  the  festival,  many 
young  persona  of  the  village,  of  both  sexes,  had  arisen,  and,  to 
the  sound  of  hom,  had  repaired  to  the  neighbouring  woods,  and 
there  gathered  a  vast  stock  of  green  boughs  and  flowering 
branches  of  the  sweetly-perfumed  hawthom,  wild  roses,  and 
honeysiickle,  with  baskets  of  violets,  cowslips,  primroses,  blue- 
bells,  and  other  wild  flowers,  and  retnming  in  the  same  order 
they  went  forth,  fashioned  the  branches  into  green  bowers 
widiin  the  churchyard,  or  round  about  the  May-pole  set  up  on 
the  green,  and  decorated  them  afterwards^with  garlands  and 
crowns  of  flowers.  This  morning  ceremonial  ought  to  have 
been  performed  without  wetting  the  feet :  but  though  some 
pains  were  taken  in  the  matter,  f ew  could  achieve  the  difficult 
task,  except  those  carried  over  the  dewy  grass  by  their  lusty 
swains.  On  the  day  before  the  nishes  had  been  gathered,  and 
the  nish  cart  piled,  shaped,  trimmed,  and  adomed  by  those 
experienced  in  the  task  (and  it  was  one  requiring  both  taste  and 
still,  as  will  be  seen  when  the  cart  itself  shall  come  forth),  whib 
others  had  borrowed  for  its  adomment,  from  the  Abbey  and 
elsewhere,  silver  tankards,  drinking-cups,  spoons,ladles,brooclic3, 
watches,  chains^  and  bracelets,  so  as  to  make  an  impo3::.g 
show. 

Day  was  ushered  in  by  a  merry  peal  of  bells  from  the  tower 
of  the  old  parish  church,  and  the  ringers  practised  all  kinds  of 
joyons  chaages  during  the  morning,  and  fired  many  a  clanging 
voUey.  The  whole  village  was  early  astir ;  and  as  these  were 
times  when  good  hours  were  kept,  and  as  early  rising  is  a  famous 
sharpener  of  the  appetite,  especially  when  atteaded  with  exer- 
cise,  so  an  hour  before  noon  the  rustics  one  and  all  sat  down  to 
dinner,  the  strangers  being  entertained  by  their  friends,  and  if 
they  had  no  friends,  throwing  themselves  upon  the  general 
hospitality.  The  alehouses  were  resei'ved  for  tippling  at  a  later 
honr,  for  it  was  then  customary  for  both  gentleman  and  com- 
moner,  male  as  well  as  female,  as  will  be  more  fuUy  shown 
hereafter,  to  take  their  meals  at  home,  and  repair  afterwards  to 
houses  of  public  entertainment  for  wiise  or  other  liquors. 
Private  Chambers  were,  of  course,  reserved  for  the  gentry ;  but 
not  unfrequently  the  squire  and  bis  friends  would  take  their 
bottle  with  the  other  guests.  Such  was  the  invariable  practice  in 
the  northem  counties  in  the  reign  of  James  the  First. 

Soon  after  mid-day,  and  when  the  bells  began  to  peal  merrily 
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again  (for  even  ringers  must  recruit  themselves),  at  a  small 
cottage  in  the  outsldrts  pf  tlie  village,  and  close  to  the  Calder, 
whose  waters  swept  past  the  trimly  kept  garden  attached  to  it, 
two  young  girls  were  employed  in  attiring  a  tliird,  who  was  to 
represent  Maid  Marian,  or  Queen  of  May,  in  the  pageant  then 
about  to  ensue.  And,  certainly,  by  sovereign  and  prescriptive 
right  of  beauty,  no  one  better  deserved  the  high  title  and  dis- 
tinction  conferred  npon  her  than  this  fair  girl.  Loveher 
ilaaiden  in  the  whole  county,  and  however  high  her  degree  than 
this  rustic  damsel,  it  was  impossible  to  find ;  and  though  the 
becoming  and  f ancifnl  costnine  in  which  she  was  decked  cöuld 
not  heighten  her  natural  charms,  it  certainly  displayed  them  to 
advantage.  TJpon  her  smooth  and  beautiful  brow  sat  a*  gilt 
crown,  while  her  dark  and  luxuriant  hair,  covered  behind  with  a 
»carlet  coif ,  embroidered  with  gold,  and  tied  with  yellow,  white, 
and  crimson  ribands,  but  otherwise  wholly  unconfined,  swept 
down  almost  to  the  ground.  Slight  and  fragile,  her  figure  was 
of  such  just  Proportion  that  every  movement  and  gesture  had  an 
indescribable  charm.  Themost  courtly  dame  might  have envied 
her  fine  and  taper  fingers,  and  fancied  she  could  improve  them 
by  protecting  them  against  the  sun,  or  by  rendering  them  snowy 
white  with  paste  or  cosmetic,  but  this  was  questionable  ;  nothing 
certainly  conld  improve  the  small  foot  and  finely-tumed  ankle, 
so  well  displayed  in  the  red  hose  and  smart  little  yellow  buskin, 
fringed  with  gold.  A  stomacher  of  scarlet  cloth,  braided  with 
vellow  lace  in  cross  bars,  confined  her  slender  waist.  Her  robe 
was  of  carnation-coloured  silk,  with  wide  sleeves,  and  the  gold- 
fringed  skirt  descended  only  a  little  below  the  knee,  like  the 
dress  of  a  modern  Swiss  peasant,  so  as  to  reveal  the  exquisite 
symmetry  of  her  limbs.  Over  all  she  wore  a  surcoat  of  azure 
silk,  lined  with  white  and  edged  with  gold.  In  her  left  band 
she  held  a  red  pink  as  an  emblem  of  the  season.  So  enchanting 
was  her  appearance  altogether,  so  fresh  the  character  of  her 
beauty,  so  bright  the  bloom  that  dyed  her  lovely  cheeks,  that 
she  might  have  been  taken  for  a  personification  of  May  herseif. 
She  was  indeed  in  the  very  May  of  life — ^the  mingling  of  spring 
and  summer  in  womanhood ;  and  the  tender  blue  eyes,  bright 
and  clear  as  diamonds  of  purest  water,  the  soft  regulär  features, 
and  the  merry  mouth,  whose  ruddy  parted  lips  ever  and  anon 
displayed  two  rows  of  pearls,  completed  the  similitude  to  th© 
attributes  of  the  jocund  month. 

Her  handmaidens,  both  of  whom  were    simple  girls,  and 
though  not  destitute  of  some  pretensions  to  beauty  themselves. 
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in  nowige  to  be  oompared  with  her,  were  at  the  moment  em- 
ployed  in  knotting  the  ribands  in  her  hair,  and  adjusting  the 
azure  snrcoat. 

Attentively  watching  these  prooeedings,  sat  on  a  stool,  placed 
in  a  comer,  a  little  girl,  some  nine  or  ten  years  old,  with  a  basket 
of  flowers  on  her  knee.  The  child  was  very  diminutive,  even  f  or 
her  a^,  and  her  smallness  was  increased  by  personal  deformity, 
occasioned  by  contraction  of  the  ehest,  and  spinal  curvatnre, 
which  raised  her  back  above  her  Shoulders ;  but  her  features 
w^e  sharp  and  cunning,  indeed  almost  malignant,  and  there  was 
a  Singular  and  unpleasant  look  about  the  eyes,  which  were  not 
placed  evenly  in  the  head.  Altogether  she  had  a  strai^e  old- 
fashioned  look,  and  from  her  habitual  bittemess  of  speech,  as 
well  as  from  her  vindictive  character,  which,  young  as  she  was, 
had  been  displayed,  with  some  effect,  on  more  than  one  occasion, 
she  was  no  great  f avourite  with  any  one.  It  was  curious  now  to 
watch  the  eager  and  envious  interest  she  took  in  the  progress  of 
her  sister's  adomment — ^for  such  was  the  degree  of  relationship 
in  which  she  stood  to  the  May  Queen — and  when  the  surcoat 
was  finally  adjusted,  and  the  last  riband  tied,  she  broke  forth, 
having  hitherto  preserved  a  sullen  silence. 

"  Weel,  sister  Alizon,  ye  may  a  farrently  May  Queen,  ey  mun 
say,"  she  observed,  spitefully,  "but  to  my  mind  other  Suky 
Worseley,  or  Nancy  Holt,  here,  would  ha'  looked  prottier." 

"  Nah,  nah,  that  we  shouldna,"  rejoined  one  of  the  damsels 
referred  to  ;  "  there  is  na  a  lass  i'  Lonkyshiar  to  hold  a  condle 
near  Alizon  Device." 

"  Fie  upon  ye,  for  an  ill-favort  minx,  Jennet,"  cried  Nancy 
Holt,  "  yo're  jealous  o*  your  protty  sister." 

"  Ey  jealous,"  cried  Jennet,  reddening,  "  an  whoy  the  firrups 
should  ey  be  jealous,  ey,  thou  saucy  jade  !  Whon  ey  grow  older 
ey*st  may  a  prottier  May  Queen  than  onny  on  you,  and  so  the 
lads  aw  teil  me." 

"And  so  you  will,  Jennet,"  said  Alizon  Device,  checking,  by  a 
gentle  look,  the  jeering  laugh  in  which  Nancy  seemed  disposed 
to  indulge — "  so  you  will,  my  pretty  little  sister,"  she  added, 
kissing  her ;  "  and  I  will  'tire  you  as  well  and  as  carefully  as 
Susan  and  Nancy  have  just  'tired  me." 

"  Mayhap  ey  shanna  live  tili  then,"  rejoined  Jennet,  peevishly, 
"  and  when  ey'm  dead  an'  gone,  an'  laid  i*  t'  cowld  churchyard, 
yo  an*  they  win  be  sorry  fo'  having  werreted  me  so." 

**I  have  never  intentionally  vexed  you,  Jennet,  love,"  said 
Alizon^  **  and  I  am  snre  these  two  girls  love  you  deaily." 
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"  Eigb,  we  may  allowauce  fo'  her  feaw  tempers,"  observed 
Susan  Worseley ;  "  f o'  we  knoa  that  ailments  an'  def ormities  are 
sure  to  may  folk  fretful." 

"  Eigh,  there  it  is,"  cried  Jennet,  sliarply,  **  My  high  shotd- 
thers  an'  sma'  size  are  always  thrown  i'  my  feace,  Boh  ey'st 
grow  tall  i*  time,  and  get  straight — eigh  straighter  than  yb, 
Suky,  wi'  your  broad  back  an'  short  neck — ^boh  if  ey  dunna, 
what  matters  it  ?  Ey  shall  be  f eared  at  onny  rate — ay,  f eared, 
wenches,  by  ye  both." 

"  Nah  doubt  on't,  theaw  httle  good-fo'-nothin'  piece  o'  mis- 
chief,"  muttered  Susan. 

"  Whot's  that  yo  sayn,  Suky  ?"  cried  Jennet,  whose  quick  ears 
häd  caught  the  words.  "  Tak  care  whot  ye  do  to  offend  me,  lass," 
she  added,  shaking  her  thin  fingers,  armed  with  talon-hke  claws, 
threateningly  at  her,  "or  ey'll  ask  my  granddame,  Mother 
Demdike,  to  quieten  ye." 

At  the  mention  of  this  name  a  sudden  shade  came  over 
Susan's  countenance.  Changing  colour,  and  slightly  trembling, 
she  tumed  away  from  the  child,  who,  noticing  the  effect  of  her 
threat,  could  not  repress  her  triumph.  But  again  Alizon  inter- 
posed. 

"  Do  not  be  alarmed,  Susan,"  she  said,  "  my  grandmother 
will  never  härm  you,  I  am  sure ;  indeed,  she  mll  never  härm 
any  one ;  and  do  not  heed  what  little  Jennet  says,  f or  she  is  not 
aware  of  the  effect  of  her  own  words,  or  of  the  injury  they 
might  do  our  grandmother,  if  repeated." 

"  Ey  dimna  wish  to  repeat  them,  or  to  think  of  em,"  sobbed 
Susan. 

"That's  good,  that's  kind  of  you,  Susan,"  replied  Alizon, 
taking  her  hand.  "  Do  not  be  cross  any  more,  Jennet.  You 
see  you  have  made  her  weep." 

"  Ey'm  glad  on  it,"  rejoined  the  little  girl,  laughing ;  "  let  her 
cry  on.  It'll  do  her  good,  an'  teach  her  to  mend  her  manners,  an' 
nah  ofEend  me  again." 

"  Ey  didna  mean  to  offend  ye^  Jennet,"  sobbed  Susan,  "  boh 
yo're  so  wrythen  an'  marr'd,  a  bödy  canna  speak  to  please  ye." 

"  Weel,  if  ye  confess  your  fault,  ey'm  satisfied,"  replied  the 
little  girl ;  "boh  let  it  be  a  lesson  to  ye,  Suky,  to  keep  guard  o' 
your  tongue  i'  future." 

"  It  shall,  ey  promise  ye,"  replied  Susan,  drying  her  eyes. 

At  this  moment  a  door  opened,  and  a  woman  entered  from  an 
inner  room,  having  a  high-crowned,  conical-shaped  hat  on  her 
head,  and  broad  white  pinners  orer  her  cheeks»  Her  dress  was 
of  dark  red  camlet;  with  high-heeled  shoes«  She  stooped  slightily. 
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and  being  rather  lame,  supported  herself  on  a  crutch-liandled 
stick.  In  a^e  she  might  be  between  forty  and  fifty,  but  sbe 
looked  much  older,  and  ber  f eatures  were  not  at  all  prepossessing 
from  a  booked  nose  and  cbin,  while  tbeir  sinister  effect  was  in- 
creased  by  a  f ormation  of  the  eyes  similar  to  tbat  in  Jennet,  only 
more  strongly  noticeable  in  ber  case.  Tbis  woman  was  Elizabetb 
Device,  widow  of  John  Device,  about  wbose  deatb  tbere  was  a 
mystery  to  be  inquired  into  bereaf ter,  and  motber  of  Alizon  and 
Jennet,  tbongb  bow  sbe  came  to  bave  a  daugbter  so  unlike  berself 
in  all  respects  as  the  former,  no  one  conld  conceive;  but  so  it  was. 

"  Soh,  ye  ha'  donned  your  finery  at  last,  Alizon,"  said  Eliza- 
beth. "  Tour  brotber  Jem  has  just  run  up  to  say  tbat  t'  rush- 
cart  has  set  out,  and  tbat  Robin  Hood  and  bis  merry  men  are 
comin'  for  tbeir  queen.'* 

"And  tbeir  queen  is  quite  ready  for  them,"  replied  Alizon, 
moving  towards  the  door. 

"Neigh,  let's  ha'  a  look  at  ye  fust,  wench,"  cried  Elizabeth, 
sfcaying  her ;  "  fine  fitthers  may  fine  birds — ey  Warrant  me  now 
yo'n  getten  these  May  gewgaws  on,  yo  fancy  yourself  a  queen 
in  amest." 

"  A  queen  of  a  day,  motber  ;  a  queen  of  a  little  village  f es- 
tival ;  nothing  more,"  replied  Alizon.  "  Oh,  if  I  were  a  queen 
in  right  eamest,  or  even  a  great  lady " 

"  Whot  would  you  do  ?"  demanded  Elizabeth  Device,  sourly. 

"  I'd  make  you  rieh,  motber,  and  build  you  a  grand  house  to 
Hve  in,"  replied  Alizon ;  "  much  grander  than  Browsholme,  or 
Downham,  or  Middleton." 

"  Pity  yo're  nah  a  queen  then,  Alizon,"  replied  Elizabeth,  re- 
laxing  her  harsh  features  into  a  wintry  smile. 

"  Whot  would  ye  do  fo'  me,  Alizon,  if  ye  were  a  queen  ?" 
asked  little  Jennet,  looking  up  at  her. 

"  Why  let  me  see,"  was  the  reply ;  "  Fd  indulge  every  one  of 
your  whims  and  wishes.     You  should  only  need  ask  to  bave." 

"Poh — ^poh — yo'd  never  content  her,"  observed  Elizabeth, 
testily." 

"  It's  nah  your  way  to  try  an'  content  me,  motber,  even  whon  ye 
might,"  rejoined  Jennet,  who,  if  she  loved  few  people,  loved  her 
motber  least  of  all,  and  never  lost  an  opportunity  of  testifying 
her  dislike  to  her. 

"Awt  o'pontee,  little  wasp,"  cried  her  motber;  "theaw  de- 
sarves  nowt  boh  whot  theaw  dustna  get  often  enough — a  good 
whipping." 

"  Ye  hanna  towd  us  whot  yo'd  do  f o'  yurself  if  yo  war  a  great 
lady,  Alizon  ?"  interposed  Susan. 
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**0h,  I  haven't  thought  about  myself,"  replied  the  other, 
laoghing. 

"  Ey  con  teil  ye  wliat  she'd  do,  Suky,*'  replied  little  Jennet, 
knowingly ;  "  she'd  marry  Master  Eichard  Assheton,  o'  Mid- 
dleton." 

"Jennet!"  exclaimed  Alizon,  blusliing  crimson. 

"  It's  true,"  replied  the  little  girl ;  "  yeknoa  ye  would,  Alizon. 
Look  at  herfeace,"  she  added,  with  a  screaming  laugh. 

"  Howd  te  tongue,  little  plague,"  cried  Elizabeth,  rapping  her 
knucldes  with  her  stick,  "  and  behave  thyself,  or  theaw  shanna 
go  out  to  t'  wake." 

Jennet  dealt  her  mother  a  bitterly  vindictive  look,  but  she 
neither  uttered  cry,  nor  made  remark. 

In  the  momentary  silence  that  ensued  the  blithe  jingling  of 
bells  was  heard,  accompanied  by  the  merry  sound  of  tabor  and 
pipe. 

"  Ah !  here  come  the  rush-cart  and  the  morris-dancers,"  cried 
Alizon,  rushing  joyously  to  the  winde w,  which  being  left  partly 
open,  admitted  the  scent  of  the  woodbine  and  eglantine  by  which 
it  was  overgrown,  as  well  as  the  humming  sound  of  the  bees  by 
which  the  flowers  were  invaded. 

Almost  immediately  afterwards  a  frolic  troop,  like  a  band  of 
masquers,  approached  the  cottage,  and  drew  up  before  it,  while 
the  jingling  of  bells  ceasing  at  the  same  nioment,  told  that  the 
rush-cart  had  stopped  likewise.  Chief  aniongst  the  party  was 
!Eobin  Hood,  clad  in  a  suit  of  Lincoln  green,  with  a  sheaf  of 
arrows  at  his  back,  a  bügle  dangling  from  his  baldric,  a  bow  in 
his  band,  and  a  broad-leaved  green  hat  on  his  head,  looped  up 
on  one  side,  and  decorated  with  a  heron's  feather.  The  hero 
of  Sherwood  was  personated  by  a  tall,  well-limbed  fellow,  to 
whom,  being  really  a  forester  of  Bowland,  the  character  was 
natural.  Beside  him  stood  a  very  difPerent  figure,  a  jovial  friar, 
with  shaven  crown,  rubicund  cheeks,  bull  throat,  and  mighty 
paunch,  covered  by  a  russet  habit,  and  girded  in  by  a  red  cord, 
decorated  with  golden  twist  and  tassel.  He  wore  red  hose  and 
sandal  shoon,  and  carried  in  his  girdle  a  wallet,  to  contain  a  roast 
capon,  a  neat's  tongue,  or  any  other  dainty  given  him.  Friar 
Tuck,  f  or  such  he  was,  f  ound  his  representative  in  Ned  Huddie- 
stone, porter  at  the  abbey,  who,  as  the  largest  and  stoutest  man 
in  the  village,  was  chosen  on  that  account  to  the  part.  Next  to 
him  came  a  character  of  no  little  importance,  and  upon  whom 
much  of  the  mirth  of  the  pageant  depended,  and  this  devolved 
upon  the  village  cobbler,  Jack  Roby,  a  dapper  little  fellow,  who 
fitted  the  part  of  the  Pool  to  a  nioety.    With  bauble  in  hand 
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and  blae  coxcomb  liood  adomed  with  long  white  asses'  ear9  on 
kead,  with  jerldn  of  green,  striped  with  yellow ;  hose  of  dif- 
feient  colours,  the  left  leg  being  yellow,  with  a  red  pantoufle, 
and  the  right  blue,  terminated  with  a  yellow  shoe ;  with  belle 
himg  upon  varioos  parts  of  his  motley  attire,  so  that  he  could 
not  moye  without  producing  a  jingling  sound,  Jack  Roby  looked 
wonderf  ul  indeed ;  and  was  constantly  dancing  about  and  deal- 
ing  a  blow  with  his  bauble.  Next  came  Will  Scarlet,  Stukeley, 
and  Little  John,  all  proper  men  and  tall,  attired  in  Lincom 
green,  like  Eobin  Hood,  and  similarly  equipped.  Like  him,  too, 
they  were  all  f oresters  of  Bowland,  owning  service  to  the  bow- 
beaier,  Mr.  Parker  of  Browsholme  Hall ;  and  the  representative 
of  Little  John,  who  was  six  feet  and  a  half  high,  and  stout  in 
Proportion,  was  Lawrence  Blackrod,  Mr.  Parker*s  head  keeper. 
After  the  foresters  came  Tom  the  Piper,  a  wandering  minstrel^ 
habited  f or  the  occasion  in  a  blue  doublet,  with  sleeves  of  the 
same  colour,  tumed  up  with  yellow,  red  hose,  and  brown  buskins, 
led  bonnet,  and  green  surcoat  lined  with  yellow.  Beside  the 
piper  was  another  minstrel,  similarly  attired,  and  proTided  with 
a  tabor.  Lastly  came  one  of  the  main  features  of  the  pageant» 
and  which,  together  with  the  Pool,  contributed  most  materially 
to  the  amusement  of  the  spectators.  This  was  the  Hobby-horse. 
The  hue  of  this  spirited  charger  was  a  pinkish  white,  and  his 
housings  were  of  crimson  cloth  hanging  to  the  ground,  so  as  to 
conceal  the  rider*s  real  legs,  though  a  pair  of  sham  ones  dangled 
at  the  side.  His  bit  was  of  gold,  and  his  bridle  red  morocco 
leather,  while  his  rider  was  very  sumptuously  arrayed  inapurpla 
mantle,  bordered  with  gold,  with  a  rieh  cap  of  the  same  regal 
hue  on  his  head,  encircled  with  gold,  and  havuig  a  red  feather 
stuck  in  it.  The  hobby-horse  had  a  plume  of  nodding  feathers 
on  his  head,  and  careered  from  side  to  side,  now  rearing  in  front, 
now  kicking  behind,  now  prancing,  now  gently  ambling,  and  in 
Short  indulging  in  playful  fancies  and  vagaries,  such  as  horse 
never  indulged  in  before,  to  the  imminent  danger,  it  seemed,  of 
his  rider,  and  to  the  huge  delight  of  the  beholders.  Nor  must 
it  be  omitted,  as  it  was  matter  of  great  wonderment  to  the 
lookers-on,  that  by  some  legerdemain  contrivance  the  rider  of 
the  hobby-horse  had  a  couple  of  daggers  stuck  in  his  cheekSj^ 
while  from  his  steed's  bridle  hung  a  silver  ladle,  which  he  held  . 
now  and  then  to  the  crowd,  and  in  which,  when  he  did  so,  a  few 
eoins  were  sure  to  rattle.  After  the  hobby-horse  came  the  May- 
pole,  not  the  tall  pole  so  called  and  which  was  already  planted  in, 
the  green,  but  a  stout  staff  elevated  some  six  feet  above  the  head 
e£  tiie  beaarer^  with  a  coronal  of  flowers  atop^  and  £our  long  gaj^i^ 
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lands  han^g  down,  eacli  lield  by  a  morris-dancer.  Then  came 
the  May  Queen's  gentleman  nsher,  a  fantastic  personage  in  habi- 
liments  of  blue  guarded  with  white,  and  holding  a  long  willow 
wand  in  bis  band.  After  tbe  nsber  came  tbe  main  troop  of 
morris-dancers — ^tbe  men  attired  in  a  graceful  costume,  wbAjb 
set  ofE  tbeir  ligbt  active  figures  to  advantage,  consisting  of  a 
ßlasbed  jerkin  of  black  and  wbite  velvet,  witb  cut  sleeves  leffc 
open  so  as  to  reveal  tbe  snowy  sbirt  beneatb,  wbite  böse,  and 
sboes  of  black  Spanisb  leatber  witb  large  roses.  Ribands  were 
everywbere  in  tbeir  dresses — ^ribands  and  tinsel  adomed  tbeir 
Caps,  ribands  crossed  tbeir  böse,  and  ribands  were  tied  round 
tbeir  arms.  In  eitber  band  tbey  beld  a  long  wbite  bandkercbief 
knotted  witb  ribands.  Tbe  female  morris-dancer s  were  babited 
in  wbite,  decorated  like  tbe  dresses  of  tbe  men ;  tbey  bad  ribands 
and  wreatbs  of  flowers  roimd  tbeir  beads,  bows  in  tbeir  bair,  and 
in  tbeir  bands  long  wbite  knotted  kercbiefs. 

In  tbe  rear  of  the  perf  ormers  in  tbe  pageant  came  tbe  rusb- 
cart  drawn  by  a  team  of  eight  stout  horses,  witb  tbeir  manes 
and  tails  tied  witb  ribands,  tbeir  coUars  fringed  witb  red  and 
yeUow  worsted,  and  bung  witb  bells,  which  jingled  blitbely  at 
every  movement,  and  tbeir  beads  decked  witb  flowers.  Tbe  cart 
itself  consisted  of  an  enormous  pile  of  rusbes,  banded  and 
twisted  together,  rising  to  a  considerable  beight,  and  terminated 
in  a  Sharp  ridge,  like  the  point  of  a  Gothic  window.  The  sides 
and  top  were  decorated  with  flowers  and  ribands,  and  there  were 
eaves  in  front  and  at  the  back,  and  on  the  space  within  them, 
which  was  covered  with  white' paper,  were  strings  of  gaudy 
flowers,  embedded  in  moss,  amongst  which  were  suspended  all 
the  Ornaments  and  finery  that  could  be  coUected  f  or  the  occa- 
sion ;  to  wit,  flagons  of  silver,  spoons,  ladles,  chains,  watches, 
and  bracelets,  so  as  to  make  a  brave  and  resplendent  show. 
The  wonder  was  bow  articles  of  so  much  value  would  be  trusted 
f orth  on  such  an  occasion ;  but  nothing  was  ever  lost.  On  tbe 
top  of  the  rush-cart,  and  bestriding  its  sharp  ridges,  sat  half  a 
dozen  men,  babited  somewhat  like  the  morris-dancers,  in  gar- 
ments  bedecked  with  tinsel  and  ribands,  holding  garlands  f  ormed 
by  boops,  decorated  with  flowers,  and  attached  to  poles  oma- 
mented  witb  silver  paper,  cut  into  various  figures  and  devices, 
and  diminishing  gradually  in  size  as  tbey  rose  to  a  point, 
wbere  tbey  were  crowned  with  wreatbs  of  dafEodils. 

A  large  crowd  of  rustics,  of  all  ages,  accompanied  the  morris- 
dancers  and  rush-cart. 

This  gay  troop  having  come  to  a  halt,  as  described,  bef  ore  the 
cottage,  the  gentleman  usher  entered  it,  and,  tapping  against 
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the  inner  door  witb  bis  wand,  took  o£E  bis  cap  as  soon  as  it  was 
opened,  and  bowing  deferentially  to  tbe  groiind,  said  be  was 
come  to  invite  tbe  Queen  of  May  to  join  tbe  pageant,  and  tbat  it 
only  awaited  ber  presence  to  proceed  to  tbe  green.  Having 
delivered  tbis  speecb  in  as  good  set  pbrase  as  be  could  com- 
mand,  and  being  tbe  parisb  clerk  and  scboolmaster  to  boot, 
Sampson  Harrop  by  name,  be  was  somewbat  more  polisbed  tban 
the  rest  of  tbe  binds  ;  and  baving,  moreover,  received  a  gracious 
response  f  rom  tbe  May  Queen,  wbo  condescendingly  replied  tbat 
sbe  was  quite  ready  to  accompany  bim,  be  took  ber  band,  and 
led  ber  ceremoniously  to  tbe  door,  wbitber  tbey  were  f  oUowed 
by  tbe  otbers. 

Loud  was  tbe  sbout  tbat  greeted  Alizon's  appearance,  and 
tremendous  was  tbe  pusbing  to  obtain  a  sigbt  of  ber ;  and  so 
mucb  was  sbe  abasbed  by  tbe  entbusiastic  greeting,  wbicb  was 
wbolly  unexpected  on  ber  part,  tbat  sbe  would  bave  drawn  back 
again,  if  it  bad  been  possible  ;  but  tbe  usber  led  ber  forward, 
and  Robin  Hood  and  tbe  f oresters  baving  bent  tbe  knee  before 
her,  tbe  bobby-borse  began  to  curvet  anew  among  tbe  spec- 
tators,  and  tread  on  tbeir  toes,  tbe  fool  to  rap  tbeir  knuckles 
witb  bis  bauble,  tbe  piper  to  play,  tbe  taborer  to  beat  bis 
tamborine,  and  tbe  morris-dancers  to  toss  tbeir  kercbiefs  over 
tbeir  beads.  Tbus  tbe  pageant  being  put  in  motion,  tbe  rusb- 
cart  began  to  roll  on,  its  borses*  bells  jingling  merrily,  and  tbe 
spectators  cbeering  lustily. 


II. 

THE   BLACK   OAT  AND   THE   WHITE   DOVE. 

liiTTLE  Jennet  watcbed  ber  sister's  triumpbant  departure 
witb  a  look  in  wbicb  tbere  was  far  more  of  envy  tban  sympatby, 
and,  wben  ber  motber  took  ber  band  to  lead  ber  f  ortb,  sbe  would 
not  go,  but  saying  sbe  did  not  care  for  any  such  idle  sigbts, 
went  back  sullenly  to  tbe  inner  room.  Wben  tbere,  bowever, 
sbe  could  not  belp  peeping  tbrougb  tbe  window,  and  saw  Susan 
and  Nancy  join  tbe  revel  rout,  witb  feelings  of  increased  bit- 
terness. 

"  Ey  wisb  it  would  rain  an'  spüe  tbeir  finery,"  sbe  said,  sitting 
down  on  ber  stool,  and  plucking  tbe  flowers  from  ber  basket 
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in  pieces.  "  An'  yet,  why  canna  ey  enjoy  such  seets  like  other 
folk  ?     Truth  is,  ey've  nah  heart  for  it." 

"Folks  say/*  she  continued,  after  a  pause,  "that  grandmother 
Demdike  is  a  witch,  and  con  do  os  she  pleases.  Ey  wonder  if 
she  made  Alizon  so  protty.  Nah,  that  canna  be,  fo*  Alizon's  na> 
favourite  o'  hern.  If  she  loves  onny  one  it's  nie.  Why  dunna 
she  make  me  good-looking,  then  ?  They  say  it's  sinfu'  to  be  a 
witch — ^if  so,  how  comes  grandmother  Demdike  to  be  one  ?  Boh 
ey'n  observed  that  those  folks  os  caws  her  witch  are  afeard  on 
her,  so  it  may  be  pure  spite  o'  their  pert." 

As  she  thus  mused,  a  great  black  cat  belonging  to  her  mother, 
which  had  f  oUowed  her  into  the  room,  rubbed  himself  against 
her,  putting  up  his  back  and  purring  loudly. 

"  Ah,  Tib,"  Said  the  little  girl,  "  how  are  ye,  Tib  ?  Ey  didna 
knoa  ye  were  here.     Lemme  ask  ye  some  questions,  Tib  ?" 

The  cat  mewed,  looked  up,  and  fixed  his  great  yellow  eyes 
upon  her. 

"  One  'ud  think  ye  onderstud  whot  wos  said  to  ye,  Tib," 
pursued  little  Jennet.  "  We'n  see  whot  ye  say  to  this  !  Shan 
ey  ever  be  Queen  o'  May,  like  sister  Alizon  ?" 

The  cat  mewed  in  a  manner  that  the  little  girl  found  no  dif- 
ficulty  in  interpreting  the  reply  into  "  No." 

"How's  that,  Tib?"  cried  Jennet,  sharply.  "If  ey  thought 
ye  meant  it,  ey'd  beat  ye,  sirrah.  Answer  me  another  question, 
ye  saucy  knave.     Who  will  be  luckiest,  Ahzon  or  me  ?" 

This  time  the  cat  darted  away  from  her,  and  made  two  or 
three  skirmishes  round  the  room,  as  if  gone  suddenly  mad. 

"  Ey  con  may  nowt  o*  that,"  observed  Jennet,  laughing. 

All  at  once  the  cat  bounded  upon  the  chimney  board,  over 
which  was  placed  a  sampler,  worked  with  the  name  "  Alizon." 

"Why  Tib  really  seems  to  onderstond  me,  ey  declare," 
observed  Jennet,  uneasily.  "  Ey  should  hke  to  ask  him  a  few 
more  questions,  if  ey  durst,"  she  added,  re garding  with  some 
distrust  the  animal,  who  now  retumed,  and  began  rubbing 
against  her  as  before.     "  Tib — Tib !" 

The  cat  looked  up  and  mewed. 

"  Protty  Tib — sweet  Tib,"  continued  the  little  girl,  coaxingly. 
"  "Whot  mun  one  do  to  be  a  witch  like  grandmother  Demdike  ?" 

The  cat  again  dashed  twice  or  thrice  madly  round  the  room, 
and  then  stopping  suddenly  at  the  hearth,  sprang  up  the 
chimney. 

"Ey'n  frightened  ye  away  ot  onny  rate,"  observed  Jennet, 
laughing.  "  And  yet  it  may  mean  summot,"  she  added,  reflecting 
a  little,  "  f o'  ey'n  heerd  say  os  how  witdties  fly  up  chimleys  o' 
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broomsticks  to  attend  tlieir  sabbaths.  Ey  sbould  like  to  fly  i' 
tbat  manner,  an*  cbange  myself  into  anotber  sbape — onny  sbape 
bob  my  own.  Ob  tbat  ey  could  be  os  protty  os  Alizon !  Ey 
diuma  knoa  wbat  ey'd  nab  do  to  be  üke  ber !" 

Again  tbe  great  black  cat  was  beside  ber,  rubbing  against 
her,  and  purring.  Tbe  cbild  was  a  good  deal  startled,  for  sbe 
bad  not  seen  bim  retum,  and  tbe  door  was  sbut,  tbougb  be 
migbt  bave  come  in  tbrougb  tbe  open  window,  only  sbe  bad 
been  looking  tbat  way  all  tbe  tinie,  and  bad  never  noticed  bim, 
Strange ! 

"Tib,"  Said  tbe  cbild,  pattingbim,  "tbou  basna  answered  my 
last  question — ^bow  is  one  to  become  a  witcb  ?" 

As  sbe  made  tbis  inquiry  tbe  cat  suddenly  scratcbed  ber  in 
tbe  arm,  so  tbat  tbe  blood  came.  Tbe  little  girl  was  a  good 
deal  frigbtened,  as  well  as  burt,  and,  witbdrawing  ber  arm 
quickly,  made  a  motion  of  striking  tbe  animal.  But  starting 
backwards,  erecting  bis  tgil,  and  spitting,  tbe  cat  assumed  such 
a  formidaible  appearance,  tbat  sbe  did  not  dare  to  touch  him, 
and  sbe  tben  perceived  tbat  some  drops  of  blood  stained  her 
white  sleeve,  giving  tbe  spots  a  certain  resemblance  to  the 
letters  J.  and  D.,  ber  own  Initials. 

At  tbis  moment,  wben  sbe  was  about  to  scream  for  help, 
tbougb  sbe  knew  no  one  was  in  tbe  house,  all  baving  gone  away 
with  tbe  May-day  revellers,  a  small  white  dove  flew  in  at  tbe 
open  window,  and  skimming  round  tbe  room,  alighted  near 
ber.  No  sooner  bad  tbe  cat  caugbt  sigbt  of  tbis  beautiful  bird, 
than  instead  of  preparing  to  pounce  upon  it,  as  migbt  have 
beeu  expected,  be  instantly  abandoned  bis  fierce  attitude,  and, 
uttering  a  sort  of  howl,  sprang  up  tbe  chimney  as  before.  But 
tbe  child  scarcely  observed  tbis,  ber  attention  being  directed 
towards  tbe  bird,  wbose  extreme  beauty  deligbted  ber.  It 
seemed  quite  tame  too,  and  allowed  itse]f  to  be  toucbed,  and 
eyen  drawn  towards  ber,  witbout  an  effort  to  escape.  JSTever, 
Burely,  was  seen  so  beautiful  a  bird — with  such  milkwhite 
feathers,  such  red  legs,  and  such  pretty  yellow  eyes,  with  crimnoii 
circles  round  tbem !  So  tbougbt  tbe  little  girl,  as  sbe  gagsed  at 
it,  and  pressed  it  to  ber  bosom.  In  doing  tbis,  gentle  and  good 
thoughts  came  upon  ber,  and  sbe  reflected  wbat  a  nice  present 
tbis  pretty  bird  would  make  to  ber  sister  Alizon  on  ber  retum 
from  tbe  merrymaking,  and  bow  pleased  sbe  sbould  f eel  to  give 
it  to  ber.  And  tben  sbe  tbougbt  of  Alizon's  constant  kindness 
to  ber,  and  half  reproacbed  berself  with  tbe  poor  retum  sbe 
made  for  it,  wondering  sbe  could  entertain  any  feelings  of  envy 
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towards   one    so  good  and  amiable.     All  tbis  wliile  the  dove 
nestled  in  her  bosom. 

Wbile  tbus  pondering,  tbe  little  girl  feit  an  iinacconntable 
drowsiness  steal  over  her,  and  presently  afterwards  dropped 
asleep,  wben  sbe  bad  a  very  stränge  dream.  It  seemed  to  ber 
tbat  tbere  was  a  contest  going  on  between  two  spirits,  a  good 
one  and  a  bad — tbe  bad  one  being  represented  by  tbe  great  black 
cat,  and  tbe  good  spirit  by  tbe  wbite  dove.  Wbat  they  were 
striving  about  sbe  could  not  exactly  teil,  but  sbe  feit  tbat  tbe 
conflict  bad  some  relation  to  berself .  Tbe  dove  at  first  appeared 
to  bave  but  a  poor  cbance  against  tbe  claws  of  its  sable  adver- 
sary,  but  tbe  sbarp  talons  of  tbe  latter  made  no  Impression 
upon  tbe  wbite  plumage  of  tbe  bird,  wbicb  now  sbone  like  silver 
armour,  and  in  tbe  end  tbe  cat  fled,  yelling  as  it  darted  off — 
"  Tbou  art  victorious  now,  but  ber  soul  sball  yet  be  mine." 

Sometbing  awakened  tbe  little  sleeper  at  tbe  same  moment, 
and  sbe  feit  very  mucb  terrified  at  ber  dream,  as  sbe  could  not 
belp  tbinking  ber  own  soul  migbt  be  tbe  one  in  jeopardy,  and 
ber  first  impulse  was  to  see  wbetber  tbe  wbite  dove, was  safe. 
Tes,  tbere  it  was  still  nestling  in  ber  bosom,  witb  its  bead  under 
its  wing. 

Just  tben  sbe  was  startled  at  bearing  ber  own  name  pronoimced 
by  a  boarse  voice,  and,  looking  up,  sbe  bebeld  a  tall  young  man 
Standing  at  tbe  window.  He  bad  a  somewbat  gipsy  look,  baving 
a  dark  olive  complexion,  and  fine  black  eyes,  tbougb  set  strangely 
in  bis  bead,  like  tbose  of  Jennet  and  ber  motber,  coal  black  bair, 
and  very  prominent  features,  of  a  sullen  and  almost  savage  cast, 
His  figure  was  gaunt  but  very  musculaa«,  bis  arms  being  ex- 
tremely  long,  and  bis  bands  unusually  large  and  bony — ^personal 
advantages,  wbicb  made  bim  a  formidable  antagonist  in  any 
rustic  encounter,  and  in  sucb  be  was  frequently  engaged,  being 
of  a  very  irascible  temper,  and  turbulent  disposition.  He  was 
clad  in  a  boHday  suit  of  dark-green  serge,  wbicb  fitted  bim  weU, 
and  carried  a  nosegay  in  one  band,  and  a  stout  blacktbom 
cudgel  in  tbe  otber.  Tbis  young  man  was  James  Device,  son  of 
EHzabetb,  and  some  four  or  five  years  older  tban  Alizon.  He 
did  not  live  witb  bis  motber  in  Wballey,  but  in  Pendle  Forest, 
near  bis  old  relative,  Motber  Demdike,  and  bad  come  over  tbat 
morning  to  attend  tbe  wake. 

"Wbot  are  ye  abowt,  Jennet?"  inquired  James  Device,  in 
tones  naturally  boarse  and  deep,  and  wbicb  be  took  as  little  pains 
to  soften  as  be  did  to  polisb  bis  manners,  wbicb  were  more  tban 
ordinarily  rüde  and  cburlisb. 

"  Wbot  are  ye  abowt,  ey  sey,  wencb  ?"  be  repeated.     "  Wby 
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dunna  ye  go  t'  green  to  see  the  mürris-dancera  foot  it  round  t' 
May-pow  ?     Cum  along  wi'  me." 

"  Ey  duilha  want  to  go,  Jem,"  replied  the  little  girl. 

"  Boh  yo  shan  go,  ey  teil  ey,"  rejoined  her  brother ;  "  ye  shan 
see  your  sister  dawnce.  Ye  con  sit  a  whoam  onny  day ;  boh 
May-day  ciuns  ony  wonst  a  year,  and  Alizon  winna  be  Queen 
twice  i'  her  life.  Soh  cum  along  wi'  me,  dereckly,  or  ey'n 
may  ye." 

-  "  Ey  should  like  to  see  Alizon  dance,  an'  so  ey  win  go  wi'  ye, 
Jem,"  replied  Jennet,  getting  up,  "  otherwise  your  orders 
shouldna  may  me  stir,  ey  con  teil  ye." 

As  she  came  out,  she  found  her  brother  whistling  the  blithe 
air  of  "  Green  Sleeves,"  cutting  stränge  capers,  in  imitation  of 
the  morris-dancers,  and  whirling  his  cudgel  over  his  head  instead 
of  a  kerchief .  The  gaiety  of  the  day  seemed  infectious,  and  to 
have  seized  even  him.  People  stared  to  see  Black  Jem,  or  Surly 
Jem,  as  he  was  indifferently  called,  so  joyous,  and  wondered 
what  it  could  mean.  He  then  feil  to  singing  a  snatch  of  a  local 
ball^id  at  that  time  in  vogue  in  the  neighbourhood : 

**  If  thou  wi*  nah  my  Beeret  teil, 

Ne  bruit  abroad  i*  Whalley  parish, 
And  swear  to  keep  my  counsel  well, 
Ey  win  declare  my  day  of  marriage.*' 

"  Cum  along,  lass,"  he  cried,  stopping  suddenly  in  his  song, 
and  snatching  his  sister' s  hand.  "  What  han  ye  getten  there, 
lapped  up  i'  your  kirtle,  eh  ?" 

"  A  white  dove,"  replied  Jeimet,  determined  not  to  teil  hi^n 
anything  about  her  stränge  dream. 

*^  A  white  dove !"  echoed  Jem.  "  Gi'  it  me,  an'  ey'n  wring  its 
neck,  an'  get  it  roasted  for  supper." 

"  Ye  shan  do  nah  such  thing,  Jem,"  replied  Jennet.  "  Ey 
mean  to  gi'  it  to  Alizon." 

"  Weel,  weel,  that's  reet,"  rejoined  Jem,  blandly,  "  it'll  may 
a  protty  offering.    Let's  look  at  it." 

"Nah,  nah,"  said  Jennet,  pressing  the  bird  gently  to  her 
bosom,  "  neaw  one  shan  see  it  efore  Alizon." 

"  Cum  along  then,"  cried  Jem,  rather  testily,  and  mending  his 
pace,  "  or  we'st  be  too  late  fo'  t'  round.  Whoy  yo'n  scratted 
yourself,"  he  added,  noticing  the  red  spots  on  her  sleeve. 

"  Han  ey  ?"  she  rejoined,  evasively.  "  Oh  now  ey  rekilect,  it 
wos  Tib  did  it." 

"  Tib !"  echoed  Jem,  gravely,  and  glancing  uneasily  at  the 
paarks. 

Jieaiiwhile;  on  quitting  the  cottage,  the  May-day  reveUers 
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liad  proceeded  slowly  towards  the  green,  increasiug  the  number 
of  tfieir  f  oUowers  at  each  little  tenement  they  passed,  and  being 
welcomed  everjwhere  with  shouts  and  cbeers.  The  nobby-borse 
CTirveted  and  capered ;  the  Fool  fleered  at  the  girls,  and  flouted 
the  men,  jesting  with  every  one,  and  when  fe.iling  in  a  point 
rapping  the  knucMes  of  bis  auditors ;  Friar  Tuck  chucked  the 
pretty  girls  under  the  chin,  in  defiance  of  their  sweethearts,  and 
stole  a  kiss  from  every  buxom  dame  that  stood  in  bis  way, 
and  then  snapped  bis  fingers,  or  made  a  broad  grimace  at  the 
husband;  the  piper  played,  and  the  taborer  raftled  bis  tam- 
bonrine;  the  morris-dancers  tossed  their  kerchiefs  aloft;  and 
the  bells  of  the  rush-cart  jingled  merrily ;  the  men  on  the  top 
being  on  a  level  with  the  roof  s  of  the  cottages,  and  the  smnmits 
of  the  havstacks  they  passed,  but  in  spite  of  their  exalted  posi- 
tion  jesting  with  the  crowd  below.  But  in  spite  of  these 
ttraltiplied  attractions,  and  in  spite  of  the  gambols  of  Fool  and 
Horse,  though  the  latter  elicited  prodigious  laughter,  the  main 
attention  was  fixed  on  the  May  Queen,  who  tripped  lightly  along 
by  the  side  of  her  faithful  squire,  ßobin  Hood,  followed  by  the 
three  bold  f oresters  of  Sherwood,  and  her  usher. 

In  this  way  they  reached  the  green,  where  already  a  large 
crowd  was  collected  to  see  them,  and  where  in  the  midst  of  it, 
and  above  the  heads  of  the  assemblage,  rose  the  lofty  May-pole, 
with  all  its  flowery  garlands  glittering  in  the  sunshine,  and  its 
ribands  fluttering  in  the  breeze.  Pleasant  was  it  to  see  those 
cheerful  groups,  composed  of  happy  rustics,  yoüths  in  their 
holiday  attire,  and  maidens  neatly  habited  too,  and  fresh  and 
bright  as  the  day  itself .  Summer  sunshine  sparkled  in  their 
eye«,  and  weather  and  circumstance  as  well  as  genial  natures 
dÜsposed  them  to  enjoyment.  Every  lass  above  eighteen  had 
lier  sweetheart,  and  old  couples  nodded  and  smiled  at  each  other 
when  any  tender  speech,  broadly  conveyed  but  tenderlv  con- 
ceived,  reached  their  ears,  and  said  it  recalled  the  days  oi  their 
youth.  Pleasant  was  it  to  hear  such  honest  laughter,  and  such 
göod  homely  jests. 

Laugh  on,  my  merry  lads,  you  are  made  of  good  old  English 
Btüjff,  loyal  to  church  and  king,  and  while  you,  and  such  as  you 
last,  our  land  will  be  in  no  danger  from  f oreign  f oe !  Laugh  on, 
and  praise  your  sweethearts  how  you  will.  Laugh  on,  and 
blessmgs  on  your  honest  hearts ! 

The  frolic  train  had  just  reached  the  precincts  of  the  green, 
When  the  usher  waving  bis  wand  aloft,  caUed  a  momentary  halt, 
announcing  that  Sir  Ealph  Assheton  and  the  gentry  were  Coming 
forth  fromüie  Abbey  gate  to  meet  them. 
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in. 

THB   ASSHETONS. 

BiTWESN  6ir  Balpli  Assheton  of  the  Abbey  and  the  inhabi- 
tants  of  Whalley,  manj  of  whom  were  his  tenants,  he  being 
Joint  lord  of  the  manor  with  John  Braddyll  of  Portfield,  the 
best  possible  f eeling  subsisted ;  f  or  though  somewhat  austere  in 
rnanner,  and  tinctured  with  Puritanism,  the  worthj  knight  was 
snfficientlj  shrewd,  or,  more  correctly  speaking,  snfl&ciently 
liberal-minded,  to  be  tolerant  of  the  opinions  of  others,  and 
being,  moreover,  sincere  in  his  own  religious  views,  no  man 
conld  call  him  in  question  f  or  them ;  besides  which,  he  was  very 
hoepitable  to  his  friends,  very  bountiful  to  the  poor,  a  good  land- 
lord,  and  a  humane  man.  His  very  austcrity  of  manner,  tempered 
by  stately  courtesy,  added  to  the  respect  he  inspired,  especially 
as  he  coTild  now  and  then  relax  into  gaiety,  and  when  he  did  so, 
his  smile  was  accounted  singularly  sweet.  But  in  general  he  was 
grave  and  formal :  stifE  in  attire,  and  stifE  in  gait ;  cold  and 
pnnctilious  in  manner,  precise  in  speech,  and  exacting  in  due 
respect  from  both  high  and  low,  which  was  seldom,  if  ever, 
refosed  him.  Am  engst  Sir  Ealph's  other  good  qualities,  for 
such  itwas  esteemed  by  his  friends  and  rötainers,  and  they  were, 
of  course,  the  best  judges,  was  a  streng  love  of  the  chase,  and 
perhaps  he  indulged  a  little  too  freely  in  the  sports  of  the  field, 
for  a  gentleman  of  a  character  so  staid  and  decorous ;  but  his 
popularity  was  f ar  from  being  diminished  by  the  circumstance ; 
neither  did  he  suffer  the  rüde  and  boisterous  companionship  ilito 
which  he  was  brought  by  indulgence  in  this  his  favourite  pur- 
suit,  in  any  way  to  aäect  him.  Though  still  young,  Sir  Ealph  was 
prematurely  grey,  and  this,  combined  with  the  sad  severity  of 
his  aspect,  gave  him  the  air  of  one  considerably  passed  the 
middle  term  of  life,  though  this  appearance  was  contradicted 
again  by  the  youthful  fire  of  his  eagle  eye.  His  features  were 
handsome  and  strongly  marked,  and  he  wore  a  pointed  beard 
and  moustaches,  with  a  shaved  cheek.  Sir  Ealph  Assheton  had 
married  twice,  his  first  wife  being  a  daughter  of  Sir  James  Bel- 
lingham,  of  Levens,  in  Northumberland,  by  whom  he  had  two 
children ;  while  his  second  choice  feil  upon  Eleanor  Shuttleworth, 
the  iovely  and  well-endowed  heiress  of  Gawthorpe^  to  whom 
he  had  been  recently  united.  In  his  attire,  even  when  habited 
for  the  chase  or  a  merrynoiaking,  like  the  present,  the  Knight  of 
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Wtalley  affected  a  sombre  colour,  and  ordinarily  wore  a  quilted 
doublet  of  black  silk,  immense  trimk  hose  of  the  same  material, 
stiffened  with  whalebone,  puffed  out  well-wadded  sleeves,  falling 
bands,  for  he  eschewed  the  ruff  as  savouring  of  vanity,  boots  of 
black  flexible  leather,  ascending  to  the  hose,  and  armed  with 
spurs  with  gigantic  rowels,  a  round-crowned  small-brimmed 
black  hat,  with  an  ostrich  f  eather  placed  in  the  side  and  hanging 
over  the  top,  a  long  rapier  on  his  hip,  and  a  dagger  in  his  girdle. 
This  buckram  attire,  it  will  be  easily  conceived,  contributed  no 
little  to  the  natural  stiffness  of  his  thin  tall  figure. 

Sir  Ealph  Assheton  was  great  grandson  of  Richard  Assheton, 
who  flourished  in  the  time  of  Abbot  Paslew,  and  who,  in  con- 
junction  with  John  Braddyll,  fourteen  years  after  the  unfortu- 
nate  prelate's  attainder  and  the  dissolution  of  the  mbnastery, 
had  purchased  the  abbey  and  domains  of  WhaUey  from  the 
Crown,  subsequently  to  which,  a  division  of  the  property  so 
granted  took  place  between  them,  the  abbey  and  part  of  the 
manor  falling  to  the  share  of  Richard  Assheton,  whose  descend- 
ants  had  now  for  three  generations  made  it  their  residence. 
Thus  the  whole  of  Whalley  belonged  to  the  families  of 
Assheton  and  Braddyll,  which  had  intermarried ;  the  latter,  as 
has  been  stated,  dwelling  at  Portfield,  a  fine  old  seat  in  the 
neighbourhood. 

A  very  different  person  from  Sir  Ealph  was  his  cousin, 
Nicholas  Assheton,  of  Downham,  who,  except  as  regards  his 
Puritanism,  might  be  considered  a  type  of  the  Lancashire  squire 
of  the  day.  A  precisian  in  religious  notions,  and  constant  in 
attendance  at  church  and  lecture,  he  put  no  sort  of  restraint 
upon  h  im  seif,  but  mixed  up  fox-hunting,  otter-hunting,  shoot- 
ing  at  the  mark,  and  perhaps  shooting  with  the  long-bow,  foot- 
racing,  horse-racing,  and,  in  fact,  every  other  kind  of  country 
diversion,  not  forgetting  tippling,  cards,  and  dicing,  with  daüy 
devotion,  discourses,  and  psalm-singing  in  the  oddest  way  ima- 
ginable.  A  thorough  sportsman  was  Squire  Nicholas  Assheton, 
well  versed  in  all  the  arts  and  mysteries  of  hawldng  and  hunt- 
ing.  Not  a  man  in  the  county  could  ride  harder,  hunt  deer, 
unkennel  fox,  unearth  badger,  or  spear  otter,  better  than  he. 
And  then,  as  to  tippling,  he  would  sit  you  a  whole  afternoon  at 
the  alehouse,  and  be  the  merriest  man  there,  and  drink  a  bout 
with  every  farmer  present.  And  if  the  parson  chanced  to  be 
out  of  hearing,  he  would  never  make  a  mouth  at  a  round  oath, 
nor  choose  a  second  expression  when  the  first  would  serve  his 
tum.  Then,  who  so  constant  at  church  or  lecture  as  Squire 
Nicholas — ^though  he    did  snore  sometimes  during  the  long 
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sermons  o£  his  cousin,  tlie  Eector  of  Middleton  ?  A  great  man 
was  he  at  all  weddings,  christenings,  chxirchings,  and  funerals, 
and  nerer  neglected  his  bottle  at  these  ceremonies,  nor  any 
Sport  in  doors  or  out  of  doors,  meanwhile.  In  short,  such  a 
roystering  Puritan  was  never  known.  A  good-looking  young 
man  was  the  Squire  of  Downham,  possessed  of  a  very  athletic 
frame,  and  a  most  vigorous  Constitution,  which  helped  him, 
together  with  the  prodigious  exercise  he  took,  through  any  ex- 
cess.  He  had  a  sanguine  complexion  with  a  broad,  good- 
natured  visage,  which  he  could  lengthen  at  will  in  a  surprising 
manner.  His  hair  was  cropped  close  to  his  head,  and  the  razor 
did  daily  duty  over  his  cheek  and  chin,  giving  him  the  round- 
head  look,  some  years  later  characteristic  of  the  Puritanical 
party.  Nicholas  had  taken.  to  wife  Dorothy,  daughter  of 
Bichard  Greenacres  of  Worston,  and  was  most  fortunate  in  his 
choice,  which  is  more  than  can  be  said  for  his  lady,  f or  I  cannot 
uphold  the  squire  as  a  model  of  conjugal  fidelity.  Eeport 
affirmed  that  he  loved  more  than  one  pretty  girl  under  the  rose. 
Squire  Nicholas  was  not  particular  as  to  the  quality  or  make  oj 
his  clothes,  provided  they  wore  well  and  protected  him  against 
the  weather,  and  was  generally  to  be  seen  in  doublet  and  hose 
of  stout  fustian,  which  had  seen  some  service,  with  a  broad- 
leaved  hat,  originally  green,  but  of  late  bleached  to  a  much 
lighter  colour;  but  he  was  clad  on  this  particular  occasion  in 
ash-coloured  habiliments  fresh  from  the  tailor's  hands,'with 
buff  boots  drawn  up  to  the  knee,  and  a  new  round  hat  from 
York  with  a  green  feather  in  it.  His  legs  were  slightly  em- 
bowed,  and  he  bore  himself  like  a  man  rarely  out  of  the  saddle. 

Downham,  the  residence  of  the  squire,  was  a  fine  old  house, 
very  charmingly  situated  to  the  north  of  Pendle  HiU,  of  which 
it  commanded  a  magnificent  view,  and  a  f ew  miles  from  Clithero. 
The  grounds  about  it  were  well  wooded,  and  beautif  uUy  broken 
and  diversified,  watered  by  the  Eibble,  and  opening  upon  the 
lovely  and  extensive  Valley  deriving  its  name  from  that  stream. 
The  house  was  in  good  order  and  well  maintained,  and  the 
Stahles  plentifully  fumished  with  horses,  while  the  hall  was 
adomed  with  various  trophies  and  implements  of  the  chase; 
but  as  I  propose  paying  its  owner  a  visit,  I  shall  defer  any 
further  description  of  the  place  tili  an  opportunity  arrives  for 
examining  it  in  detail. 

A  third  cousin  of  Sir  Ealph*s,  though  in  the  second  degree, 
likewise  present  on  the  May-day  in  question,  was  the  Eeverend 
Abdias  Assheton,  Eector  of  Middleton,  a  very  worthy  man, 
who,  though  differing  from  'his  Idnsmen  upon  some  religioTis 
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pointfl,  and  not  altogetlier  approving  of  the  conduct  of  one  of 
them,  was  on  good  terms  with  both.  The  Eector  of  Middleton 
was  portly  and  middle-aged,  fond  of  ease  and  reading,  and  by 
no  means  indifferent  to  the  good  things  of  life.  He  was  un- 
xnarried,  and  passed  much  of  his  time  at  Middleton  Hall,  the 
seat  of  his  near  relative  Sir  Richard  Assheton,  to  whose  family 
he  was  greatly  attached,  and  whose  residence  closely  adjoined 
the  rectory. 

A  f  ourth  Cousin,  also  present,  was  yotmg  Eichard  Asöheton  of 
Middleton,  eldest  son  and  heir  of  the  owner  of  that  estate.    Pos- 
sessed of  all  the  good  qualities  largely  distributed  among  his 
kinsmen,  with  none  of  their  drawbacks,  this  yonng  man  was 
as  tolerant  and  bountiful  as  Sir  Ealph,  without  his  austerity 
and  sectarianism ;  as  keen  a  sportsman  and  as  bold  a  rider  as 
NicholaS)  without  his  propensities  to   excess;  as  studious,  at 
times,  and  as  well  read  as  Abdias,  without  his  laziness  and  self- 
indulgence ;  and  as  courtly  and  well-bred  as   his   father,  Sir 
Bichard,  who  was  esteemed  one  of  the  most  perfect  gentlemen 
in  the  county,  without  his  haughtiness.    Then  he  was  the  hand- 
somest  ©f  his  race,  though  the  Asshetons  were  accounted  the 
handsomest  family  in  Lancashire,  and  no  one  minded  yielding 
the  pahn  to  young  Richard,  even  if  it  could  be  contested,  he  was 
so  modest  and  unassuming.    At  this  time,  Richard  Assheton 
was  about  two-and-twenty,  tall,  gracefully  and  slightly  formed, 
but  possessed  of  such  remarkable  vigour,  that  even  his  cousin 
Nicholas  could  scarcely  compete  with  him  in  athletic  exercises. 
His  features  were  fine  and  regulär,  with  an  almost  Phrygian 
precision  of  outline ;  his  hair  was  of  a  dark  brown,  and  feÖ  in 
clustering  curls  over  his  brow  and  neck;  and  his  complexion 
was  fresh  and  blooming,   and  set  off  by  a  slight  beard  and 
moustache,  carefully  trimmed  and  pointed.     His  dress  consisted 
of  a  dark-green  doublet,  with  wide  velvet  hose,  embroidered  and 
fringed,  descending  nearly  to  the  knee,  where  they  were  tied 
with  points  and  ribands,  met  by  dark  stockings,  and  termi- 
nated  by  red  velvet  shoes  with  roses  in  them.     A  white  feather 
adomed  his  black  broad-leaved  hat,  and  he  had  a  rapier  by  his 
side. 

Amongst  Sir  Ralph  Assheton's  guests  were  Richard  Green- 
acres  of  Worston,  Nicholas  Assheton's  f ather-in-law ;  Richard 
Sherbome  of  Dunnow  near  Sladebume,  who  had  married  Do- 
rothy,  Nicholas's  sister;  Mistress  Robinson  of  Raydale  House, 
aunt  to  the  knight  and  the  squire,  and  two  of  her  sons,  both 
«tont  youths,  with  John  Braddyll  and  his  wife,  of  Portfield 
Besides  these  Üiere  was  Master  Roger  Nowell^  a  justice  of  the 
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peace  in  the  coiinty,  and  a  very  active  and  busy  one  too,  who 
had  been  invited  for  an  especial  purpose,  to  be  explained  here- 
after.  Head  of  an  ancient  Lancashire  familj,  resioing  at  Bead, 
a  fine  old  hall,  some  little  distance  from  Whalley,  Boger  Nowell, 
thoaglL  a  worthj,  well-meaning  man,  dealt  bard  measure  from 
the  bench,  and  seldom  tempered  justice  with  mercy.  He  was 
aharp-featured,  drj,  and  sarcastic,  and  being  adverse  to  country 
Sports,  bis  presence  on  the  occasion  was  the  onlj  thing  likelj  to 
impose  restraint  on  the  revellers.  Other  guests  there  were,  but 
none  of  particular  note. 

The  ladies  of  the  party  consisted  of  Lady  Assheton,  Mistress 
Nicholas  Assheton  of  Downham,  Dorothy  Assheton  of  Middleton, 
sister  to  Eichard,  a  lovely  girl  of  eighteen,  with  light  fleecy 
hadr,  summer  blue  eyes,  and  a  complexion  of  exquisite  purity, 
Mistress  Sherbome  of  Dunnow,  Mistress  Bobinson  of  Baydale, 
and  Mistress  Braddyll  of  Portfield,  before  mentioned,  together 
with  the  wives  and  daughters  of  some  others  of  the  neighbouring 
gentry ;  most  noticeable  amongst  whom  was  Mistress  AHce  Nutter 
of  Bough  Lee,  in  Pendle  Forest,  a  widow  lady  and  a  relative  of 
the  Assheton  ^mily. 

Mistress  Nutter  might  be  a  year  or  two  turned  of  forty,  but 
she  still  retained  a  very  fine  figure,  and  much  beauty  of  feature, 
though  of  a  cold  and  disagreeable  cast.  She  was  dressed  in 
mouming,  though  her  husband  had  been  dead  several  years,  and 
her  rieh  dark  habiliments  well  became  her  pale  complexion  and 
raven  hair.  A  proud  poor  gentleman  was  Bichard  Nutter,  her 
lata  husbnd,  and  bis  scanty  means  not  enabling  him  to  keep  up 
as  large  an  estabhshment  as  he  desired,  or  to  be  as  hospitable  as 
his  nature  prompted,  bis  temper  became  soured,  and  he  visited 
his  ill-humours  upon  his  wife,  who,  devotedly  attached  to  him, 
to  all  outward  appearance  at  least,  never  resented  his  iU-treat- 
ment.  All  at  once,  and  without  any  previous  Symptoms  of  ail- 
ment,  or  apparent  cause,  unless  it  might  be  over-f  atigue  in  hunt- 
ing  the  day  before,  Bichard  Nutter  was  seized  with  a  stränge  and 
yiolent  illness,  which,  after  three  or  f our  days  of  acute  suffering, 
brought  him  to  the  grave.  During  his  illness  he  was  constantly 
and  zealously  tended  by  his  wife,  but  he  displayed  great  aversion 
to  her,  declaring  himself  bewitched,  and  that  an  old  woman 
was  ever  in  the  comer  of  his  room  mumbling  wicked  enchant- 
ments  against  him.  But  as  no  such  old  woman  could  be  seen, 
these  assertions  were  treated  as  delirioui  ravings.  They  were 
not)  howeyer,  forgotten  after  his  death,  and  some  people  said 
that  he  had  certainly  been  bewitched,  and  that  a  waxen  image 
made  in  his  likeness>  and  stuck  fuU  o£  pins,  had  been  picked  up 
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in  liis  Chamber  hj  Mistress  Alice  and  cast  into  the  fire,  and  as 
soon  as  it  melted  lie  had  expired.  Such  tales  only  obtained 
credence  with  the  common  f  olk ;  but  as  Pendle  Forest  was  a  sort 
of  weird  region,  many  reputed  witches  dwelling  in  it,  they  were 
the  more  readily  believed,  even  by  those  who  acquitted  Mistress 
Nutter  of  all  share  in  the  dark  transaction. 

Mistress  Nutter  gave  the  best  proof  that  she  respected  her 
husband's  memory  by  not  marrying  again,  and  she  continued  to 
lead  a  very  secluded  life  at  Eough  Lee,  a  lonesome  house  in  the 
heart  of  the  forest.  She  lived  quite  by  herseif,  f or  she  had  no 
children,  her  only  daughter  having  perished  somewhat  strangely 
when  quite  an  Infant.  Though  a  relative  of  the  Asshetons,  she 
kept  up  little  intimacy  with  them,  and  it  was  a  matter  of  sur- 
prise  to  all  that  she  had  been  drawn  from  her  seclusion  to  attend 
the  present  revel.  Her  motive,  however,  in  visiting  the  abbey, 
was  to  obtain  the  assistance  of  Sir  Balph  Assheton,  in  settling 
a  dispute  between  her  and  Eoger  Nowell,  relative  to  the  boundary 
line  of  part  of  their  properties  which  came  together ;  and  this 
was  the  reason  why  the  magistrate  had  been  invited  to  Whalley. 
After  hearing  both  sides  of  the  question,  and  examining  plans 
of  the  estates,  which  he  knew  to  be  accurate^  Sir  Ralph,  who 
had  been  appointed  umpire,  pronounced  a  decision  in  favour  of 
Roger  NoweU,  but  Mistress  Nutter  refusing  to  abide  by  it,  the 
settlement  of  the  matter  was  postponed  tili  the  day  but  one 
f  ollowing,  between  which  time  the  landmarks  were  to  be  investi- 
gated  by  a  certain  little  lawyer  named  Potts,  who  attended  on 
behalf  of  Roger  Nowell ;  together  with  Nicholas  and  Richard 
Assheton,  on  behalf  of  Mistress  Nutter.  Upon  their  c-*7idence 
it  was  agreed  by  both  parties  that  Sir  Ralph  should  pronounce 
a  final  decision,  to  be  accepted  by  them,  and  to  that  efEect  they 
signed  an  agreement.  The  three  persons  appointed  to  the  inves- 
tigation  settled  to  starb  for  Rough  Lee  early  on  the  f ollowing 
moming. 

A  Word  as  to  Master  Thomas  Potts.  This  worthy  was  an 
tittorney  from  London,  who  had  officiatöd  as  clerk  of  the  court 
at  the  assizes  at  Lancaster,  where  his  quickness  had  so  much 
pleased  Roger  Nowell,  that  he  sent  for  him  to  Read  to  manage 
this  particular  business.  A  sharp-witted  f ellow  was  Potts,  and 
versed  in  all  the  quirks  and  tricks  of  a  very  subtle  prof  ession — 
not  over-scrupulous,  provided  a  client  would  pay  well ;  prepared 
to  resort  to-  any  expedient  to  gain  his  object,  and  quite  con- 
versant  enough  with  both  practice  and  precödent  to  keep  himself 
straight.  A  bustling,  consequential  little  personage  was  he, 
moreverj  very  fond  of  delivering  an  opinion,  even  when  un- 
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asted,  and  of  a  meddling,  make-mi schief  tum,  constantly  setting 
men  by  the  ears.  A  suit  of  rusty  black,  a  parchment-coloured 
skin,  small  weazen  features,  a  tum-up  nose,  scant  eyebrows,  and 
a  -great  yellow  forehead,  constituted  bis  extemal  man.  He 
partook  of  the  hospitality  at  the  Abbey,  but  had  bis  quarters  at 
the  Dragon.  He  it  was  who  counselled  Roger  Nowell  to  abide 
by  the  decision  of  Sir  Ealph,  confidently  assuring  him  that  he 
must  carry  bis  point. 

\}  This  dispute  was  not,  however,  the  only  one  the  knight  had  to 
adjust,  or  in  which  Master  Potts  was  concemed.  A  claim  had 
recently  been  made  by  a  certain  Sir  Thomas  Metcalf e  of  Nappay, 
in  Wensleydale,  near  Bainbridge,  to  the  house  and  manor  of 
Baydale,  belonging  to  bis  neighbour,  John  Robinson,  whose  lady, 
as  has  been  shown,  was  a  relative  of  the  Asshetons.  Robinson 
himself  had  gone  to  London  to  obtain  advice  on  the  subject, 
while  Sir  Thomas  Metcalfe,  who  was  a  man  of  violent  disposition, 
hadthreatened  to  take  forcible  possession  of  Raydale,  if  it  were 
not  delivered  to  him  without  delay,  and  to  eject  the  Robinson 
&mily.  Having  consulted  Potts,  however,  on  the  subject,  whom 
he  had  met  at  Read,  the  latter  strongly  dissuaded  him  from  the 
course,  and  recommended  him  to  call  to  bis  aid  the  streng  arm 
of  the  law ;  but  this  he  rejected,  though  he  ultimately  agreed 
to  refer  the  matter  to  Sir  Ralph  Assheton,  and  for  this  purpose 
he  had  come  over  to  Whalley,  and  was  at  present  a  guest  at 
the  vicarage.  Thus  it  will  be  seen  that  Sir  Ralph  Assheton  had 
his  hands  füll,  while  the  little  London  lawyer,  Master  Potts, 
was  tolerably  well  occupied.  Besides  Sir  Thomas  Metcalfe,  Sir 
Richard  Molyneux,  and  Mr.  Parker,  of  Browsholme,  were  guests 
of  Doctor  Ormerod  at  the  vicarage. 

Such  was  the  large  Company  assembled  to  witness  the  May- 
day  revels  at  Whalley,  and  if  harmonious  f eelings  did  not  exist 
amongst  all  of  them,  little  outward  manifestation  was  made  of 
enmity.  The  dresses  and  appointments  of  the  pageant  having 
been  provided  by  Sir  Ralph  Assheton,  who,  Puritan  as  he  was, 
encouraged  all  harmless  country  pastimes,  it  was  deemed  neces- 
sary  to  pay  him  every  respect,  even  if  no  other  feeling  would 
have  prompted  the  attention,  and  theref  ore  the  troop  had  stopped 
on  seeing  him  and  his  guests  issue  from  the  Abbey  gate.  At 
pretty  nearly  the  same  time  Doctor  Ormerod  and  his  party  came 
from  the  vicarage  towards  the  green. 

No  Order  of  march  was  observed,  but  Sir  Ralph  and  his  lady, 
with  two  of  his  children  by  the  former  marriage,  walked  first. 
Then  came  some  of  the  other  ladies,  with  the  Rector  of  Middleton, 
John  Braddyll,  and  the  two  sons  of  Mistress  Robinson.    Next 
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came  Mistress  Nutter,  Eoger  Nowell  and  Potts  Walking  after 
her,  eyeing  lier  maliciously,  as  her  proud  figure  swept  on  before 
them.  Even  if  she  saw  their  looke  or  overheard  their  jeera,  she 
did  not  deign  to  notice  them.  Lastly  came  young  Eichard 
Assheton,  of  Middleton,  and  Squire  Nicholas,  both  in  high 
spirits,  and  laughing  and  chatting  together. 

**  A  brave  day  f or  the  morris-dancers,  cousin  Dick,"  observed 
Nicholas  Assheton,  as  they  approached  the  green,  "  and  plenty 
of  folk  to  witness  the  sport.  Half  my  lads  &om  Downham  are 
here,  and  I  see  a  good  many  of  your  Middleton  chaps  among 
them.  How  are  you,  Farmer  Tetlow  ?"  he  added,  to  a  stout 
hale-looking  man,  with  a  blooming  country  woman  by  his  side 
— "  brought  your  pretty  young  wife  to  the  rush-bearing,  I  see." 

"Teigh,  squoire,"  rejomed  the  farmer,  "an'  mightily  pleased 
hoo  be  wi'  it,  too." 

"  Happy  to  hear  it,  Master  Tetlow,"  repHed  Nicholas,  "  she'll 
be  better  pleased  before  the  day's  over,  1*11  Warrant  her.  I'll 
dance  a  round  with  her  myself  in  the  hall  at  night." 

"  Theere  now,  Meg,  whoy  dunna  ye  may  t*  squoire  a  curtsy, 
wench,  an'  thonk  him,"  said  Tetlow,  nudging  his  pretty  wife, 
who  had  turned  away,  rather  embarrassed  by  the  free  gaze  of 
the  squire.  Nicholas,  however,  did  not  wait  for  the  curtsy,  but 
went  away,  laughing,  to  overtake  Eichard  Assheton,  who  had 
walked  on. 

"Ah,  here's  Frank  Qarside,"  he  continued,  espying  another 
rustic  acquaintance.  "  Halloa,  Frank,  I'll  come  over  one  day 
next  week,  and  try  for  a  fox  in  Easington  Woods.  We  missed 
the  last,  you  know.  Tom  Brockholes,  are  you  here?  Just 
ridden  over  from  Sladeburne,  eh?  When  is  that  shooting 
match  at  the  bodkin  to  come  off,  eh  ?  Mind,  it  is  to  be  at 
twenty-two  roods'  distance.  Eide  over  to  Downham  on  Thurs- 
day  next,  Tom.  We're  to  have  a  foot-race,  and  I'll  show  you 
good  sport,  and  at  night  we'U  have  a  lusty  drinking  bout  at  the 
alehouse.  On  Friday,  we'll  take  out  the  great  nets,  and  try  for 
salmon  in  the  Eibble.  I  took  some  fish  on  Monday-— one 
sahnon  of  ten  pounds'  weight,  the  largest  I've  got  the  whole 
season.  I  brought  it  with  me  to-day  to  the  Abbey.  There's  an 
Otter  in  the  river,  and  I  won't  hunt  him  tili  you  come,  Tom.  I 
shall  see  jou  on  Thursday,  eh  ?" 

Eeceiving  an  answer  in  the  affirmative,  Squire  Nicholas  walked 
on,  nodding  right  and  left,  jesting  with  the  farmers,  and  ogling 
their  pretty  wives  and  daughters. 

"  I  teil  you  what,  cousin  Dick,"  he  said,  calling  after  Eichard 
Assheton,  who  had  got  in  advance  of  him,  "  I'll  match  my  dun 
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nag  againt  your  grey  gelding  for  twenty  pieces,  that  1  reach  the 
boundaiy  line  of  the  Rough  Lee  lands  before  you  to-morrow.  What, 
you  won't  have  it  ?  You  know  I  shall  beat  you —ha !  ba !  Well, 
we'll  try  the  speed  of  tbe  two  tits  tbe  first  day  we  bunt  the 
stag  in  Bowland  Forest.  Odds  my  life!"  he  cried,  suddenly 
altering  bis  deportment  and  lengtbening  bis  visage,  "  if  there 
ifin*t  our  parson  bere.  Stay  with  me,  cousin  Dick,  atay  with 
me.  Give  you  good-day,  wortby  Mr.  Dewburst,"  he  added, 
taking  off  bis  bat  to  tbe  divine,  wbo  respectfuUy  retumed  big 
salutation,  "  I  did  not  look  to  see  your  reverence  bere,  taking 
part  in  tbese  vanities  and  idle  sports.  I  propose  to  call  on  you 
on  Saturday,  and  pass  an  hour  in  serious  discourse.  I  would 
call  to-morrow,  but  I  have  to  ride  over  to  Pendle  on  business. 
Tarry  a  moment  for  me,  I  pray  you,  good  cousin  Richard.  I 
fear,  reverend  sir,  that  you  will  see  much  bere  that  wiU  scanda- 
lise  you ;  much  ligbtness  and  indecorum.  Pleasanter  far  would 
it  be  to  me  to  see  a  large  congregation  of  tbe  eiders  flocking 
together  to  a  godly  meeting  tban  crowds  assembled  for  such  a 
profane  purpose.  Anotber  moment,  Eichard.  My  cousin  is  a 
young  man,  Mr.  Dewburst,  and  wisbes  to  join  the  revel.  But 
we  must  make  allowances,  wortby  and  reverend  sir,  until  tbe 
World  shall  improve.  An  excellent  discourse  you  gave  us,  good 
sir,  on  Sunday  :  viii.  Eom.  12  and  13  verses  :  it  is  graven  upon 
my  memory,  but  I  have  made  a  note  of  it  in  my  diary.  I  come 
to  you,  cousin,  I  come.  I  pray  you  walk  on  to  tbe  Abbey,  good 
Mr.  Dewburst,  wbere  you  will  be  right  welcome,  and  call  for 
any  refresbment  you  may  desire — a  glass  of  good  sack,  and  a 
sHce  of  vension  pasty,  on  which  we  have  just  dined — and  there 
is  some  famous  old  ale,  which  I  would  commend  to  you,  but 
that  I  know  you  care  not,  any  more  tban  myself ,  for  creature 
comforts.  Farewell,  reverend  sir,  I  will  join  you  ere  long,  for 
tbese  scenes  have  little  attraction  for  me.  But  I  must  take  care 
that  my  young  cousin  falleth  not  into  barm." 

And  as  tbe  divine  took  bis  way  to  the  Abbey,  he  added,  laugh- 
ingly,  to  Richard, — "  A  good  riddance,  Dick.  I  would  not  have 
the  old  fellow  play  the  spy  upon  us. — Ah,  Giles  Mercer,"  he 
added,  stopping  again, — "and  Jeff  Rushton — ^well  met,  lads! 
what,  are  you  come  to  the  wake  ?  I  shall  be  at  John  Lawe's  in 
the  evening,  and  we'll  have  a  glass  together — John  brews  sack 
rarely,  and  spareth  not  the  eggs." 

"  Bob  yo'n  be  at  tb'  dawncing  at  th'  abbey,  squoire,"  said  one 
of  the  farmers. 

"  Curse  the  dancing  !"  cried  Nicbolas — "  I  hope  the  parson 
didn't  bear  me,"  be  added,  tuming  round  quickly.   "  Well,  well, 
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rU  come  down  when  the  dancing's  over,  and  we'll  make  a  niglit 
of  it."     And  he  ran  on  to  overtake  Eicliard  Assheton. 

By  this  time  the  respective  parties  from  the  Abbey  and  the 
vicarage  having  united,  they  walked  on  together,  Sir  Ralph 
Assheton,  after  courteously  exchanging  salutations  with  Doctor 
Onnerod's  guests,  still  keeping  a  little  in  advance  of  the  Com- 
pany. Sir  Thomas  Metcalfe  comported  himself  with  more  than 
his  wonted  haughtiness,  and  bowed  so  superciliously  to  Mistress 
Robinson,  that  her  two  sons  glanced  angrily  at  each  other,  as  if 
in  doubt  whether  they  shonld  not  instantly  resent  the  affront. 
Observing  this,  as  well  as  what  had  previously  taken  place, 
Nicholas  Assheton  stepped  quickly  np  to  them,  and  said : 

"  Keep  quiet,  lads,  Leave  this  dunghill  cock  to  me,  and  I'll 
lower  his  crest." 

With  this  he  pushed  forward,  and  elbowing  Sir  Thomas 
rudely  out  of  the  way,  tumed  round,  and,  instead  of  apologis- 
ing,  eyed  him  coolly  and  contemptuously  from  head  to  foot. 

"  Are  you  drunk,  sir,  that  you  forget  your  manners  ?"  asked 
Sir  Thomas,  laying  his  hand  upon  his  sword. 

"  Not  so  drunk  but  that  I  know  how  to  conduet  myself  like  a 
gentleman,  Sir  Thomas,"  rejoined  Nicholas,  "which  is  more 
than  can  be  said  of  a  certain  person  of  my  acquaintance,  who, 
for  aught  I  know,  has  only  taken  his  morning  pint." 

"  You  wish  to  pick  a  quarrel  with  me,  Master  Nicholas  Asshe- 
ton, I  perceive,"  said  Sir  Thomas,  stepping  close  up  to  him, 
"  and  I  will  not  disappoint  you.  You  shall  render  me  good 
reason  for  this  affront  before  I  leave  Whalley." 

"  When  and  where  you  please,  Sir  Thomas,"  rejoined  Nicho- 
las,  laughing.  "  At  any  hour,  and  at  any  weapon,  I  am  your 
man." 

At  this  moment,  Master  Potts,  who  had  scented  a  quarrel 
afar,  and  who  would  have  liked  it  well  enough  if  its  prosecution 
had  not  run  counter  to  his  own  interests,  quitted  Roger  Nowell, 
and  ran  back  to  Metcalfe,  and  plucking  him  by  the  sleeve,  said, 
in  a  low  voice : 

"  This  is  not  the  way  to  obtain  quiet  possession  of  Raydale 
House,  Sir  Thomas.  Master  Nicholas  Assheton,"  he  added, 
turning  to  him,  "  I  must  entreat  you,  my  good  sir,  to  be  mode- 
rate. Gentlemen,  both,  I  caution  you  that  I  have  my  eye  upon 
you.  You  well  know  there  is  a  magistrate  here,  my  singular 
good  friend  and  honbured  dient,  Master  Roger  Nowell,  and  if 
you  pursue  this  quarrel  further,  I  shall  hold  it  my  duty  to  have 
you  bound  over  by  that  worthy  gentleman  in  sufficient  securities 
to  keep  the  peace  towards  our  sovereign  lord  the  king,  and  all 
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his  lieges,  ana  particularly  towards  eacb  other.  Tou  understand 
me,  gentlemen  ?" 

"  Perfectlj,"  replied  Nicholas.  "  I  drink  at  John  Lawe's  to- 
niglit,  Sir  Thomas." 

So  saying,  he  walked  away.  Metcalfe  would  have  followed 
him,  but  was  withheld  by  Potts. 

"  Let  him  go,  Sir  Thomas,"  said  the  little  man  of  law ;  "  let 
him  go.  Once  master  of  Eaydale,  you  can  do  as  you  please. 
Leave  the  settlement  of  the  matter  to  me.  1*11  just  whisper 
a  Word  in  Sir  Ralph  Assheton's  ear,  and  you'll  hear  no  more 
of  it." 

"  Fire  and  f ury !"  growled  Sir  Thomas.  "  I  like  not  this 
mode  of  settling  a  quarrel ;  and  unless  this  hot-headed,  psahn« 
singing  Puritan  apologises,  I  shall  assuredly  cut  his  throat." 

"  Or  he  yours,  good  Sir  Thomas,"  rejoined  Potts,  "  Better 
Sit  in  Raydale  Hall,  than  lie  in  the  Abbey  vaults." 

"  Well,  we*ll  talk  over  the  matter,  Master  Potts,"  replied  the 
knight. 

"  A  nice  moming's  work  IVe  made  of  it,"  mused  Nicholas,  as 
he  walked  along  ;  "  here  I  have  a  dance  with  a  farmer*s  pretty 
wife,  a  discourse  with  a  parson,  a  drinking-bout  with  a  couple 
of  Clowns,  and  a  dueUo  with  a  blustering  knight,  on  my  hands. 
Quito  enough,  o'  my  conscience !  but  I  must  get  through  it 
the  best  way  I  can.  And  now,  hey  for  the  May-pole  and  the 
morris-dancers !" 

Nicholas  just  got  up  in  time  to  witness  the  presentation  of  the 
May  Queen  to  Sir  Ealph  Assheton  and  his  lady,  and,  like  every 
one  eise,  he  was  greatly  Struck  by  her  extreme  beauty  and 
natural  grace. 

The  little  ceremony  was  thus  conducted.  When  the  Company 
from  the  Abbey  drew  near  the  troop  of  revellers,  the  usher 
taking  Alizon's  hand  in  the  tips  of  his  fingers  as  before,  strutted 
forward  with  her  to  Sir  Ealph  and  his  lady,  and  falling  upon 
one  knee  before  them,  said :  "  Most  worshipful  and  honoured 
knight,  and  you  his  lovely  dame,  and  you  the  tender  and 
cherished  olive  branches  growing  round  about  their  tables,  I 
hereby  crave  your  gracious  permission  to  present  unto  your 
honours  our  chosen  Queen  of  May." 

Somewhat  fluttered  by  the  presentation,  Alizon  yet  main- 
tained  sufficient  composure  to  bend  gracefully  before  Lady 
Assheton,  and  say  in  a  very  sweet  voice — "  I  fear  your  ladyship 
will  think  the  choice  of  the  village  hath  fallen  ill  in  alighting 
upon  me ;  and,  indeed,  I  feel  myself  altogether  unworthy  the 
distinction;   nevertheless,  I  will  endeavour  to  discharge  my 
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Office  fittingly,  and  therefore  pray  you,  fair  lady,  and  the  wor- 
shipful  knight  your  hiisband,  together  with  your  beauteous 
children,  and  the  gentles  all  by  wbom  you  are  surrounded,  to 
grace  our  little  festival  witb  your  presence,  hoping  you  may  find 
as  much  pleasure  in  the  sight  as  we  shall  do  in  offering  it  to 
you." 

"  A  fair  maid,  and  modest  as  she  is  fair,"  observed  Sir  Ralph, 
with  a  condescending  smile. 

"In  sooth  is  she,"  replied  Lady  Assheton,  raising  her  kindly, 
and  saying,  as  she  did  so : 

"  Nay,  you  must  not  kneel  to  us,  sweet  maid.  You  are  Queen 
of  May,  and  it  is  for  us  to  show  respect  to  you  during  your  day 
of  ßovereignty.  Your  wishes  are  commands ;  and,  in  behalf  of 
my  husband,  my  children,  and  our  guests,  I  answer  that  we  will 
gladly  attend  your  revels  on  the  green." 

"  Well  Said,  dear  Neil,"  observed  Sir  Ealph.  "  We  should  be 
churlish,  indeed,  were  we  to  refuse  the  bidding  of  so  lovely  a 
queen." 

"  Nay,  you  have  called  the  roses  in  earnest  to  her  cheek,  now, 
Sir  Ralph,"  observed  Lady  Assheton,  smiling.  "  Lead  on,  fair 
queen,"  she  continued,  and  teil  your  companions  to  begin  their 
Sports  when  they  please. — Only  remember  this,  that  we  shall 
hope  to  see  all  your  gay  troupe  this  evening  at  the  Abbey,  to  a 
merry  dance." 

"  Where  I  wiU  strive  to  find  her  majesty  a  suitable  partner," 
added  Sir  Ralph.  "  Stay,  she  shall  make  her  choice  now,  as  a 
royal  personage  should ;  for  you  know,  Neil,  a  queen  ever 
chooseth  her  partner,  whether  it  be  for  the  throne  or  the  brawl. 
How  say  you,  fair  one  ?  Shall  it  be  either  of  our  young  Cou- 
sins, Joe  or  Will  Robinson  of  Raydale  ?  or  our  cousin  who  ßtill 
thiiüieth  himself  young,  Squire  Nicholas  of  Downham  ?" 

"  Ay,  let  it  be  me,  I  implore  of  you,  fair  queen,"  interposed 
Nicholas. 

"  He  is  engaged  already,"  observed  Richard  Assheton,  coming 
forward.  "  I  heard  him  ask  pretty  Mistress  Tetlow,  the  f anner's 
wife,  to  dance  with  him  this  evening  at  the  Abbey." 

A  loud  laugh  from  those  around  followed  this  piece  of  infor- 
mation,  but  Nicholas  was  in  no  wise  disconcerted, 

"  Dick  would  have  her  choose  him,  and  that  is  why  he  inter- 
feres  with  me,"  he  observed.  "  How  say  you,  fair  queen !  Shall 
it  be  our  hopef ul  cousin  ?  I  will  answer  for  him  that  he  danceth 
the  coranto  and  lavolta  indifEerently  well." 

On  hearing  Richard  Assheton's  voice  all  the  colour  had  for- 
saken  Alizon's  cheeks ;   but  at  this  direct  appeal  to  her  by 
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Nicholas,  it  retumed  with  additional  force,  and  the  change  did 
not  escape  the  quick  eye  of  Lady  Assheton. 

"  You  perplex  her,  cousin  Nicholas,"  she  said. 

"  Not  a  whit,  Eleanor,"  answered  the  squire ;  "  but  if  she 
like  not  Dick  Assheton,  there  is  another  Dick,  Dick  Sherborne 
of  Sladeburne ;  or  our  cousin,  Jack  Braddyll ;  or,  if  she  prefer 
an  older  and  discreeter  man,  there  is  Father  Greenacres  of 
Worston,  or  Master  Eoger  Nowell  of  Eead — plenty  of  choice." 

"  Nay,  if  I  must  choose  a  partner,  it  shall  be  a  yonng  one," 
said  Alizon. 

"  Eight,  fair  .queen,  right,"  cried  Nicholas,  laughing.  "  Ever 
choose  a  young  man  if  you  can.     Who  shall  it  be  ?" 

"  You  have  named  him  yourself,  sir,"  replied  Alizon,  in  a 
vöice  which  she  endeavoured  to  keep  firm,  but  which,  in  spite 
of  all  her  efforts,  sounded  tremulously  —  "Master  Richard 
Assheton." 

"  Next  to  choosing  me,  you  could  not  have  chosen  better," 
observed  Nicholas,  approvingly.  "  Dick,  lad,  I  congratulate 
thee." 

"I  congratulate  myself,"  replied  the  young  man.  "Fair 
queen,"  he  added,  advancing,  "  highly  flattered  am  I  by  your 
choice,  and  shall  so  demean  myself,  I  trust,  as  to  prove  myself 
worthy  of  it.  Betöre  I  go,  I  would  beg  a  boon  from  you — that 
Üower." 

"  This  pink,"  cried  Alizon.     "  It  is  yours,  fair  sir." 

Young  Assheton  took  the  flower  and  took  the  hand  that 
ofPered  it  at  the  same  [time,  and  pressed  the  latter  to  his  lips ; 
while  Lady  Assheton,  who  had  been  mado  a  httle  uneasy  by 
Alizon* s  apparent  emotion,  and  who  with  true  feminine  tact 
immedijitely  detected  its  cause,  called  out :  "  Now,  f orward — 
forward  to  the  May-pole  1  We  have  interrupted  the  revel  too 
long." 

Upon  this  the  May  Queen  stepped  blushingly  back  with  the 
usher,  who,  with  his  white  wand  in  halid,  had  stood  holt  upright 
behind  her,  immensely  delighted  with  the  scene  in  which  his 
pupü — ^for  Alizon  had  been  tutored  by  him  for  the  occasion — - 
had  taken  part.  Sir  Ealph  then  clapped  his  hands  loudly,  and 
at  this  Signal  the  tabor  and  pipe  Struck  up ;  the  Fool  and  the 
Hobby-horse,  who,  though  idle  all  the  time,  had  indulged  in  a 
little  quiet  fun  with  the  rustics,  recommenced  their  gambols  ; 
the  morris-dancers  their  lively  dance  ;  and  the  whole  train  moved 
towards  the  May-pole,  foUowed  by  the  rush-cart,  with  all  its 
teils  jingling,  and  all  its  garlands  waving. 

As  to  Alizon,  her  brain  was  in  a  whirl,  and  her  bosom  heaved 
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so  quicHy,  that  she  ttiougtit  she  stiould  faint.  To  think  tliat 
the  choice  of  a  partner  in  tlie  dance  at  the  Abbey  had  been 
offered  her,  and  that  she  should  venture  to  choose  Master 
Eichard  Assheton  !  She  could  scarcelj  credit  her  own  temerity. 
And  then  to  think  that  she  should  give  him  a  flower,  and,  more 
than  all,  that  he  should  kiss  her  hand  in  return  for  it !  She 
feit  the  tingling  pressure  of  his  lips  upon  her  finger  still,  and 
her  little  heart  palpitated  strangely. 

As  she  approached  the  May-pole,  and  the  troop  again  halted 
for  a  few  minutes,  she  saw  her  brother  James  holding  little 
Jennet  by  the  hand,  standin  g  in  the  front  line  to  look  at  her. 

"  Oh,  how  I'm  glad  to  see  you  here,  Jennet !"  she  cried. 

"  An'  ey'm  glad  to  see  yo,  Alizon,"  replied  the  little  girl. 
"Jem  has  towd  me  whot  a  grand  partner  you're  to  ha*  this 
e'en."  And,  she  added,  with  playful  malice,  "  Who  was  wrong 
whon  she  said  the  queen  would  choose  Master  Richard " 

"  Hush,  Jennet,  not  a  word  more,"  interrupted  Alizon,  blush- 
ing. 

"  Oh !  ey  dunna  mean  to  vex  ye,  ey'm  sure,"  replied  Jennet. 
"  Ey've  got  a  present  for  ye." 

"  A  present  for  me,  Jennet,"  cried  Alizon ;  "  what  is  it  ?" 

"  A  beautiful  white  dove,"  replied  the  little  girl. 

"  A  white  dove !  Where  did  you  get  it  ?  Let  me  see  it," 
cried  Alizon,  in  a  breath. 

"  Here  it  is,"  replied  Jennet,  opening  her  kirtle. 

"  A  beautiful  bird,  indeed,"  cried  Alizon.  "  Take  care  of  it 
for  me  tili  I  come  home." 

"  Which  winna  be  tili  late,  ey  fancy,"  rejoined  Jennet, 
roguishly.     "  Ah !"  she  added,  uttering  a  cry. 

The  latter  exclamation  was  occasioned  by  the  sudden  flight  of 
the  dove,  which,  escaping  from  her  hold,  soared  aloft.  Jennet 
followed  the  course  of  its  silver  wings,  as  they  cleaved  the  blue 
sky,  and  then  all  at  once  saw  a  large  hawk,  which  apparently 
had  been  hovering  about,  swoop  down  upon  it,  and  bear  it  off. 
Some  white  f eathers  feil  down  near  the  little  girl,  and  she  picked 
up  one  of  them  and  put  it  in  her  breast. 

"  Poor  bird  !"  exclaimed  the  May  Queen. 

"  Eigh,  poor  bird  !"  echoed  Jennet,  tearfully.  "  Ah,  ye  dunna 
knoa  aw,  Alizon." 

"  Weel,  there's  neaw  use  whimpering  abowt  a  duv,"  observed 
Jem,  gruffly.  "  Ey*n  bring  ye  another  t'  fürst  time  ey  go  to 
Cown." 

"  There's  nah  another  bird  like  that,"  sobbed  the  little  girl. 
"  Shoot  that  cruel  hawk  fo'  me,  Jem,  win  ye." 
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"How  conney,  wench,  whon  its  flown  away?"  lie  replied. 
"  Boh  ey'n  rob  a  hawk*s  neest  fo*  ye,  if  that'll  do  os  weel." 

"  Yo  dunna  understand  me,  Jem,"  replied  the  cMld,  sadly. 

At  this  moinent,  ttie  music,  wliich  had  ceased  while  some 
arrangements  were  made,  commenced  a  very  lively  tune,  known 
as  "  Eound  about  the  May-pole,"  and  Eobin  Hood,  taking  tbe 
May  Queen' s  band,  led  ber  towards  the  pole,  and  placing  ber 
near  it,  the  wbole  of  her  attendants  took  bands,  wbile  a  second 
circle  was  formed  by  tbe  morris-dancers,  and  botb  began  to 
wbeel  rapidly  round  ber,  tbe  music  momently  increasing  in 
spirit  and  quickness.  An  irresistible  desire  to  join  in  tbe  mea- 
sure  seized  some  of  tbe  lads  and  lasses  around,  and  tbey  likewise 
took  bands,  and  presently  a  tbird  and  still  wider  circle  was 
formed,  wbeeling  gaily  round  tbe  otber  two.  Otber  dances  were 
formed  bere  and  tbere,  and  presently  tbe  wbole  green  was  in 
movement. 

"  If  you  come  off  beart- wbole  to-nigbt.  Dick,  I  sball  be  sur- 
prised,"  observed  Nicbolas,  wbo  witb  bis  young  relative  bad 
approacbed  as  near  tbe  May-pole  as  tbe  tbree  rounds  of  dancers 
would  allow  tbem. 

Eicbard  Assbeton  made  no  reply,  but  glanced  at  tbe  pink 
wbicb  be  bad  placed  in  bis  doublet. 

"  Wbo  is  tbe  May  Queen  ?"  inquired  Sir  Tbomas  Metcalfe, 
wbo  bad  likewise  drawn  near,  of  a  tall  man  bolding  a  little  girl 
by  tbe  band. 

"  Alizon,  dowter  of  Elizabetb  Device,  an'  mey  sister,"  roplied 
James  Device,  gruffly. 

"  Humpb !"  muttered  Sir  Tbomas,  "  sbe  is  a  well-looking  lass. 
And  sbe  dwells  bere — in  Wballey,  fellow?"  be  added. 

"Hoo  dwells  i'  Wballey,"  responded  Jem,  suUenly. 

"  I  can  easily  find  ber  abode,"  muttered  tbe  knigbt,  Walking 
away. 

"  Wbat  was  it  Sir  Tbomas  said  to  you,  Jem  ?"  inquired 
Nicbolas,  wbo  bad  watcbed  tbe  knigbt's  gestures,  coming  up. 

Jem  related  wbat  bad  passed  between  tbem. 

"  Wbat  tbe  devil  does  be  want  witb  ber  ?"  cried  Nicbolas. 
"  No  good,  I'm  sure.     But  I'U  spoil  bis  sport." 

"  Say  bob  t'  word,  squoire,  an'  ey'n  break  every  boan  i'  bis 
body,"  remarked  Jem. 

"  No,  no,  Jem,"  replied  Nicbolas.  "  Take  care  of  your  pretty 
sister,  and  I'll  take  care  of  bim." 

At  tbis  juncture,  Sir  Tbomas,  wbo,  in  spite  of  tbe  efforts  of 
tbe  pacific  Master  Potts  to  tranquillise  bim,  bad  been  burning 
witb  wratb  at  tbe  affront  be  bad  received  from  Nicbolas,  came 
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up  to  Eichard  Assheton,  and,  noticing  ttie  pink  in  his  bosoni| 
snatched  it  away  suddenly. 

"  I  want  a  flower,"  he  said,  smelling  at  it. 

"  Instantly  restore  it,  Sir  Thomas  !"  cried  Eichard  Assheton, 
pale  with  rage,  "  or " 

"  What  will  you  do,  young  sir?"  rejoined  the  Imight,  taunt- 
ingly,  and  plucking  the  flower  in  pieces.  "  You  can  get  another 
from  the  fair  nymph  who  gave  you  this." 

Further  speech  was  not  allowed  the  knight,  for  he  received  a 
violent  blow  on  the  ehest  from  the  hand  of  Eichard  Assheton, 
which  sent  him  reeling  backwards,  and  would  have  feUed  him  to 
the  ground  if  he  had  not  been  caught  by  some  of  the  bystanders. 
The  moment  he  recovered,  Sir  Thomas  drew  his  sword,  and 
furiously  assaulted  young  Assheton,  who  stood  ready  for  him, 
and  after  the  exchange  of  a  few  passes,  for  none  of  the  by- 
standers dared  to  interfere,  sent  his  sword  whirling  over  their 
heads  through  the  air. 

"  Bravo,  Dick,"  cried  Nicholas,  stepping  up,  and  clapping  his 
cousin  on  the  back,  "  you  have  read  him  a  good  lesson,  and 
taught  him  that  he  cannot  always  insult  f olks  with  impunity, 
ha !  ha  !"     And  he  laughed  loudly  at  the  discomfited  knight. 

"  He  is  an  insolent  coward,'*  said  Eichard  Assheton.  "  Give 
him  his  sword  and  let  him  come  on  again." 

"  No,  no,"  said  Nicholas,  **  he  has  had  enough  this  time.  And 
if  he  has  not,  he  must  settle  an  account  with  me.  Put  up  your 
blade,  lad." 

"  I'll  be  revenged  upon  you  both,"  said  Sir  Thomas,  taking 
his  sword,  which  had  been  brought  him  by  a  bystander,  and 
stalking  away. 

"You  leave  us  in  mortal  dread,  doughty  knight,"  cried 
Nicholas,  shouting  after  him,  derisively — "ha !  ha !  ha !" 

Eichard  Assheton's  attention  was,  however,  tumed  in  a  dif- 
ferent  direction,  for  the  music  suddenly  ceasing,  and  the  dancers 
stopping,  he  leamt  that  the  May  Queen  had  fainted,  and  pre- 
sently  afterwards  the  crowd  opened  to  give  passage  to  Eobin 
Hoody  who  bore  her  inanimate  form  in  his  arms. 
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ALICE    NUTTEE. 

The  quarrel  between  Nicholas  Assheton  and  Sir  Thomas 
Metcalfe  had  already  been  made  known  to  Sir  Ralpli  by  tke 
officious  Master  Potts,  and  though  it  occasioned  the  knight 
much  displeasure,  as  interfering  with  the  amicable  arrangement 
he  hoped  to  effect  with  Sir  Thomas  for  his  relatives  the  Robin- 
sons, still  he  feit  sure  that  he  had  sufficient  influence  with  h:s 
hot-headed  cousin,  the  squire,  to  prevent  the  dispute  from  being 
carried  further,  and  he  onlj  waited  the  conclusion  of  the  sports 
on  the  green,  to  take  him  to  task.  What  was  the  knight's  sur- 
prise  and  annoyance,  therefore,  to  find  that  a  new  brawl  had 
Sprung  up,  and,  ignorant  of  its  precise  cause,  he  laid  it  entirely 
at  the  door  of  the  turbulent  Nicholas.  Indeed,  on  the  com- 
mencement  of  the  fray  he  imagined  that  the  squire  was  per« 
sonally  concemed  in  it,  and  fuU  of  wrath,  flew  to  the  scene  of 
action ;  but  bef ore  he  got  there,  the  affair,  which,  as  has  been 
Seen,  was  of  short  duration,  was  fully  settled,  and  he  only  heard 
the  jeers  addressed  to  the  retreating  combatant  by  Nicholas.  It 
was  not  Sir  Ralph' s  way  to  vent  his  choler  in  words,  but  the 
squire  knew  in  an  instant,  from  the  expression  of  his  coun- 
tenance,  that  he  was  greatly  incensed,  and  therefore  hastened 
to  explain. 

"  What  means  this  unseemly  disturbance,  Nicholas  ?"  cried 
Sir  Ralph,  not  allowing  the  other  to  speak.  "You  are  erer 
brawling  like  an  Alsatian  squire.  Independently  of  the  ill 
example  set  to  these  good  f olk,  who  have  met  here  for  tranquil 
amusement,  you  have  counteracted  all  my  plans  for  the  adjust- 
ment  of  the  differences  between  Sir  Thomas  Metcalfe  and  our 
aunt  of  Raydale.  If  you  forget  what  is  due  to  yourself ,  sir,  do 
not  forget  what  is  due  to  me,  and  to  the  name  you  bear.*' 

"  No  one  but  yourself  should  say  as  much  to  me,  Sir  Ralph/^ 
rejoined  Nicholas,  somewhat  haughtily ;  "  but  you  are  under  ft 
misapprehension.  It  is  not  I  who  have  been  fighting,  though  I 
should  have  acted  in  precisely  the  same  manner  as  our  cousin 
Dick,  if  I  had  received  the  same  affront,  and  so  I  make  bold  to 
say  would  you.  Our  name  shall  suffer  no  discredit  from  me ; 
and  as  a  gentleman,  I  assert  that  Sir  Thomas  Metcalfe  has  only 
received  due  chastisement,  as  you  yourself  wiU  admit,  cousin, 
when  you  know  all." 
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I  know  him  to  be  overbearing,"  observed  Sir  ßalph. 

"  Oyerbearing  is  not  tbe  word,  cousin/*  interrupted  Nicbolas  ; 

he  is  as  proud  as  a  peacock,  and  would. trample  upon  us  all, 
and  göre  us  too,  like  one  of  the  wild  bulls  of  Bowland,  if  we 
would  let  him  have  his  way.  But  I  would  treat  him  as  I  would 
the  bull  aforesaid,  a  wild  boar,  or  any  other  savage  and  intrac- 
table  beast,  hunt  him  down,  and  poll  his  horns,  or  pluck  out  his 
tosks." 

"  Come,  come,  Nicholas,  this  is  no  very  gentle  language," 
remarked  Sir  Ralph. 

"  Why,  to  spea^  truth,  cousin,  I  do  not  f  eel  in  any  very  gentle 
frame  of  mind,"  rejoined  the  squire ;  "  my  ire  has  been  roused 
by  this  insolent  braggart,  my  blood  is  up,  and  I  long  to  be 
doing." 

"Unchristian  feeüngs,  Nicholas,"  said  Sir  Ealph,  severely, 
"  and  should  be  overcome.  Turn  the  other  cheek  to  the  smiter. 
I  trust  you  bear  no  malice  to  Sir  Thomas." 

**  I  bear  him  no  malice,  f or  I  hope  malice  is  not  in  my  nature, 
cousin,"  replied  Nicholas,  "  but  I  owe  him  a  grudge,  and  when  a 
fitting  opportunity  occurs " 

"  No  more  of  this,  unless  you  would  really  incur  my  dis- 
pleasure,"  rejoined  Sir  Ralph:  "the matter  has  gonefar  enough, 
too  far,  perhaps,  for  amendment,  and  if  you  know  it  not,  I  can 
teil  you  that  Sir  Thomas*s  claims  to  Raydale  will  be  diflScult  to 
dispute,  and  so  our  uncle  Robinson  has  found  since  he  hath 
taken  counsel  on  the  case." 

"Have  a  care,  Sir  Ralph,"  said  Nicholas,  noticing  that  Master 
Potts  was  approaching  them,  with  his  ears  evidently  wide  open, 
"there  is  that  little  London  lawyer  hovering  about.  But  I'U 
give  the  cunning  fox  a  double.  I'm  glad  to  hear  you  say  so, 
Sir  Ralph,"  he  added,  in  a  tone  calculated  to  reach  Potts,  "and 
since  our  uncle  Robinson  is  so  sure  of  his  cause,  it  may  be  better 
to  let  this  blustering  knight  be.  Perchance,  it  is  the  certainty 
of  failure  that  makes  him  so  insensate." 

"  This  is  meant  to  blind  me,  but  it  shall  not  serve  your  tum, 
cautelous  squire,"  muttered  Potts ;  "  I  caught  enough  of  what 
feil  just  now  from  Sir  Ralph  to  satisfy  me  that  he  hath  strong 
misgivings.  But  it  is  best  not  to  appear  too  secure. — ^Ah,  Sir 
Ralph,"  he  added,  Coming  forward,  "  Iwas  right,  you  see,  in  my 
caution.  I  am  a  man  of  peace,  and  strive  to  prevent  quarreis 
and  bloodshed.  Quarrel  if  you  please — and  unfortunately  men 
are  prone  to  anger — but  always  settle  your  disputes  in  a  court  of 
law;  always  in  a  court  of  law,  Sir  Ralph.  That  is  the  only 
arena  where  a  sensible  man  should  ever  fight.    Take  good  advice, 


THE  LANCASHIRE  WITCHES.  105 

fee  your  counsel  well,  and  the  chances  are  ten  to  one  in  yonr 
favour.  That  is  wliat  I  say  to  my  worthy  and  singular  good 
client,  Sir  Thomas ;  but  he  is  somewhat  headstrong  and  vehe- 
ment, and  will  not  listen  to  me.  He  is  for  settling  matters  by 
the  sword,  for  making  f orcible  entries  and  detainers,  and  ousting 
the  tenants  in  possession,  whereby  he  would  render  himself 
liable  to  arrest,  fine,  ransom,  and  forfeiture ;  instead  of  proceed- 
ing  cautiously  and  decorously  as  the  law  directs,  and  as  I  advise, 
Sir  Ealph,  by  writ  of  ejectione  firmce  or  action  of  trespass,  the 
which  woiüd  assuredly  establish  his  title,  and  restore  him  the 
hoiise  and  lands.  Or  he  may  proceed  by  writ  of  right,  which 
perhaps,  in  his  case,  considering  the  long  absence  of  possession, 
and  the  doubts  supposed  to  perplex  the  title — though  I  myself 
have  no  doubts  about  it — ^would  be  the  most  efficacious.  These 
are  your  only  true  weapons,  Sir  Ealph — your  writs  of  entry, 
assize,  and  right — ^your  pleas  of  novel  disseisin,  post-disseisin, 
and  re-disseisin — ^your  remitters,  your  prsecipes,  your  pones,  and 
your  recordari  faciases.  These  are  the  sword,  shield,  and 
armour  of  proof  of  a  wise  man." 

"  Zounds !  you  take  away  one's  breath  with  this  hail-storm  of 
writs  and  pleas,  master  lawyer !"  cried  Nieholas.  "  But  in  one 
respect  I  am  of  your  'worthy  and  singular  good'  cHent's 
opinion,  and  would  rather  trust  to  my  own  hand  for  the  defence 
of  my  property,  than  to  the  law  to  keep  it  for  me." 

"  Then  you  would  do  wrong,  good  Master  Nieholas,"  rejoined 
Potts,  with  a  smile  of  supreme  contempt ;  "  for  the  law  is  the 
better  guardian  and  the  stronger  adversary  of  the  two,  and  so 
Sir  Thomas  will  find  if  he  takes  my  advice,  and  obtains,  as  he 
can  and  will  do,  a  perfect  title  juris  et  seisince  conjunctionem,** 

"  Sir  Thomas  is  still  willing  to  refer  the  case  to  my  arbitre- 
ment,  I  believe,  sir  ?"  demanded  Sir  Ealph,  uneasily. 

"  He  was  so,  Sir  Ealph,"  rejoined  Potts,  "  unless  the  assaults 
and  batteries,  with  intent  to  do  him  grievous  corporeal  hurt, 
which  he  hath  sustained  from  your  relatives,  have  induced  a 
change  of  mind  in  him.  But  as  I  premised,  Sir  Ealph,  I  am  a 
man  of  peace,  and  willing  to  intermediate." 

"  Provided  you  get  your  fee,  master  lawyer,"  observed  Ni- 
eholas, sarcastically. 

"  Certainly,  I  object  not  to  the  quiddam  honorarium,  Master 
Nieholas,"  rejoined  Potts  ;  "  and  if  my  client  hath  the  quid  pro 
quo,  and  gaineth  his  point,  he  cannot  complain. — ^But  what  is 
this  ?     Some  fresh  disturbance !" 

"  Something  hath  happened  to  the  May  Queen,"  cried  Nieholas, 

**  J  trust  not,"  Said  Sir  Ealph,  with  real  conceri].    "  Ha !  she 
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has  fainted.  They  are  bringing  her  this  way.  Poor  maid! 
what  can  have  occasioned  tliis  sudden  seizure  ?" 

"  I  think  I  could  give  a  guess,"  muttered  Nicholas.  "  Better 
yemove  her  to  the  Abbey,"  he  added  aloud  to  the  knight. 

"  You  are  right,"  said  Sir  Ralph.  "  Our  cousin,  Dick,  is  near 
her,  I  observe.    He  shall  see  her  conveyed  there  at  once." 

At  this  moment  Lady  Assheton  and  Mrs.  Nutter,  with  some 
of  the  other  ladies,  came  up. 

"Just  in  time,  Neil,"  cried  the  knight.  "H!ave  you  your 
smeUing-bottle  about  you  ?    The  May  Queen  has  fainted.** 

"  Indeed  !**  exclaimed  Lady  Assheton,  springing  towards 
Alizon,  who  was  now  sustained  by  young  Richard  Assheton ; 
the  forester  having  surrendered  her  to  him:  "  How  has  this 
happened?"  she  inquired,  giving  her  to  breathe  at  a  small 
phial. 

"  That  I  cannot  teil  you,  cousin,"  replied  Richard  Assheton, 
*'  unless  from  some  sudden  fright." 

"That  was  it,  Master  Richard,"  cried  Robin  Hood;  "she 
cried  out  on  hearing  the  clashing  of  swords  just  now,  and,  I 
thi^,  pronounced  your  name,  on  finding  you  engaged  with  Sir 
Thomas,  and  immediately  af ter  tumed  pale,  and  would  have 
fallen  if  I  had  not  caught  her." 

"  Ah,  indeed !"  exclaimed  Lady  Assheton,  glancing  at  Richard, 
whose  eyes  feil  before  her  inquiring  gaze.  "But  see,  she 
revives,"  pursued  the  lady.     "  Let  me  support  her  head." 

As  she  spoke,  Alizon  opened  her  eyes ;  and  perceiving  Richard 
Assheton,  who  had  relinquished  her  to  his  relative,  standing 
beside  her,  she  exclaimed,  "  Oh,  you  are  safe !  I  f eared  — " 
and  then  she  stopped,  greatly  embarrassed. 

^*  You  feared  he  might  be  in  danger  from  his  fierce  adversary," 
Bupplied  Lady  Assheton  j  "  but  no.  The  conflict  is  happily  over, 
and  he  is  unhurt." 

^*  I  am  glad  of  it,"  said  Alizon,  eamestly. 

•*  She  had  better  be  taken  to  the  Abbey,"  remarked  Sir  Ralph, 
comhig  upi 

"  Nay,  she  will  be  more  at  ease  at  home,"  observed  Lady 
Assheton,  with  a  significant  look,  which,  however,  faüed  in 
reaching  her  husband. 

•*  Yes,  truly  shall  I,  gracious  lady,"  replied  Alizon,  "  far  more 
BO.    I  have  given  you  trouble  enough  already." 

•*  No  trouble  at  all,"  said  Sir  Ralph,  kindly ;  "  her  ladyship  is 
top  happy  to  be  of  service  in  a  case  like  this.  Are  you  not. 
Kell  f  The  f aintness  will  pass  off  presently.  But  let  her  go  to 
4be  Abbey  at  dnee,  and  remain  there  tili  the  evening'sfestivities, 
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in  which  she  takes  part,  cömmence.  Give  her  your  tarn, 
Dick." 

Sir  Balph's  word  was  law,  and  theref  ore  Lady  Assheton  made 
no  remonstrance.  But  she  said,  quickly,  ''  X  will  take  care  o£ 
her  myself ." 

^^  I  require  no  assistance,  madam,"  replied  Alizon,  '^  sinee  Sir 
Balph  wiU  have  me  go.  Kay,  you  are  too  kind,  too  condeseend- 
ing/'  she  added,  reluctantly  taking  Lady  Assheton's  proffered 
arm. 

And  in  this  way  they  proceeded  slowly  towards  the  Abbey, 
esoorted  by  Eichard  Assheton,  and  attended  by  Mrs.  Braddyll 
and  some  others  o£  the  ladies. 

Amongst  those  who  had  watched  the  progress  of  the  May 
Queen's  restoration  with  most  interest  was  Mrs.  Natter,  though 
die  had  not  interfered ;  and  as  Alizon  departed  with  Lady 
Assheton,  she  observed  to  Nicholas,  who  was  standing  near  t 

^^  Can  this  be  the  daughter  of  Elizabeth  Device,  and  grand- 
daughter  of ' ' 

"  Your  old  Pendle  witch,  Mother  Demdike,"  supplied  Nioholas ; 
"  the  very  same,  I  assure  you,  Mistress  Nutter." 

"  She  is  wholly  unlike  the  family,"  observed  the  lady ;  '*  and 
her  features  resemble  some  I  have  seen  before," 

"She  does  not  resemble  her  mother,  undoubtedly,"  replied 
Nicholas  ;  "  though  what  her  grand-dame  may  have  been  some 
sixty  years  ago,  when  she  was  AUzon's  age,  it  would  be  diffioult 
to  say.     She  is  no  beauty  now." 

"Those  finely  modelled  features,  that  graceful  figure,  and 
those  delicate  hands,  cannot  surely  belong  to  one  lowly  born  and 
bred  ?"  said  Mistress  Nutter. 

"  They  differ  from  the  ordinary  peasant  mould,  truly,"  replied 
Nicholas.  "  If  you  ask  me  for  the  lineage  of  a  steed,  I  can  give 
a  guess  at  it  on  sight  of  the  animal ;  but  as  regards  our  own 
race,  I'm  at  fault,  Mistress  Nutter." 

"I  must  question  Elizabeth  Device  about  her,"  observed 
Alice.  "  Strange  I  should  never  have  seen  her  before,  though  I 
know  the  family  so  well." 

"  I  wish  you  did  not  know  Mother  Demdike  quite  so  well, 
Mistress  Nutter,"  remarked  Nicholas — "  a  mischievous  and  ma- 
li|mant  old  witch,  who  deserves  the  tar  barrel.  The  only  marvel 
iSythat  shehas  not  been  bumed  long  ago.  I  am  of  opinion, 
witi^^any  others,  that  it  was  she  who  bewitched  your  poor 
husband,  Kichard  Nutter." 

"I  do  not  think  it,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter,  with  a  moumful 
shake  o£   liie  head,    ^'Alas^  poor  man!    he  died  &om  hard 
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riding,  after  hard  drinkiiig.    That  was  the  only  witclicraft  in  his 
case.    Be  wamed  by  his  fate  yonrself,  Nicholas." 

"  Hard  riding  after  drinlring  was  more  likely  to  sober  bim 
than  to  kill  bim,"  rejoined  tbe  squire.  "But,  as  I  said  jiist 
now,  I  like  not  tbis  Motber  Demdike,  nor  ber  rival  in  iniquity, 
cid  Motber  Cbattox.  Tbe  deril  only  knows  wbicb  of  tbe  two  is 
worst.  But  if  tbe  former  bag  did  not  bewitcb  your  busband  to 
deatb,  as  I  sbrewdly  suspect,  it  is  certain  tbat  tbe  latter  mum- 
bling  cid  miscreant  killed  my  eider  brotber,  Eicbard,  by  ber 
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"Motber  Cbattox  did  you  a  good  tum,  tben,  Mcbolas, 
observed  Mistress  Nutter,  "in  making  you  master  of  tbe  fair 
estates  of  Downbam." 

"  So  far,  perbaps,  sbe  migbt,"  rejoined  Nicbolas ;  "  but  I  do 
not  Kke  tbe  manner  of  it,  and  would  gladly  see  ber  bumed ;  nay, 
I  would  fire  tbe  fagots  myself ." 

"  You  are  superstitious  as  tbe  rest,  Nicbolas,"  said  Mistress 
Nutter.  "  For  my  part,  I  do  not  believe  in  tbe  existence  of 
witcbes." 

"  Not  believe  in  witcbes,  witb  tbese  two  living  proof  s  to  tbe 
contrary !"  cried  Nicbolas,  in  amazement.  "  Wby,  Pendle  Forest 
swarms  witb  witcbes.  Tbey  burrow  in  tbe  bill-side  like  rabbits 
in  a  warren.  Tbey  are  tbe  terror  of  tbe  wbole  country.  No 
man's  cattle,  goods,  nor  even  life,  are  safe  from  tbem ;  and  tbe 
only  reason  wby  tbese  two  old  bags,  wbo  bold  sovereign  sway 
over  tbe  otbers,  bave  *scaped  justice  so  long,  is  because  every 
one  is  afraid  to  go  near  tbem.  Tbeir  solitary  babitations  are 
more  strongly  guarded  tban  fortresses.  Not  believe  in  witcbes ! 
Wby,  I  flbould  as  soon  misdoubt  tbe  Holy  Scriptures." 

"  It  may  be  because  I  reside  near  tbem  tbat  I  bave  so  little 
apprebension,  or  ratber,  no  apprebension  at  all,"  replied  Mistress 
Nutter ;  "  but  to  me  Motber  Demdike  and  Motber  Cbattox 
appear  two  barmless  old  women." 

"  Tbey're  a  couple  of  danger ous  and  damnable  old  bags,  and 
deserve  tbe  stake,"  cried  Nicbolas,  empbatically. 

All  tbis  discourse  bad  been  swallowed  witb  greedy  ears  by  tbe 
ever-vigilant  Master  Potts,  wbo  bad  approacbed  tbe  Speakers 
unperceived ;  and  be  now  tbrew  in  a  word.  ^ 

"  So  tbere  are  suspected  witcbes  in  Pendle  Forest,  I  find,"  be 
said.  "  I  sball  make  it  my  business  to  institute  inquiries  con- 
ceming  tbem,  wben  I  visittbe  place  to-morrow.  Even  if  merely 
ill-reputed,  tbey  must  be  examined,  and  if  found  innocent, 
cleared  j  if  not,  punisbed  according  to  tbe  Statute.    Qur  sovereign 
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lord  the  king  holdeth  witches  in  especial  abhorrence,  and  wonld 
gladly  see  all  such  noxious  vermin  extirpated  f rom  the  land,  and 
it  will  rejoice.me  to  promote  his  laudable  designs.  I  mußt  pray 
you  to  afford  me  all  the  assistance  you  can  in  the  discovery  of 
these  dreadful  delinquents,,.  good  Master  Nicholas,  and  I  will 
take  care  that  your  Services  are  duly  represented  in  the  proper 
quarter.  As  I  have  just  said,  the  king  taketh  singular  interest 
in  witchcraft,  as  you  may  judge  if  the  leamed  tractate  he  hath 
put  forth,  in  form  of  a  dialogue,  intituled  JDcemonologie,  hath 
ever  met  your  eye  ;  and  he  is  never  so  well  pleased  as  when  the 
truth  of  his  tenets  are  proved  by  such  secret  offenders  being 
bröught  to  light,  and  duly  punished.'* 

"  The  king's  known  superstitious  dread  of  witches  makes  men 
seek  them  out  to  win  his  favour,"  observed  Mistress  Nutter. 
"  They  have  wonderfully  increased  since  the  publication  of  that 
baneful  book." 

"  Not  so,  madam,"  replied  Potts.  "  Our  sovereign  lord  the 
king  hath  a  wholesome  and  just  hatred  of  such  evil-doers,  and 
traitors  to  himself  and  heaven,  and  it  may  be  dread  of  them,  as 
indeed  all  good  men  must  have  ;  but  he  would  protect  his  sub- 
jects  from  them,  and  therefore,  in  the  first  year  of  his  reign, 
which  •  I  trust  will  be  long  and  prosperous,  he  hath  passed  a 
Statute,  whereby  it  is  enacted  '  that  all  persons  invoking  any 
evil  spirit,  or  concealing,  covenanting  with,  entertaining,  em- 
ploying,  feeding,  or  rewarding  any  evil  spirit;  or  takmg  up 
deaid  bodies  from  their  graves  to  be  used  in  any  witchcraft, 
sorcery,  charm,  or  enchantment ;  or  killing  or  otherwise  hurting 
any  person  by  such  infernal  arts,  shall  be  guilty  of  felony 
without  benefit  of  clergy,  and  sufPer  death.*  This  Statute, 
madam,  was  intended  to  check  the  crimes  of  necromancy,  sorcery, 
and  witchcraft,  and  not  to  increase  them.  And  I  maintain  that 
it  has  checked  them  and  will  continue  to  check  them." 

"  It  is  a  wicked  and  bloody  Statute,"  observed  Mrs.  Nutter, 
in  a  deep  tone,  "  and  many  an  innocent  life  will  be  fiacrificed 
thereby." 

"  How,  madam !"  cried  Master  Potts,  staring  aghast.  "  Do 
you  mean  to  impugn  the  sagacity  and  justice  of  our  high  and 
mighty  king,  the  head  of  the  law,  and  defender  of  the  f aith  ?" 

"  I  affirm  that  this  is  a  sanguinary  enactment,"  replied  Mis- 
tress Nutter,  "  and  will  put  power  into  hands  that  will  abuse  it, 
and  destroy  many  guiltless  peröons.  It  will  make  more  witches 
than  it  will  find." 

"  Some  are  ready  made,  methinks/'  muttered  Potts,  "  and  we 
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need  not  go  far  to  find  them.  You  are  a  zealous  advocate  for 
witches,  I  must  say,  madam,"  he  added  aloud,  *  *  and  I  shall  not 
forget  yonr  arguments  in  tlieir  favour." 

"  To  my  prejudice,  I  doubt  not,"  she  rejoined,  bitterly. 

"  No,  to  the  credit  of  your  liumanity,"  lie  answered,  bowing, 
with  pretended  conviction. 

"Well,  I  will  aid  you  in  your  search  for  witcbes,  Master 
Potts,"  observed  Nicholas ;  "  for  I  would  gladly  see  the  country 
rid  of  these  pests.  But  I  warn  you  the  quest  will  be  attended 
with  risk,  and  you  will  get  few  to  accompany  you,  for  all  the 
folk  hereabouts  are  mortally  afraid  of  these  terrible  old  hags." 

"  I  fear  nothing  in  the  discharge  of  my  duty,'*  replied  Master 
Potts,  courageously,  "for  as  our  high  and  mighty  sovereign 
hath  well  and  leamedly  observed — *  if  witches  be  but  apprehended 
and  detained  by  any  private  person,  upon  other  private  respects, 
their  power,  no  doubt,  either  in  escaping,  or  in  doing  htui},  is 
no  less  than  ever  it  was  bef ore.  But  if  on  the  other  part,  their 
apprehending  and  detention  be  by  the  lawful  magistrate  upon 
the  just  respect  of  their  guiltiness  in  that  craft,  their  power  is 
then  no  greater  than  bef  ore  that  ever  they  meddled  with  their 
master.  For  where  God  begins  justly  to  strike  by  his  lawful 
lieutenants,  it  is  not  in  the  devil's  power  to  defraud  or  bereave 
him  of  the  office  or  elEect  of  his  powerful  andrevenging  sceptre.' 
Thus  I  am  saf e ;  and  I  shall  take  care  to  go  armed  with  a  proper 
Warrant  which  I  shall  obtain  from  a  magistrate,  my  honoured 
friend  and  singular  good  dient,  Master  Roger  Nowell.  This 
will  obtain  me  such  assistance  as  I  may  require,  and  for  due 
observance  of  my  authority,  I  shall  likewise  take  with  me  a 
peace-officer,  or  constable." 

"Tou  will  do  well,  Master  Potts,"  said  Nicholas :  "  still  you 
must  not  put  f aith  in  all  the  idle  tales  told  you,  for  the  common 
folk  hereabouts  are  blindly  and  foolishly  superstitious,  and 
fancy  they  discem  witchcraft  in  every  mischance,  however  slight, 
that  befalls  them.  If  ale  tum  sour  after  a  thunder-storm,  the 
witch  hath  done  it ;  and  if  the  butter  cometh  not  quicldy,  she 
hindereth  it.  If  the  meat  roast  ill  the  witch  hath  tumed  the 
ßpit  'y  and  if  the  lumber  pie  taste  ill  she  hath  had  a  finger  in  it. 
K  your  sheep  have  the  foot-rot — your  horses  the  staggers  or 
string-halt — ^your  swine  the  measles — ^your  hounds  a  surfeit — or 
your  cow  slippeth  her  calf — the  witch  is  at  the  bottom  of  it  all. 
1£  your  maid  hath  a  fit  of  the  sullens,  or  doeth  her  work  amiss, 
or  your  man  breaketh  a  dish,  the  witch  is  in  fault,  and  her 
Shoulders  oan  bear  the  blamo.    On  tiiia  very  day  of  the  year — 
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namelj,  May-day, — tlie  foolisli  folk  hold  any  aged  crone  wlio 
fetcheth  fire  to  be  a  witch,  and  if  they  catch  a  hedgehog  among 
their  cattle,  they  will  instantly  beat  it  to  death  with  sticks, 
concluding  it  to  be  an  old  hag  in  that  form  come  to  dry  up  the 
milk  of  their  kine." 

"  These  are  what  Master  Potts's  royal  anthority  wonld  stylö 
'  mere  old  wives'  trattles  about  the  fires,* "  observed  Mistress 
Nutter,  scornfully. 

"  Better  be  over-credulous  than  over-sceptical,"  replied  Potts, 
"Even  at  my  lodging  in  Chancery-lane  I  have  a  horse  shoo 
nailed  against  the  door.  One  cannot  be  too  cautiouB  when  one 
has  to  fight  against  the  devil,  or  those  in  league  with  him. 
Your  witch  should  be  put  to  every  ordeal.  She  should'be 
scratched  with  pins  to  draw  blood  from  her;  weighed  against 
the  Church  Bible,  though  this  is  not  always  proof ;  forced  to 
weep,  for  a  witch  can  only  shed  three  tears,  and  those  only  from 
the  left  eye ;  or,  as  our  sovereign  lord  the  king  truly  observeth — ► 
no  offence  to  you,  Mistress  Nutter — *  Not  so  much  as  their  eyes 
are  able  to  shed  tears,  albeit  the  womenkind  especially  be  able 
otherwise  to  shed  tears  at  every  light  occasion  when  they  will, 
yea,  although  it  were  dissemblingly  like  the  crocodile  ;*  and  set  on 
a  stool  for  twenty-four  hours,  with  her  legs  tied  across,  and 
suffered  neither  to  eat,  drink,  nor  sleep  during  the  time.  This 
is  the  surest  way  to  make  her  confess  her  guilt  next  to  swim- 
ming.  K  it  f  aus,  then  cast  her  with  her  thumbs  and  toes  tied 
across  into  a  pond,  and  if  she  sink  not  then  is  she  certainly  a 
witch.  Other  trials  there  are,  as  that  by  sealding  water^ 
sticking  knives  across — ^heating  of  the  horseshoe — ^tying  of  knots 
—the  sieve  and  the  shears;  but  the  only  ordeals  sarely  to  be 
relied  on,  are  the  swimming  and  the  stool  bef  ore  mentioned,  and 
from  these  your  witch  shall  rarely  escape.  Above  all,  be  sure 
and  search  caref ully  for  the  witch-mark.  I  doubt  not  we  shall 
find  it  fairly  and  legibly  writ  in  the  devil's  characters  on  Mother 
Demdike  and  Mother  Chattox.  They  shall  undergo  the  stool 
and  the  pool,  and  other  trials,  if  required.  These  old  hags  shall 
no  longer  vex  you,  good  Master  Nicholas.  Leave  them  to  me, 
and  doubt  not  I  will  bring  them  to  condign  punishment." 

"  You  will  do  US  good  service  then,  Master  Potts/'  replied 
Nicholas.  "  But  since  you  are  so  leamed  in  the  matter  of  witch- 
craft,  resolve  nie,  I  pray  you,  how  it  is,  that  women  are  so  much 
more  addicted  to  the  practice  of  the  black  art  than  our  own 
sex." 

"  The  answer  to  the  inauiry  nath  been  given  by  our  British 
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Solomon,"  replied  Potts,  "  and  I  will  deliver  it  to  you  in  his  own 
words.  *  The  reason  is  easy/  he  saith ;  *  f or  as  that  sex  is  frailer 
than  man  is,  so  it  is  easier  to  be  entrapped  in  those  gross  snares 
of  the  devil,  as  was  overwell  proved  to  be  true,  by  the  serpent's 
deeeiving  of  Eve  at  the  beginning,  which  makes  him  the  homelier 
with  that  sex  sensine. '  " 

"  A  good  and  sufficient  reason,  Master  Potts,"  said  Nicholas, 
laughing;  "  is  it  not  so,  Mistress  Nutter  ?" 

"  Ay,  marry,  if  it  satisfies  you,"  she  answered,  dryly.  "  It  is 
of  a  piece  with  the  rest  of  iiie  reasoning  of  the  royal  pedant, 
whom  Master  Potts  styles  the  British  Solomon." 

"  I  only  give  the  leamed  monarch  the  title  by  which  he  is 
recognised  iiroughout  Christendom,"  rejoined  Potts,  sharply. 

"  Well,  there  is  comfort  in  the  thought,  that  I  shall  never  be 
taken  for  a  wizard,"  said  the  squire. 

"  Be  not  too  sure  of  that,  good  Master  Nicholas,"  retumed 
Potts.  "  Our  present  prince  seems  to  have  had  you  in  his  eye 
when  he  penned  his  description  of  a  wizard,  for  he  saith,  *  A 
great  number  of  them  that  ever  have  been  convict  or  confessors 
of  witchcraft,  as  may  be  presently  seen  by  many  that  have  at 
this  time  confessed,  are  some  of  them  rieh  and  worldly-wise ; 
Bome  of  them  f  at  or  corpulent  in  their  bodies :  and  most  part  of 
them  altogether  given  over  to  the  pleasures  of  the  flesh,  con- 
tinual  haunting  of  Company,  and  all  kinds  of  merriness,  law- 
ful  and  unlawf ul.'     This  hitteth  you  exactly,  Master  Nicholas." 

"  Zounds !"  exclaimed  the  squire,  "  if  this  be  exact,  it  toucheth 
me  too  nearly  to  be  altogether  agreeable." 

"The  passage  is  truly  quoted,  Nicholas,"  observed  Mistress 
Nutter,  with  a  cold  smile.  "  I  perfectly  remember  it.  Master 
Potts  seems  to  have  the  Bcemonologie  at  his  fingers'  ends." 

"  I  have  made  it  my  study,  madam,"  replied  the  lawyer,  some- 
what  mollified  by  the  remark,  "  as  I  have  the  Statute  on  witch- 
craft, and  indeed  most  other  Statutes." 

"  We  have  wasted  time  enough  in  this  unprofitable  talk,"  said 
Mistress  Nutter,  abruptly  quitting  them  without  bestowing  the 
slightest  salutation  on  Potts. 

"I  was  but  jesting  in  what  I  said  just  now,  good  Master 
Nicholas,"  observed  the  little  lawyer,  nowise  disconcerted  at  the 
slight;  "though  they  were  the  king's  exact  words  I  quoted. 
No  one  would  suspect  you  of  being  a  wizard — ^ha ! — ha !  But  I 
am  resolved  to  prosecute  the  search,  and  I  calculate  upon  your 
aid,  and  that  of  Master  Richard  Assheton,  who  goes  with  us." 

"  You  shall  have  mine,  at  all  events,  Master  Potts,"  replied 
Nicholas  \  "  and  I  doubt  not,  my  cousin  Dick's  too." 
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"  Our  May  Queen,  Alizon  Device,  is  Mother  Demdike'g  grand- 
daugliter,  is  she  not  ?"  asked  Potts,  after  a  moment*s  reflec- 
tion. 

Ay,  why  do  you  ask  ?"  demanded  Nicliolas. 
For  a  good  and  sufficing  reason,"  replied  Potts.  "  She 
miglit  be  an  important  witness;  for,  as  King  James  saith, 
*  baims  or  wives  may,  of  our  law,  serve  for  sufficient  witnesses 
and  proofs.'  And  he  goeth  on  to  say,  *  For  who  but  witches 
can  be  proöf  s,  and  so  witnesses  of  the  doings  of  witches  ?'  " 

"You  do  not  mean  to  aver  that  Alizon  Device  is  a  witch, 
ßir  ?"  cried  Nicholas,  sharply. 

"  I  aver  nothing,"  replied  Potts ;  "  but  as  a  relative  of  a 
suspected  witch,  she  will  be  the  best  witness  against  her." 

"  If  you  design  to  meddle  with  Alizon  Device,  expect  no  assist- 
ance  from  me,  Master  Potts,"  said  Nicholas,  sternly,  "  but  rather 
the  contrary.*' 

"Kay,  I  but  threw  out  the  hint,  good  Master  Nicholas," 
replied  Potts.  "  Another  witness  will  do  equally  well.  There 
are  other  children,  no  doubt.  I  rely  on  you,  sir — I  rely  on  you. 
I  shall  now  go  in  search  of  Master  Nowell  and  obtain  the 
Warrant  and  the  constable. 

"  And  I  shall  go  keep  my  appointment  with  Parson  Dewhurst, 
at  the  Abbey,"  said  Nicholas,  bowing  slightly  to  the  attomey, 
and  taking  his  departure. 

"  It  will  not  do  to  alarm  him  at  present,"  said  Potts,  looking 
after  him,  "  but  I'U  have  that  girl  as  a  witness,  and  I  know  how 
to  terrify  her  into  compliance.  A  singular  woman,  that  Mistress 
Alice  Nutter.  I  must  inquire  into  her  history.  Odd,  how 
obstinately  she  set  her  face  against  witchcraft  And  yet  she 
lives  at  Rough  Lee,  in  the  very  heart  of  a  witch  district,  for  such 
Master  Nicholas  Assheton  calls  this  Pendle  Forest.  I  shouldn't 
wonder  if  she  has  dealings  with  the  old  hags  she  defends — 
Mother  Demdike  and  Mother  Chattox.  Chattox!  Lord  bless 
US,  what  a  name ! — There's  cauldron  and  broomstick  in  the  very 
sound !  And  Demdike  is  little  better.  Both  seem  of  diabolical 
invention.  If  I  can  unearth  a  pack  of  witches,  I  shall  gain 
much  credit  from  my  honourable  good  lords  the  judges  of  assize 
in  these  northem  parts,  besides  pleasing  the  king  himself ,  who  is 
sure  to  hear  of  it,  and  reward  my  praiseworthy  zeal.  Look  to 
yourself ,  Mistress  Nutter,  and  take  care  you  are  not  caught 
tripping.     And  now,  for  Master  Roger  Nowell." 

With  this,  he  peered  about  among  the  crowd  in  search  of  the 
magistrate,  but  though  he  thrust  his  little  turned-up  nose  in 
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every  direction,  he  could  not  find  him,  and  thcrefore  set  out  f  or 
tlie  Abbey,  concluding  he  had  gone  thither. 

As  Mistress  Nutter  walked  along,  she  perceived  James  Device 
among  the  crowd,  holding  Jennet  by  the  hand,  and  motioned  him 
to  come  to  her.  Jem  instantly  understood  the  sign,  and  qidtting 
hiß  httle  sister,  drew  near. 

"  Teil  thy  mother/'  said  Mrs.  Nutter,  in  a  tone  calculated  only 
for  his  hearing,  "  to  come  to  me,  at  the  Abbey,  quickly  and 
secretly.  I  shall  be  in  the  ruins  of  the  old  convent  church.  I 
have  somewhat  to  say  to  her,  that  concems  herseif  as  well  as 
me.  Thou  wilt  have  to  go  to  Eough  Lee  and  Malkin  Tower 
to-night." 

Jem  nodded,  to  show  his  perfect  apprehension  of  what  was 
said  and  his  assent  to  it,  and  while  Mistress  Nutter  moved  on 
with  a  slow  and  dignified  step,  he  returned  to  Jennet,  and  told 
her  she  must  go  home  directly,  a  piece  of  intelligence  which  was 
Hot  received  very  graciously  by  the  little  maiden ;  but  nothing 
heeding  her  unwillingness,  Jem  walked  her  off  quickly  in  the 
direction  of  the  cottage ;  but  while  on  the  way  to  it,  they  acci- 
dentally  encoimtered  their  mother,  Elizabeth  Device,  and  there- 
fore  stopped. 

"  Yo  mun  go  up  to  th*  Abbey  directly,  mother,'*  said  Jem,  with 
a  wink,  "  Mistress  Nutter  wishes  to  see  ye.  Yo'n  find  her  i'  t* 
ruins  o'  t'  owd  convent  church.  Tak  kere  yo're  neaw  seen.  Yo 
onderstond." 

"Yeigh,"  replied  Elizabeth,  nodding  her  head  significantly, 
"  ey'n  go  at  wonst,  and  see  efter  Alizon  ot  t'  samo  time.  Eo' 
ey'm  towd  hoo  has  fainted,  an*  been  ta'  ento  th*  Abbey  by  Lady 
Assheton." 

"Never  heed  Alizon,'*  replied  Jem,  gruffiy.  Hoo's  i*  good 
hands.  Ye  munna  be  seen,  ey  teil  ye.  Ey*m  going  to  Malkin 
Tower  to-neet,  if  yon  owt  to  send." 

"  To-neet,  Jem,"  echoed  little  Jennet. 

"  Eigh,"  rejoined  Jem,  sharply.  "  Howd  te  tongue,  wench. 
Dunna  lose  time,  mother." 

And  as  he  and  his  little  sister  pursued  their  way  to  the  cot- 
tage, Elizabeth  hobbled  off  towards  the  Abbey,  muttering,  as 
she  went,  **  I  hope  Alizon  an*  Mistress  Nutter  winna  meet.  Nah 
that  it  matters,  boh  still  it's  better  not.  Strange,  the  wench 
should  ha*  fainted.  Boh  she*s  always  foolish  an'  timmersome, 
an  ey  half  fear  has  lost  her  heart  to  young  Richard  Assheton. 
Ey'n  watch  her  narrowly,  an'  if  it  turn  out  to  be  so,  she  mun  be 
cured,  or  be  secured — ha !  ha !" 
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And  muttering  in  this  way,  slie  passed  throuf^li  the  Abbey 
gateway,  the  wicket  being  loft  open,  and  proceeded  towards  the 
ruinous  convent  church,  takiiig  care  as  much  as  poösible  to  avoid 
obseiTation. 


V. 

MOTHE»   CHATTOX. 


Not  far  from  the  green  where  the  May-day  revels  were  held, 
stood  the  ancient  parish  church  of  Whalley,  its  Square  tower 
surmounted  with  a  flag-staff  and  banner,  and  shaking  with  the 
joyous  peals  of  the  ringers.  A  picturesque  and  beautiful  stnic- 
ture  it  was,  though  füll  of  architectural  incongruities ;  and  its 
grey  walls  and  hoary  buttresses,  with  the  lancet-shaped  Windows 
of  the  choir,  and  the  ramified  tracery  of  the  fine  eastem  win- 
dow,  could  not  fail  to  please  any  taste  not  quite  so  critical  as  to 
require  absolute  harmony  and  perfection  in  a  building.  Parts 
of  the  venerable  fabric  were  older  than  the  Abbey  itself ,  dating 
back  as  far  as  the  eleventh  Century,  when  a  chapel  occupied 
the  site ;  and  though  many  alterations  had  been  made  in  the 
subsequent  structure  at  various  times,  and  many  beauties  de- 
stroyed,  especially  during  the  period  of  the  Eef ormation,  enough 
of  its  pristine  character  remained  to  render  it  a  yery  good  spe- 
cimen  of  an  old  country  church.  Internally,  the  cylindrical 
columns  of  the  north  aisle,  the  construction  of  the  choir,  and 
the  three  stone  seats  supported  on  rounded  columns  near  the 
altar,  proclaimed  its  high  antiquity.  Within  the  choir  were 
preserved  the  eighteen  richly-carved  stalls  once  occupying  a 
similar  position  in  the  desecrated  conventual  church ;  and 
though  exquisite  in  themselves,  they  seemed  here  sadly  out  of 
place,  not  being  proportionate  to  the  structure.  Their  elabo- 
rately-carved  seats  projected  far  into  the  body  of  the  church, 
and  their  crocketed  pinnacles  shot  up  almost  to  the  ceiling. 
But  it  was  well  they  had  not  shared  the  destruction  in  which 
almost  all  the  other  Ornaments  of  the  magnificent  fane  they  once  ^ 
decorated  were  involved.  CarefuUy  preserved,  the  black  var- 
nished  oak  well  displayed  the  quaint  and  grotesque  designs  with 
which  many  of  them — the  prior' s  stall  in  especial — were  embel- 
lished.     Chief  among  them  was  the  abbot's  stall,  f estooned  with 
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sculptiired  vine  wreaths  and  clustering  grapes,  and  bearing  the 
auspicious  inscription : 

Qtm^zx  gautientejei  jaiint  fjeita  leietie  laietiente«! : 

singularlj  inapplicable,  however,  to  the  last  prelate  wlio  filled 
it.  Some  fine  old  monuments,  and  warlike  trophies  of  neigh- 
bouring  wealthy  families,  adomed  the  walls,  and  within  the 
naye  was  a  magnificent  pew,  with  a  canopy  and  pillars  of  elabo- 
ratively-carved  oak,  and  lattice-work  at  the  sides,  allotted  to 
the  manor  of  Read,  and  recently  erected  by  Roger  Nowell ;  while 
in  the  north  and  south  aisles  were  two  small  chapels,  converted, 
since  the  ref ormed  f aith  had  obtained,  into  pews — the  one  called 
Saint  Mary's  Cage,  belonging  to  the  Assheton  family ;  and  the 
other  appertaining  to  the  Catterals  of  Little  Mitton,  and  desig- 
nated Saint  Nicholas's  Cage.  Under  the  last-named  chapel  were 
interred  some  of  the  Paslews  of  Wiswall,  and  here  lay  the  last 
unfortnnate  Abbot  of  Whalley,  between  whose  grave,  and  the 
Assheton  and  Braddyll  families,  a  fatal  relation  was  snpposed 
to  Bubsist.  Another  large  pew,  allotted  to  the  Towneleys,  and 
designated  Saint  Anthony's  Cage,  was  rendered  remarkable  by 
a  characteristic  speech  of  Sir  John  Towneley,  which  gave  much 
offence  to  the  neighbouring  dames.  Called  upon  to  decide  as  to 
the  Position  of  the  sittings  in  the  church,  the  discourteous 
knight  made  choice  of  Saint  Anthony's  Cage,  already  mentioned, 
declaring, "  My  man,  Shuttleworth,  of  Hacking,  made  this  form, 
and  here  will  I  sit  when  I  come ;  and  my  cousin  Nowell  may 
make  a  seat  behind  me  if  he  please,  and  my  son  Sherbume  shall 
make  one  on  the  other  side,  and  Master  Catteral  another  behind 
him,  and  for  the  residue  the  use  shall  be,  first  come  first  speed, 
and  that  will  make  the  proud  wives  of  Whalley  rise  betimes  to 
come  to  church."  One  can  fancy  the  rough  knight's  chuckle, 
as  he  addressed  these  words  to  the  old  clerk,  certain  of  their 
being  quickly  repeated  to  the  "  proud  wives"  in  question. 

Within  the  churchyard  grew  two  fine  old  yew-trees,  now  long 
since  decayed  and  gone,  but  then  spreading  their  dark-green 
arms  over  the  little  turf-covered  graves.  ifeared  against  the 
buttresses  of  the  church  was  an  old  stone  coffin,  together  with 
a  fragment  of  a  curious  monumental  e^gj,  likewise  of  stone ; 
but  the  most  striking  objects  in  the  place,  and  deservedly  ranked 
nmongst  the  wonders  of  Whalley,  were  three  remarkable  obelisk- 
shaped  crosses,  set  in  a  line  upon  pedestals,  covered  with  singular 
devices  in  fretwork,  and  all  three  difiEering  in  size  and  design. 
Evidently  of  remotest  antiquity,  these  crosses  were  traditionally 
assigned  to  Paullinus,  who,  according  to  the  Venerable  Bede, 
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first  preached  the  Gospel  in  these  parts,  in  the  early  part  of  the 
seventh  Century ;  but  other  legends  were  attached  to  them  by 
the  vulgär,  and  dim  mystery  brooded  over  them. 

Vestiges  of  another  people  and  another  faith  were  likewise 
here  discemible,  for  where  the  Saxon  forefathers  of  the  yillage 
prayed  and  slumbered  in  death,  the  Eoman  invaders  of  the  isle 
had^  trodden,  and  perchance  performed  their  religious  rites ; 
some  traces  of  an  encampment  being  found  in  the  churchyard 
by  the  historian  of  the  spot,  while  the  north  boundary  of  the 
hallowed  precincts  was  formed  by  a  deep  foss,  once  encompass- 
ing  the  nigh-obliterated  fortification.  Besides  these  records  of 
an  eider  people,  there  was  another  memento  of  bygone  days 
and  creeds,  in  a  little  hermitage  and  chapel  adjoining  it,  founded 
in  the  reign  of  Edward  the  Third,  by  Henry,  Duke  of  Lancaster, 
for  the  Support  of  two  recluses  and  a  priest  to  say  masses  daily 
for  him  and  his  descendants;  but  this  pious  bequest  being 
grievously  abused  in  the  subsequent  reign  of  Henry  the  Sixth, 
by  Isole  de  Heton,  a  fair  widow,  who  in  the  first  transports  of 
grief,  vowing  herseif  to  heaven,  took  up  her  abode  in  the  her- 
mitage, andled  a  very  disorderly  hf  e  therein,  to  the  great  scandal 
of  the  Abbey,  and  the  great  prejudice  of  the  morals  of  its 
brethren,  and  at  last,  tired  even  of  the  slight  restraint  imposed 
upon  her,  fled  away  "  contrary  to  her  oath  and  profession,  not 
willing,  nor  intending  to  be  restored  again  ;"•  the  hermitage  was 
dissolved  by  the  pious  monarch,  and  masses  ordered  to  be  said 
daily  in  the  parish  church  for  the  repose  of  the  soul  of  the 
founder.  Such  was  the  legend  attached  to  the  little  cell,  and 
tradition  went  on  to  say  that  the  anchoress  broke  her  leg  in 
Crossing  Whalley  Nab,  andlimped  ever  afterwards  ;  a  just  judg- 
ment  on  such  a  heinous  offender.  Both  these  little  structures 
were  picturesque  objects,  being  overgrown  with  ivy  and  wood- 
bine.  The  chapel  was  completely  in  ruins,  while  the  cell,  pro- 
faned  by  the  misdoings  of  the  dissolute  votaress  Isole,  had  been 
converted  into  a  cage  for  vagrants  and  ofEenders,  and  made 
secure  by  a  grated  window,  and  a  streng  door  studded  with 
broad-headed  nails. 

The  view  f rom  the  churchyard,  embracing  the  vicarage-house, 
a  comf  ortable  residence,  surrounded  by  a  large  walled-in  garden, 
well  stocked  with  fruit-trees,  and  sheltered  by  a  fine  grove  of 
rook-haunted  timber,  extended  on  the  one  hand  over  the  vUlage, 
and  on  the  other  over  the  Abbey,  and  was  bounded  by  the 
towering  and  well-wooded  heights  of  WhaUey  Nab.  On  the 
ßide  of  the  Abbey,  the  most  conspicuous  objects  were  the  great 
north-eastern  gateway,  with  the  ruined  conventual  church.  Ever 


i 


118  THE  LANCASHIRE  WITCHES. 

beautiful,  the  view  was  especially  so  on  the  present  occasion, 
from  the  animated  scene  combined  with  it ;  and  tlie  pleasant 
prospect  was  enjoyed  by  a  large  assemblage,  wbo  had  adjoumed 
thither  to  witness  the  concludmg  part  of  the  festival. 

Within  the  green  and  flower-decked  bowers  which,  as  has 
before  been  mentioned,  were  erected  in  the  churchyard,  were 
ßeated  Doctor  Ormerod  and  Sir  Ealph  Assheton,  with  such  of 
their  respective  gnests  as  had  not  akeady  retired,  including 
Bichard  and  Nicholas  Assheton,  both  of  whom  had  retumed 
from  the  Abbey ;  the  former  having  been  dismissed  by  Lady 
Assheton  from  further  attendance  upon  Alizon,  and  the  latter 
having  concluded  his  discourse  with  Parson  Dewhurst,  who, 
indeed,  accompanied  him  to  the  church,  and  was  now  placed 
between  the  Vicar  and  the  Eector  of  Middleton.  JBVom  this 
gentle  elevation  the  gay  Company  on  the  green  conld  be  fully 
discemed,  the  tall  May-pole,  with  its  garlands  and  ribands, 
forming  a  pivot,  about  which  the  throng  ever  revolved,  while 
stationary  amidst  the  moving  masses,  the  rush-cart  reared  on 
high  its  broad  green  back,  as  if  to  resist  the  living  waves  con- 
stantly  dashed  against  it.  By-and-by  a  new  kind  of  movement 
was  perceptible,  and  it  soon  became  evident  that  a  procession 
was  being  formed.  Immediately  afterwards,  the  rush-cart  was 
put  in  motion,  and  winded  slowly  along  the  narrow  street  lead- 
ing  to  the  church,  preceded  by  the  morris-dancers  and  the  other 
May-day  revellers,  and  followed  by  a  great  concourse  of  people, 
shouting,  dancing,  and  singing. 

On  came  the  crowd.  The  jingling  of  bells,  and  the  sound 
of  music  grew  louder  and  louder,  and  the  procession,  lost  for 
awhile  behind  some  intervening  habitations,  though  the  men 
bestriding  the  rush-cart  could  be  discemed  over  their  summits, 
burst  suddenly  into  view ;  and  the  revellers  entering  the  church- 
yard, drew  up  on  either  side  of  the  little  path  leading  to  the 
porch,  while  the  rush-cart  coming  up  the  next  moment,  stopped 
at  the  gate.  Then  four  young  maidens  dressed  in  white,  and 
having  baskets  in  their  hands,  advanced  and  scattered  flowers 
along  the  path ;  after  which,  ladders  were  reared  against  the 
sides  of  the  rush-cart,  and  the  men,  descending  from  their 
exalted  position,  bore  the  garlands  to  the  church,  preceded  by 
the  vicar  and  the  two  other  divines,  and  followed  by  Eobin 
Hood  and  his  band,  the  morris-dancers,  and  a  troop  of  little 
children  singing  a  hymn.  The  next  step  was  to  unf asten  the 
btmdles  of  rushes,  of  which  the  cart  was  composed,  and  this 
was  very  quickly'  and  skilfully  perf ormed,  the  utmost  care  being 
taken  of  the  trinkets  and  valuables  with  which  it  was  oma- 
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mented.  These  were  gathered  together  in  baskcts  and  convejed 
to  the  vestry,  and  there  locked  up.  This  done,  the  bundles  of 
roslies  were  taken  up  by  several  old  women,  who  strewed  the 
aiales  with  them,  and  placed  such  as  had  been  ticd  up  as  mats 
in  the  pews.  At  the  same  time,  two  casks  of  alc  set  ncar  the 
gate,  and  given  for  the  occasion  by  tho  vicar,  were  broached, 
and  their  f oaming  contents  freely  distributed  among  tho  dancers 
and  the  thirsty  crowd.  Very  merry  were  they,  as  may  bo 
eapposed)  in  consequence,  but  their  mirth  was  happily  kept 
-within  due  limits  of  decorum. 

When  the  rush-cart  was  well-nigh  unladon,  Eichard  Assheton 
entered  the  church,  and  greatly  ploased  with  tho  effect  of  tho 
flowery  garlands  with  which  the  various  pews  were  decorated, 
mid  as  much  to  the  vicar,  who  smilingly  replied,  that  he  was 
glad  to  find  he  approved  of  the  practice,  "  even  though  it  might 
savour  of  superstition ;"  and  as  the  good  doctor  wailked  away, 
being  called  forth,  the  young  man  almost  unconsciously  tumed 
into  the  chapel  on  the  north  aisle.  Here  he  stood  for  a  few 
mom^nts  gazing  round  the  church,  wrapt  in  pleasing  meditation, 
in  which  many  objects,  somewhat  foreign  to  the  place  and  time, 
passed  through  his  mind,  when,  chancing  to  look  down,  he  saw. 
a  small  funeral  wreath,  of  mingled  yew  and  cypress,  lying  at  his 
feet,  and  a  slight  tremor  passed  over  his  frame,  as  he  f ound  he 
was  Standing  on  the  ill-omened  grave  of  Abbot  Paslew.  Bef ore 
he  could  ask  himself  by  whom  this  sad  garland  had  been  so 
deposited,  Nicholas  Assheton  came  up  to  him,  and  with  a  look 
of  great  uneasiness  cried,  "  Come  away  instantly,  Dick.  Do  you 
know  where  you  are  standing  ?" 

"  On  the  grave  of  the  last  Abbot  of  Whalley,"  replied  Eichard, 
smiling. 

"  Have  you  forgotten  the  common  saying,"  cried  Nicholas — 
"  that  the  Assheton  who  Stands  on  that  unlucky  grave  shall  die 
within  the  year  ?     Come  away  at  once." 

"  It  is  too  late,"  replied  Eichard,  "  I  have  incurred  the  f ate,  if 
such  a  f ate  be  attached  to  the  tomb  ;  and  as  my  moving  away 
will  not  preserve  me,  so  my  tarrying  here  cannot  injure  me 
further.    But  I  have  no  fear." 

"  You  have  more  courage  than  I  possess,"  rejoined  Nicholas. 
"  I  would  not  set  foot  on  that  accursed  stone  for  half  the  county, 
Its  malign  influence  on  our  house  has  been  approved  too  often. 
The  first  to  experience  the  fatal  destiny  were  Eichard  Assheton 
and  John  BraddyU,  the  purchasers  of  the  Abbey.  Both  met 
here  together  on  the  anniversary  of  the  abbot's  execution — soxoe 
forty  years  after  its  oocunence^  it  is  trae,  and  when  they  wete 
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botli  pretty  well  stricken  in  years-^and  within  tliat  year,  namely 
1578,  both  died,  and  were  buried  in  the  vault  on  the  opposite 
side  of  the  churcb,  not  many  paces  from  their  old  enemy.  Tbe 
last  instance  was  my  poor  brother  Eicbard,  who,  being  in- 
credulous  as  you  are,  was  resolved  to  brave  the  destiny,  and 
stationed  bimself  upon  the  tomb  during  divine  Service,  but  he 
too  died  within  the  appointed  time." 

"  He  was  bewitched  to  death — so,  at  least,  it  is  afl&rmed,"  said 
Itichard  Assheton,  with  a  smile.  "  But  I  believe  in  one  evil 
influence  just  as  much  as  in  the  other." 

"  It  matters  not  how  the  destiny  be  accomplished,  so  it  come 
to  pass,"  rejoined  the  squire,  turning  away.  "  Heaven  shield 
you  from  it." 

"  Stay !"  said  Richard,  picking  up  the  wreath.  "  Who,  think 
you,  can  have  placed  this  funeral  garland  on  the  abbot*s  grave  ?" 

"  I  cannot  guess  !"  cried  Nicholas,  staring  at  it  in  amazement 
— "  an  enemy  of  ours,  most  likely.  It  is  neither  customaiy  nor 
lawful  in  our  Protestant  country  so  to  Ornament  graves.  Put 
it  down.  Dick." 

"  I  shall  not  displace  it,  certainly,"  replied  Richard,  laying  it 
down  again  ;  "  but  I  as  little  think  it  has  been  placed  here  by  a 
hostile  hand,  as  I  do  that  härm  will  ensue  to  me  from  standmg 
here.  To  relieve  your  anxiety,  however,  I  will  come  forth,"  he 
added,  stepping  into  the  aisle.  "  Why  should  an  enemy  deposit 
a  garland  on  the  abbot's  tomb,  since  it  was  by  mere  chance  that 
it  hath  met  my  eyes  ?" 

"  Mere  chance  !"  cried  Nicholas ;  "  every  thing  is  mere  chance 
with  you  philosophers.  There  is  more  than  chance  in  it.  My 
mind  misgives  me  strangely.  That  terrible  old  Abbot  Paslew 
is  as  troublesome  to  us  in  death,  as  he  was  during  life  to  our 
predecessor,  Richard  Assheton.  Not  content  with  making  his 
tombstone  a  weapon  of  destruction  to  us,  he  pays  the  Abbey 
itself  an  occasional  visit,  and  his  appearance  always  betides 
some  disaster  to  the  family.  I  have  never  seen  him  myself,  and 
trust  I  never  shall ;  but  other  people  have,  and  have  been  nigh 
scared  out  of  their  senses  by  the  apparition." 

"  Idle  tales,  the  invention  of  overheated  brains,"  rejoined 
Richard.  **  liust  me,  the  abbot's  rest  will  not  be  broken  tili 
the  day  when  all  shall  rise  from  their  tombs ;  though  if  ever 
the  dead  (supposing  such  a  thing  possible)  could  be  justified  in 
injuring  and  affrighting  the  living,  it  might  be  in  his  case,  since 
he  mainly  owed  his  destruction  to  our  ancestor.  On  the  same 
principle  it  has  been  held  that  church-lands  are  imlucky  to 
their  lay  possesßorß ;  but  see  how  thi»  super^titious  notion  has 
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been  disproved  in  our  own  family,  to  whom  Whalley  Abbey  and 
its  domains  liave  brought  wealth,  power,  and  worldly  happiness." 

"There  is  something  in  the  notion,  nevertheless,"  replied 
Nicholas ;  "  and  tbough  our  case  may,  I  hope,  continue  an 
exoeption  to  the  mle,  most  grantees  of  ecclesiastical  houses  have 
found  them  a  curse,  and  the  time  may  come  when  the  Abbey 
may  prove  so  to  our  descendants.  But,  without  discussing  the 
point,  there  is  one  instance  in  which  the  malignant  influenee  of 
the  vindictive  abbot  has  undoubtedly  extended  long  after  his 
death.  You  have  heard,  I  suppose,  that  he  pronounced  a  dread- 
ful  anathema  upon  the  child  of  a'man  who  had  the  reputation 
of  being  a  wizard,  and  who  afterwards  acted  as  his  executioner. 
I  know  not  the  whole  particulars  of  the  dark  story,  but  I  know 
that  Paslew  fixed  a  curse  upon  the  child,  declaring  it  should 
become  a  witch,  and  the  mother  of  witches.  And  the  prediction 
has  been  verified.  Nigh  eighty  years  have  flown  by  since  then, 
and  the  infant  still  lives — a  fearful  and  mischievous  witch— and 
all  her  family  are  similarly  fated — all  are  witches." 

"I  never  heard  the  story  before,"  said  Eichard,  somewhat 
thoughtfully ;  "  but  I  guess  to  whom  you  allude— Mother  Dem- 
dike  of  Pendle  Forest,  and  her  family." 

"Precisely,"  rejoined  Nicholas;  "they  are  a  brood  of  witches." 

"In  that  case  Alizon  Device  must  be  a  witch,"  cried  Eichard ; 
"  and  I  think  you  will  hardly  venture  upon  such  an  assertion 
after  what  you  have  seen  of  her  to-day.  If  she  be  a  witch,  I 
would  there  were  many  such — as  fair  and  gentle.  And  see  you 
not  how  easily  the  matter  is  explained?  'Give  a  dog  an  ill 
name  and  hang  him' — a  proverb  with  which  you  are  familiär 
enough.  So  with  Mother  Demdike.  Whether  really  uttered  or 
not,  the  abbot's  curse  upon  her  and  her  issue  has  been  bruited 
abroad,  and  hence  she  is  made  a  witch,  and  her  children  are 
supposed  to  inherit  the  infamous  taint.  So  it  is  with  yon  tomb. 
It  is  said  to  be  dangerous  to  our  family,  and  dangerous  no  doubt 
it  is  to  those  who  believe  in  the  saying,  which,  luckily,  I  do  not. 
The  prophecy  works  its  own  fulfilment.  The  absurdity  and 
injustice  of  yielding  to  the  opinion  are  manifest.  No  wrong 
can  have  been  done  the  abbot  by  Mother  Demdike,  any  more 
than  by  her  children,  and  yet  they  are  to  be  punished  for  the 
misdeeds  of  their  predecessor." 

"  Ay,  just  as  you  and  I,  who  are  of  the  third  and  fourth 
generation,  may  be  punished  for  the  sins  of  our  fathers,"  re- 
joined Nicholas.  "You  have  Scripture  against  you,  Dick.  The 
only  thing  I  see  in  favour  of  your  argument  is,  the  instance  you 
allege  of  Alizon.    @he  does  not  look  like  a  witch,  certainly  i  but 
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tliere  is  no  saying.  She  may  be  only  the  more  dangerous  for 
her  rare  beauty  and  apparent  innocence  !*' 

"  I  would  answer  for  her  tnith  with  my  life,"  cried  lÜcliard, 
quickly.  "  It  is  impossible  to  look  at  lier  countenance,  in  wliicli 
candoTir  and  pnrity  sliine  forth,  and  doubt  lier  goodness." 

"  She  batb  cast  her  spells  over  you,  Dick,  that  is  certain," 
rejoined  Nicbolas,  langbing;  "but  to  be  serious.  Alizon,  I 
admit,  is  an  exception  to  the  rest  of  the  f amily,  but  that  only 
strengthens  the  general  rule.  Did  you  ever  remark  the  stränge 
look  they  all — save  the  fair  maid  in  question — have  about  the 
eyes?" 

Eichard  answered  in  the  negative. 

"  It  is  very  singular,  and  I  wonder  you  have  not  noticed  it," 
pursued  Nicholas ;  "  but  the  question  of  reputed  witchcraft  in 
Mother  Demdike  has  some  chance  of  being  speedily  settled :  for 
Master  Potts,  the  little  London  lawyer,  who  goes  with  us  to 
Pendle  Forest  to-morrow,  is  about  to  have  her  arrested  and 
examined  before  a  magistrate." 

"  Indeed  !**  exclaimed  Eichard,  "  this  must  be  prevented." 

"  Why  so  ?"  exclaimed  Nicholas,  in  surprise. 

"  Because  the  prejudice  existing  against  her  is  sure  to  convict 
and  destroy  her,"  rephed  Eichard.  "  Her  great  age,  infirmities, 
and  poverty  will  be  proofs  against  her.  How  can  she,  or  any 
old  enfeebled  creature  Hke  her,  whose  decrepitude  and  misery 
should  move  compassion  rather  than  excite  fear — ^how  can  such 
a  person  defend  herseif  against  charges  eäsily  made,  and  impos- 
sible to  ref ute  ?  I  do  not  deny  the  possibility  of  witchcraft, 
even  in  our  own  days,  though  I  think  it  of  very  imlikely 
occurrence ;  but  I  would  determinately  resist  giving  credit  to 
any  tales  told  by  the  superstitious  vulgär,  who,  naturally  prone 
to  cruelty,  have  so  many  motives  for  avenging  imaginary  wrongs. 
It  is  placing  a  dreadful  weapon  in  their  hands,  of  which  they 
have  cunning  enough  to  know  the  use,  but  neither  mercy  nor 
justice  enough  to  restrain  them  from  using  it.  Better  let  one 
guilty  person  escape,  than  many  innocent  perish.  So  many  un- 
defined  charges  have  been  brought  against  Mother  Demdike, 
that  at  last  they  have  fixed  a  stigma  on  her  name,  and  made  her 
an  object  of  iread  and  suspicion.  She  is  endowed  with  mys- 
terious  power,  which  would  have  no  effect  if  not  believed  in  j 
and  now  must  be  bumed  because  she  is  caUed  a  witch,  and  is 
doting  and  vain  enough  to  accept  the  title."  • 

"  There  is  something  in  a  witch  difiicult,  nay»  almost  impos« 
«ible  to  describe."  said  Kicholas,  **  but  you  cannot  be  mistaken 
abouii  her.    By  W  general  iU  oonrse  of  life^  by  lepei^ed  aois  of 
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mischief,  and  by  threats,  followed  bythe  consequences  menaoed, 
ßhe  becomes  known.  There  is  much  mystery  in  the  matter,  not 
permitted  buman  knowledge  entirely  to  penetrate ;  but,  as  we 
know  from  tbe  Scriptures  that  the  sin  of  witcbcraft  did  exist, 
and  as  we  bave  no  evidence  that  it  has  ceased,  so  it  is  fair  to 
conclude,  that  there  may  be  practisers  of  the  dark  offence  in  onr 
own  days,  and  such  I  hold  to  be  Mother  Demdike  and  Mother 
Chattox.  Rival  potentates  in  eTÜ,  they  contend  which  shall  do 
most  mischief,  but,  it  must  be  admitted,  the  former  bears  away 
the  beU." 

"If  all  the  ill  attributed  to  her  were  really  caused  by  her 
machinations,  this  might  be  correct,"  replied  Eichard ;  "  but  it 
only  shows  her  to  be  more  calumniated  than  the  other.  In  a 
Word,  Cousin  Nicholas,  I  look  upon  them  as  two  poor  old  crea- 
tures,  who,  persuaded  they  really  possess  the  supernatural  power 
accorded  to  them  by  the  vulgär,  strive  to  act  up  to  their  parts, 
and  are  mainly  assisted  in  doing  so  by  the  credulity  and  fears  of 
their  audience." 

"Admitting  the  blind  credulity  of  the  multitude,"  said 
Nicholas,  and  their  proneness  to  discem  the  hand  of  the  witch 
in  the  most  trifling  accidents  ;  admitting  also  their  readiness  to 
accuse  any  old  crone  unlucky  enough  to  ofEend  them  of  sorcery  j 
I  still  befieve  that  there  are  actual  practisers  of  the  black  art, 
who,  for  a  brief  term  of  power,  have  entered  into  a  league  with 
Satan,  worship  him,  and  attend  his  sabbaths,  and  have  a  familiär, 
in  the  shape  of  a  cat,  dog,  toad,  or  mole,  to  obey  their  behests, 
transf  orm  thems^lves  into  various  shapes — ^as  a  hound,  horse,  or 
hare — raise  storms  of  wind  or  hail,  maim  cattle,  bewitch  and 
slay  human  beings,  and  ride  whither  they  will  on  broomsticks. 
But,  holding  the  contrary  opinion,  you  will  not,  I  apprehend, 
aid  Master  Potts  in  his  quest  of  witches." 

"  I  will  not,"  rejoined  Eichard.  "  On  the  contrary,  I  will 
oppose  him.     ßut  enough  of  this.    Let  us  go  forth." 

And  they  quitted  the  church  together, 

As  they  issued  into  the  churchyard,  they  found  the  principal 
arbours  occupied  by  the  morris-dancers,  Eobin  Hood  and  his 
troop,  Doctor  Ormerod  and  Sir  Ealph  having  retired  to  the 
vicarage-house. 

Many  merry  groups  were  scattered  about,  talking,  laughing, 
and  singing :  but  two  persons,  seemingly  objects  öf  suspicioü 
and  alarm,  and  shunned  by  every  one  who  crossed  their  path, 
were  advancing  slowly  towards  the  three  crosses  of  Paullinuö, 
which  stood  in  a  line,  not  far  from  the  church-porch.  They 
were   females,  one   about   five-and-twenty,  Tery  comely,  andl 
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habited  in  smart  holiday  attire,  put  on  with  considerable  rustic 
coquetry,  so  as  to  display  a  very  neat  foot  and  ankle,  and  with 
plenty  of  ribands  in  her  fine  chestnut  hair.  The  other  was  a 
Tery  different  person,  far  advanced  in  years,  bent  ahnost  double, 
palsy-stricken,  her  arms  and  limbs  shaking,  her  head  nodding, 
her  chin  wagging,  her  snowy  locks  hanging  about  her  wrinkled 
visage,  her  brows  and  upper  lip  fröre,  and  her  eyes  almost  sight- 
less,  the  pupils  being  cased  with  a  thin  white  fihn.  Her  dress, 
of  antiquated  make  and  f aded  stuff,  had  been  once  deep  red  in 
colour,  and  her  old  black  hat  was  high-crowned  and  broad- 
brimmed.  She  partly  aided  herseif  in  Walking  with  a  crutch- 
handled  stick,  and  partly  leaned  upon  her  younger  companion 
for  Support. 

"Why  there  is  one  of  the  old  women  we  have  just  been 
speakingof — MotherChattox,"  said  Eichard,  pointing  them  out ; 
"  and  with  her,  her  grand-daughter,  pretty  Nan  ßedfeme." 

"  So  it  is,"  cried  Nicholas ;  "  what  makes  the  old  hag  here,  I 
marvel !     I  will  go  q  aestion  her." 

So  saying,  he  strode  quickly  towards  her. 

"  How  now,  Mother  Chattox !"  he  cried.  "  What  mischief  is 
afoot?  What  makes  the  darkness-loving  owl  abroad  in  the 
glare  of  day?  What  brings  the  grisly  she-wolf  from  her 
forest  lair  ?  Back  to  thy  den,  old  witch  !  Ar*t  crazed,  as  well 
as  blind  and  palsied,  that  thou  knowest  not  that  this  is  a  merry- 
making,  and  not  a  devil*s  sabbath  ?  Back  to  thy  hut,  I  say ! 
These  sacred  precincts  are  no  place  for  thee." 

"  Who  is  it  speaks  to  me?"  demanded  the  old  hag,  halting, 
and  fixing  her  glazed  eyes  upon  him. 

"  One  thou  hast  much  injured,"  replied  Nicholas.  "One  into 
whose  house  thou  hast  brought  quick-waating  sickness  and 
death  by  thy  infernal  arts.  One  thou  hast  good  reason  to  fear ; 
for  learn,  to  thy  confusion,  thou  damned  and  murtherous  witch, 
it  is  Nicholas,  brother  to  thy  victim,  Eichard  Assheton  of  Down- 
ham,  who  speaks  to  thee." 

"  I  know  none  I  have  reason  to  fear,"  replied  Mother  Chattox ; 
"  especially  thee,  Nicholas  Assheton.  Thy  brother  was  no  victim 
of  mine.  Thou  wert  the  gainer  by  his  death,  not  I.  Why 
should  I  slay  him  ?" 

"  I  will  teil  thee  why,  old  hag,"  cried  Nicholas ;  "  he  was  in- 
flamed  by  the  beauty  of  thy  grand-daughter  Nancy  here,  and  it 
was  to  please  Tom  Eedf erne,  her  sweetheart  then,  but  her  spouse 
gince,  that  thou  bewitchedst  him  to  death." 

"  That  reason  will  not  avail  thee,  Nicholas,"  rejoined  Mother 
OhattoX;  with  a  derisive  -  laugh.    ''  If  I  had  any  hand  in  his 
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death,  it  was  to  serve  and  pleasure  thee,  and  that  all  men  shaU 
know,  if  I  am  queetioned  on  tlie  subject— ha !  ha !  Take  me  to 
the  crosses,  Nance." 

"Thou  shalt  not  'scape  thus,  thou  murtherous  hag,"  cried 
"Nicholas,  furionsly. 

"  Nay,  let  her  go  her  way,"  said  Eichard,  who  had  drawn  near 
during  the  colloquy.  "  No  good  will  come  of  meddling  with 
her." 

"  Who*s  that  ?"  asked  Mother  Chattox,  quicldy. 

"Master  Eichard  Assheton,  o'  Middleton,"  whispered  Nan 
Eedfeme. 

"  Anotherof  these  accursed  Asshetons,"  cried  Mother  Chattox. 
"  A  plague  seize  them !" 

"Boh  he's  well-favourt  an*  kbadly,"  remarked  her  giand« 
daughter. 

"  Well-f äToured  or  not,  kindly  or  cruel,  I  hate  them  all," 
cried  Mother  Chattox.     "  To  the  crosses,  I  say !" 

But  Nicholas  placed  himself  in  their  path. 

"  Is  it  to  pray  to  Beelzebub,  thy  master,  that  thou  wouldst  go 
to  the  crosses  ?"  he  asked. 

"  Out  of  my  way,  pestilent  fool !"  cried  the  hag. 

"  Thou  shalt  not  stir  tili  I  have  had  an  answer,"  rejoined 
Nicholas.  "  They  say  those  are  Eunic  obelisks,  and  not  Chris- 
tian crosses,  and  that  the  carvings  upon  them  have  a  magical 
signification.  The  first,  it  is  averred,  is  written  o*er  with  deadly 
curses,  and  the  forms  in  which  they  are  traced,  as  Serpentine, 
triangulär,  or  round,  indicate  and  rule  their  swift  or  slow  efEect. 
The  second  bears  charms  against  diseases,  storms,  and  lightning. 
And  on  the  third  is  inscribed  a  verse  which  will  render  him  who 
can  read  it  rightly,  invisible  to  mortal  view.  Thou  shouldst  be 
leamed  in  such  lore,  old  Pythoness.     Is  it  so  ?" 

The  hag's  chin  wagged  fearfully,  and  her  frame  trembled  with 
passion,  but  she  spoke  not. 

"Have  you  been  in  the  church,  old  woman?"  interposed 
Eichard. 

"  Ay,  wherefore  ?"  she  rejoined. 

"  Some  one  has  placed  a  cypress  wreath  on  Abbot  Paslew's 
grave.     Was  it  you  ?"  he  asked. 

"  What !  hast  thou  found  it  ?"  cried  the  hag.  "  It  shall  bring 
theo  rare  luck,  lad — rare  luck.    Now  let  me  pass." 

"Not  yet,"  cried  Nicholas,  forcibly  grasping  her  withered 
arm. 

The  hag  uttered  a  scream  of  rage. 

"  Let  me  go,  Nicholas  Assheton !"   she  shrieked,  "  or  thou 
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shalt  rue  it.  Cramps  and  aches  sliall  wring  and  rack  thy  flesh 
and  bones ;  fever  sliall  consume  thee ;  ague  sliall  sliake  thee 
— sliake  thee — ^ha !" 

And  Nicliolas  recoiled,  appalled  by  lier  fearful  gestures. 

"  You  carry  your  malignity  too  far,  old  woman,"  said  Eichard, 
severely. 

"  And  thou  darest  teil  me  so !"  cried  the  hag.  "  Set  me  bef ore 
him,  Nance,  that  I  may  curse  him,"  she  added,  raising  her 
palsied  arm. 

**  Nah,  nah — ^yo'n  cursed  ower  much  already,  grandmother," 
cried  Nan  Eedferne,  endeavouring  to  drag  her  away.  But  the 
old  woman  resisted. 

"  I  will  teach  him  to  cross  my  path,**  she  vociferated,  in  ac- 
cents  shrill  and  jarring  as  the  cry  of  the  goat-sucker.  "  Hand- 
some  he  is,  it  may  be,  now,  but  he  shall  not  be  so  long.  The 
bloom  shall  fade  from  his  cheek,  the  fire  be  extinguished  in  his 
eyes,  the  strength  depart  from  his  limbs.  Sorrow  shall  be  her 
portion  who  loves  him — sorrow  and  shame !" 

"  Horrible !"  exclaimed  Richard,  endeavouring  to  exclude  the 
voice  of  the  crone,  which  pierced  his  ear  like  some  sharp  instru- 
ment. 

"  Ha !  ha !  you  fear  me  now !"  she  cried.  "  By  this,  and  this, 
the  spell  shall  work,"  she  added,  describing  a  circle  in  the  air 
with  her  stick,  then  crossing  it  twice,  and  finally  scattering  over 
him  a  handful  of  grave  dust,  snatched  from  an  adjoining  hillock. 

**Nowlead  me  quickly  tothe  smaller  cross,  Nance,"  she  added, 
in  a  low  tone. 

Her  grand-daughter  complied,  with  a  glance  of  deep  com- 
miseration  at  Eichard,  who  remained  stupefied  at  the  ominous 
proceeding. 

"Ah!  this  must  indeed  be  a  witch!"  he  cried,  recovering 
from  the  momentary  shock. 

"  So  you  are  convinced  at  last,"  rejoined  Nicholas.  "  I  can 
take  breath  now  the  old  hell-cat  is  gone.  But  she  shall  not 
escape  us.  Keep  an  eye  upon  her,  while  I  see  if  Simon  Spar- 
shot,  the  beadle,  be  within  the  churchyard,  and  if  so  he  shall 
take  her  into  custody,  and  lock  her  in  the  cage." 

With  this,  he  ran  towards  the  throng,  shouting  lustily  f or  the 
beadle.  Presently  a  big,  burly  fellow,  in  a  scarlet  doublet, 
laced  with  gold,  a  black  yelvet  cap  trimmed  with  red  ribands, 
yellow  hose,  and  shoes  with  great  roses  iii  them,  and  bearing  a 
long  silver-headed  staff,  answered  the  summons,  and  upon  being 
told  why  his  Services  were  required,  immediately  roared  out  at 
the  top  of  a  stentorian  voice,  "  A  witch,  lads ! — a  witch  !'* 
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All  was  astir  in  an  instant.  Eobin  Hood  and  his  merry  men, 
with  the  morris-dancers,  rushed  out  of  their  bowers,  and  the 
whole  cburcliyard  was  in  agitation.  Above  the  din  was  heard 
the  loud  voice  of  Simon  Sparshot,  still  shouting,  "  A  witch ! — a 
witch ! — ^Mother  Chattox  !" 

"  Where — where  ?"  demanded  several  voices. 

*'  Yonder,"  replied  Nicholas,  pointing  to  the  further  cross. 

A  general  movement  took  place  in  that  direction,  the  crowd 
being  headed  by  the  squire  and  the  beadle ;  but  when  they  came 
up,  they  f ound  only  Nan  Redfeme  standing  behind  the  obelisk. 

"Where  the  devil  is  the  old  witch  gone,  Dick?*'  cried 
Nicholas,  in  dismay. 

"  I  thought  I  saw  her  standing  there  with  her  grand-daughter," 
replied  Richard;  "  but,  in  truth,  I  did  not  watch  very  closely." 

"  Search  for  her — search  for  her !''  cried  Nicholas. 

But  neither  behind  the  crosses,  nor  behind  any  monmnent, 
nor  in  any  hole  or  comer,  nor  on  the  other  side  of  the  church- 
yard  wall,  nor  at  the  back  of  the  little  hermitage  or  chapel, 
though  all  were  quickly  examined,  could  the  old  hag  be  found. 

On  being  questioned,  Nan  Redferne  refused  to  say  aught  con- 
ceming  her  grandmother*s  flight  or  place  of  concealment. 

"  I  begin  to  think  there  is  some  truth  in  that  stränge  legend 
of  the  cross,"  Said  Nicholas.  "  Notwithstanding  her  blindness, 
the  old  hag  must  have  managed  fco  read  the  magic  verse  upon 
it,  and  so  have  rendered  her  seif  invisible.  But  we  have  got  the 
young  witch  safe." 

"  Yeigh,  squoire  l"  rosponded  Sparshot,  who  had  seized  hold  of 
Nance,  "  hoo  be  safe  enough." 

**  Nan  Redferne  is  no  witch,"  said  Richard  Assheton,  authori* 
tatively. 

"  Neaw  witch,  Mester  Ruchot !"  cried  the  beadle,  in  amaze» 
ment. 

"  No  more  than  any  of  these  lasses  around  us,"  said  Richard. 
"  Release  her,  Sparshot." 

"  I  forbid  him  to  do  so,  tili  she  has  been  examined,"  cried  a 
sharp  voice.  And  the  next  moment  Master  Potts  was  seen 
pushing  his  way  through  the  crowd.  "  So  you  have  found  a 
witch,  my  masters.  I  heard  your  shouts,  and  hurried  on  as 
fast  as  I  could.  Just  in  time,  Master  Nicholas — just  in  time," 
he  added,  rubbing  his  hands  gleefully. 

"  Lemme  go,  Simon,"  besought  Nance. 

"  Neaw,  neaw,  lass,  that  munnot  be,"  rejoined  Sparshot. 

^^Help^ — save  me,  Master  Richard  I"  cried  the  young  woman. 

Bj  thig  timQ  the  erowd  had  gatbered  round  her,  yelling,  hoot«* 
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ing,  and  shakiiig  their  hands  at  her,  as  if  about  to  tear  her  in 
pieces  ;  but  Eichard  Assheton  planted  himself  resolutely  before 
her,  and  pushed  back  the  foremost  of  them. 

"  Eemove  her  instantly  to  the  Abbey,  Sparshot,"  he  cried, 
"  and  let  her  be  kept  in  safe  custody  tili  Sir  Ealph  has  time  to 
examine  her.    Will  that  content  you,  masters  ?" 

"  ISfeaw — ^neaw,"  responded  several  rough  voices  ;  "  swim  her  ! 
— swim  her  !*' 

"  Quite  right,  my  worthy  friends,  quite  right,"  said  Potts," 
'\Primo,  let  us  make  sure  she  is  a  witch — secundo,  let  us  take 
her  to  the  Abbey." 

"  There  can  be  no  doubt  as  to  her  being  a  witch,  Master 
Potts,"  rejoined  Nicholas  ;  "  her  old  grand-dame,  Mother  Chat- 
tox,  has  just  vanished  from  our  sight." 

"  Has  Mother  Chattox  been  here  ?"  cried  Potts,  opening  his 
round  eyes  to  their  widest  extent. 

"Not  many  minutes  since,"  replied  Nicholas.  "In  fact,  she 
may  be  here  still  for  aught  I  know." 

"  Here ! — ^where  ?"  cried  Potts,  looking  round. 

"You  won't  discover  her  for  all  your  quickness,"  replied 
Nicholas.  "  She  has  rendered  herseif  invisible,  by  reciting  the 
magical  verse  iuscribed  on  that  cross." 

"Indeed!"  exclaimed  the  attomey,  closely  examining  the 
mysterious  inscriptions.  "What  stränge,  uncouth  characters! 
I  can  make  neither  head  nor  tail,  unless  it  be  the  deviFs  tail,  of 
them." 

At  this  moment  a  whoop  was  raised  by  Jem  Device,  who, 
having  taken  his  little  sister  home,  had  retumed  to  the  Sports 
on  the  green,  and  now  f ormed  part  of  the  assemblage  in  the 
churchyard.  Between  the  rival  witch  potentates,  Mothers  Dem- 
dike  and  Chattox,  it  has  already  been  said  a  deadly  enmity 
existed,  and  the  feud  was  carried  on  with  equal  animosity  by 
their  descendants;  and  though  Jem  himself  came  under  the 
same  suspicion  as  Nan  Eedferne,  that  circumstance  created  no 
tie  of  interest  between  them,  but  the  contrary,  and  he  was  the 
most  active  of  her  assailants.  He  had  set  up  the  above-men- 
tioned  cry  from  observing  a  large  rat  running  along  the  side  of 
the  wall. 

"  Theere  hoo  goes,"  whooped  Jem,  "  t'  owd  witch,  i'  th*  shape 
ov  a  rotten  !-rloo-loo-loo !" 

Half  the  crowd  started  in  pursuit  of  the  animal,  and  twenty 
sticks  were  thrown  at  it,  but  a  stone  cast  by  Jem  stayed  its  pro- 
gress,  and  it  was  instantly  despatched.  It  did  not  change,  how- 
ever,  as  was  expected  by  the  credulous  hinds,  into   an  old 
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wottian,  and  they  gaye  Tent  to  their  disappointment  and  rage  in 
renewed  threats  against  Nan  Eedfeme.  The  dead  rat  was  hurled 
at  her  by  Jens,  but  missing  its  mark,  it  hit  Master  Potts  on  the 
head,  and  nearlj  knocked  him  off  the  cross,  upon  which  he  had 
xnounted  to  obtain  a  better  view  of  the  proceedings.  Irritated 
by  this  circumstance,  as  well  as  by  the  f ailure  of  the  experiment, 
the  little  attorney  jumped  down,  and  feil  to  kicking  the  unfor- 
tunate  rat,  after  which,  his  fury  being  somewhat  appeased,  he 
tumed  to  ^Nfance,  who  had  sxink  f  or  support  against  the  pedestal, 
and  Said  to  her,  "  If  you  will  teil  us  what  has  become  of  the  old 
witch,  your  grandmother,  and  nndertake  to  bear  witness  against 
her,  you  shall  be  set  free." 

"Ey'n  teU^e  nowt,  mon,"  replied  Nance,  doggedly.  "Put 
me  to  onny  tnal  ye  like,  ye  shanna  get  a  word  fro'  me." 

"  That  remains  to  be  seen,"  retorted  Potts,  "  but  I  apprehend 
we  shall  make  you  speak,  and  pretty  plainly  too,  before  we've 
done  with  you.-— You  hear  what  this  perverse  and  wrong« 
headed  young  witch  declares,  masters,"  he  shouted,  again  clam- 
bering  upon  the  cross.  **I  have  offered  her  liberty,  on  condition 
of  disclosing  to  us  the  manner  of  her  diaboUcal  old  relativere 
evasion,  and  she  rejects  it." 

An  angry  roar  followed,  mixed  with  cries  from  Jem  Device, 
of  "  Swim  her !— swim  her !" 

"You  had  better  teil  them  what  you  know,  Nance,"  said 
Richard,  in  a  low  tone,  "  or  I  shall  have  difficulty  in  preserving 
you  from  their  fury." 

"  Ey  darena,  Master  Eichard,"  she  replied,  shaking  her  head, 
and  then  she  added  firmly,  "  Ey  winna." 

Finding  it  useless  to  reason  with  her,  and  fearing  also  that 
the  infuriated  crowd  might  attempt  to  put  their  threats  into 
execution,  Eichard  tumed  to  his  cousin  Nicholas,  and  said: 
"  We  must  get  her  away,  or  violence  will  be  done." 

"  She  does  not  deserve  your  compassion,  Dick,"  replied  Ni- 
cholas  ;  "  she  is  only  a  few  degrees  better  than  the  old  hag  who 
has  escaped.  Sparshot  here  teils  me  she  is  noted  for  her  skill 
in  modelling  clay  figures." 

"  Yeigh,  that  hoo  be,"  replied  the  broad-faced  beadle ;  "  hoo's 
unaccountable  cliver  ot  that  sort  o'  wark.  A  clay  figure  os  big 
OS  a  six  month's  barn,  fashiont  i'  th'  likeness  o'  Farmer  Grimble 
o'  Briercliffe  lawnd,  os  died  last  month,  wor  seen  i'  her  cottage, 
an*  mbnny  others  besoide.  Amongst  'em  a  moddle  o'  your  la- 
mented  brother,  Squoire  Euchot  Assheton,  o'  Downham,  wi'  t* 
yeod  pood  off,  and  th'  'eart  pierct  thro*  an'  thro'  wi'  pins  and 
needles," 
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**  Yelien  i*  yoiir  teeth,  Simon  Sparshot !"  cried  Nfance,  regard« 
ihg  him  furionsly. 

"  If  the  head  were  off,  Simon)  I  don't  «ee  how  the  likeness  td 
my  poor  brother  conld  wbII  be  recOgnist3d,"  said  Nidiolae,  with 
a  half  smile.  "  But  let  her  be  püt  to  isome  mild  trial^«-Weighed 
against  the  chnrcli  Bible." 

"Be  it  SO,"  replied  Potts,  jümping  down;  "but  if  tha*  fail^ 
vre  must  have  recourse  to  stronger  measures.  Take  notice  that, 
with  all  her  fright,  she  has  not  been  able  to  Bhed  a  tear,  not  a 
Single  tear — a  clear  witch — a  clear  witch !" 

**  Ey'd  scom  tö  weep  fo'  t'  like  o'  yo !"  cried  iNance,  disdain* 
fully,  having  now  completely  recovered  her  natural  andacity. 

"  We'U  soon  break  your  spirit,  yonng  woman,  I  can  promise 
you,"  rejoined  Potts. 

As  soon  as  it  was  known  what  was  aboiit  to  occur,  the  whole 
crowd  moved  towards  the  ehnrch  porch,  Nan  Eedfeme  Walking 
between  Richard  Assheton  and  the  beadle,  who  kept  hold  of 
her  arm  to  prevent  any  atteinpt  at  ee^ape ;  and  by  the  time  they 
reached  the  appointed  place,  Ben  Baggiley,  the  baker,  who  had 
been  despatched  for  the  pnrpose>  appeared  with  an  enormou» 
pair  of  wooden  scales,  while  Sampson  Harrop,  the  clerk,  having 
visited  the  pnlpit,  caüie  forth  With  the  ehnrch  Bible,  an  im- 
mense volume,  bound  in  black,  with  great  silver  clasps. 

"  Come,  that*s  a  good  big  Bibie  at  all  eveöt«,"  cried  Potts, 
^eing  it  With  satisfaction.  "  It  looks  like  my  honourable  and 
Singular  good  Lord  Chief  Justice  Sir  Edward  Oöke's  leamed 
*  Institutes  of  the  Laws  of  England^*  only  that  that  great  legal 
tome  is  generally  bound  in  calf — laW  calf,  as  We  say." 

"  Large  as  the  book  is,  it  wiU  ficarce  prove  heavy  enongh  to 
weigh  down  the  witch,  1  öpine>"  öbserved  Nicholas,  with  ib 
smile. 

"  We  shall  see,  sir,"  replied  Potts.     "  We  sha,ll  see.*^ 

JBy  this  time,  the  scales  having  .been  affixed  to  a  hook  in  the 
porch  by  Baggiley,  the  sacred  volume  was  placed  on  one  sade, 
Ahd  Kance  set  down  by  the  beadle  on  the  other.  The  result  of 
the  experiment  was  precisely  what  might  have  been  anticipated 
"-M9ie  moMent  the  young  i^oman  took  her  place  in  the  balance, 
A  iastAi  doWn  to  the  ground,  while  the  other  kicked  the  beam 

^'  I  iiope  you  are  satisfied  now,  Master  Potts,"  cried  Eichard 
Assheton.     "  By  your  own  trial  her  innocence  is  approved." 

"  Yoür  pardon,  Master  Eichard,  this  is  Squire  Nicholas's  trial, 
not  Inine,'^  replied  Potts.  "  I  am  for  the  ordeal  of  swimming. 
How  ftay  yoü,  masters !  Shall  we  be  «ofttent  with  this  doubtf  ul 
experiment  ?" 
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"  Neaw— neaw,"  respönded  Jem  Device,  who  acted  as  spokes- 
maii  to  the  crowd,  "  swim  her — swim  her!" 

I  knew  you  wotdd  have  it  so,**  said  Potts,  approvingly. 

Where  is  a  fitting  place  for  the  trial  ?'* 

"  Th*  Abbey  pool  is  nah  für  off,**  replied  Jem,  "  ot  je  con  tay 
her  to  th*  Calder.** 

"  The  river,  by  all  means — nothing  like  a  running  stream,** 
said  Potts.     "  Let  coMs  be  procured  to  bind  her.** 

"  Eun  fo'  *eni,  quickly,  Ben,**  said  Jem  to  Baggiley,  who  was 
very  iealous  in  the  cause. 

"  Oh  !**  groaned  Nance,  again  losing  courage,  and  glancing 
piteously  at  Eichatd, 

"No  onttage  like  this  shaäl  be  perpetrÄted,**  cried  the  yoang 
man,  firmly ;  "  I  call  npon  you>  consin  Nicholas,  to  help  me. 
Go  into  the  chutch,**  he  added,  thrusting  Nance  backward,  and 
pi?6öenting  his  sword  at  the  breast  of  Jem  Device,  who  attempted 
to  f ollow  her,  and  who  retired  muttering  threats  and  curses ; 
^'  I  wiU  ton  the  £rst  man  throngh  the  body  who  attempts  to 
Jyass.* 

As  Nan  Eedf erne  made  good  her  retreat,  and  shut  the  church». 
döor  aftet  her.  Mästet  Potts,  pale  with  rage,  cried  out  to  Eichard, 
"  Tou  have  öided  the  escape  of  a  desperate  and  notorious  of^ 
fender — ^actttaÜy  in  custody,  dir,  and  have  rendered  yoursetf 
liable  to  indi<jtment  for  it,  sir,  with  consequences  of  fine  and  im- 
prisonment,  si* — heavy  fine  and  long  imprisonment,  sir.  Do 
you  mark  me,  Master  Eichard  ?** 

"  I  will  answer  the  consequences  of  iny  act  to  those  empowered 
to  question  it,  sif  ,'*  replied  liichard,  sternly. 

"  Well,  sir,  I  haVe  given  you  notice,"  rejoined  Potts,  "  due 
notice.  We  shall  hear  what  Sir  Ralph  will  say  to  the  matter, 
and  Master  Eoger  Nowell,  and ** 

"  You  forget  me,  good  Master  Potts,**  interrupted  Nicholad, 
laughingly ;  "  I  entirely  disapprove  of  it.  Itis  a  most  flagrant 
breach  of  duty.  Nevertheless,  I  am  glad  the  poor  wench  has 
got  off.** 

"  She  is  safe  within  the  church,**  said  Potts,  "  and  I  command 
Master  Eichard,  in  the  king's  name,  to  let  us  pass.  Beadle! 
Bharpshot,  Sparshot.  or  Whatevet  be  your  conf ounded  name,  do 
your  duty,  sirrah.   Entet  the  church  and  bring  forth  the  witch.*' 

"  Ey  dama,  mester,**  replied  Simon  ;  "  young  Mester  Euchot 
tid  slit  mey  weasand  os  soon  os  look  ot  meh.'* 

Eichard  put  an  end  to  further  altercation,  by  stepping  back 
quickly,  locking  the  door,  and  then  taking  out  the  key,  and 
^utting  it  into  hk  pUfCkt/^  ^ 

k2  ^ 
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"  She  is  quite  safe  now,"  he  cried,  with  a  smile  at  tlie  dis- 
comfited  lawyer. 

"  Is  there  no  other  door  ?*'  inquired  Potts  of  the  beadle,  in  a 
low  tone. 

"  Yeigh,  tlieere  be  one  ot  t'otber  soide,**  replied  Sparsbot, 
"  bob  it  be  locked,  ey  reckon,  an'  maybe  boo'n  getten  out  tbat 
way." 

"  Quick,  quick,  and  let*s  see,*'  cried  Potts ;  "  justice  must  not 
be  tbwarted  in  this  sbameful  manner." 

Wbile  tbe  greater  part  of  tbe  crowd  set  off  after  Potts  and 
tbe  beadle,  Richard  Assheton,  anxious  to  know  what  had  become 
of  the  fugitive,  and  determined  not  to  abandon  her  while  any 
danger  existed,  unlocked  the  church  door,  and  entered  the  holy 
structure,  f ollowed  by  ISficholas.  On  looking  around,  Nance  was 
nowhere  to  be  seen,  neither  did  she  answer  to  his  repeated  calls, 
and  Eichard  concluded  she  must  have  escaped,  when  all  at  once 
a  loud  exulting  shout  was  heard  without,  leaying  no  doubt  that 
the  poor  young  woman  had  again  fallen  into  the  hands  of  her 
captors.  The  next  moment  a  sharp,  piercing  scream  in  a  female 
key  confirmed  the  supposition.  On  hearing  this  cry,  Eichard' 
instantly  flew  to  the  opposite  door,  through  which  Nance  must 
have  passed,  but  on  trying  it  he  found  it  fastened  outside  ;  and 
Med  Vith  Budden  mis^ying,  for  he  now  recoUected  leaving  the 
key  in  the  other  door,  he  called  to  ISficholas  to  come  with  him, 
and  hurried  back  to  it.  His  apprehensions  were  verified ;  the 
door  was  locked.  At  first  Nicholas  was  inclined  to  laugh  at  the 
trick  played  them ;  but  a  Single  look  from  Eichard  checked  his 
tendency  to  merriment,  and  he  foUowed  his  young  relative,  who 
had  Sprung  to  a  window  looking  upon  that  part  of  the  church- 
yard  whence  the  shouts  came,  and  flung  it  open.  Eichard's 
egress,  however,  was  prevented  by  an  iron  bar,  and  he  called  out 
loudly  and  fiercely  to  the  beadle,  whom  he  saw  standing  in  the 
midst  of  the  crowd,  to  unlock  the  door, 

"  Have  a  little  patience,  good  Master  Eichard,**  replied  Potts, 
turning  up  his  provoking  little  visage,  now  charged  with  tri- 
umphant  maHce.  "  You  shall  come  out  presently.  We  are 
busy  just  now — engaged  in  binding  the  witch,  as  you  see.  Both 
keys  are  safely  in  my  pocket,  and  I  will  send  you  one  of  them 
when  we  start  for  the  river,  good  Master  Eichard.  We  lawyers 
are  not  to  be  overreached  you  see — ^ha !  ha !" 

"You  shall  repent  this  conduct  when  I  do  get  out,"  cried 
Eichard,  f uriously.  "  Sparshot,  I  command  you  to  bring  the 
key  instantly." 

But,  encouraged  by  the  attorney,  the  beadle  affected  not  to 
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hear  Eichard's  angry  Tociferations,  and  the  others  were  unable 
to  aid  the  joung  man,  if  they  had  been  so  disposed,  and  all  were 
too  much  interested  in  what  was  going  f  orward  to  run  off  to  the 
yicarage,  and  acquaint  Sir  Balph  with  the  circumstances  in  which 
bis  relatives  were  placed,  even  though  enjoined  to  do  so. 

On  being  set  free  by  Bichard,  Nance  had  flown  quicklj  through 
ihe  ehnrch,  and  passed  out  at  the  side  door,  and  was  making 
good  her  retreat  at  the  back  of  the  edifice,  when  her  flying  figure 
was  descried  by  Jem  Device,  who,  failing  in  bis  first  attempt, 
had  run  round  that  way,  fancying  he  shoidd  catch  her. 

He  instantly  dashed  after  her  with  all  the  f ury  of  a  blood- 
hound,  and,  being  possessed  of  remarkable  activity,  speedily 
overtook  her,  and,  heedless  of  her  threats  and  entreaties,  secured 
her. 

'*  Lemme  go,  Jem,"  she  cried,  "  an'  eywin  do  thee  a  good  tum 
one  o'  these  days,  when  theaw  may  chonce  to  be  i'  th'  same 
strait  OS  me."  But  seeing  him  inezorable,  she  added,  '^My 
granddame  shan  rack  thy  boans  sorely,  lad,  for  this." 

Jem  replied  by  a  coarse  laugh  of  defiance,  and,  dragging  her 
along,  delivered  her  to  Master  Potts  and  the  beadle,  who  were 
then  hurrying  to  the  other  door  of  the  church.  To  prevent  in- 
terruption,  the  cunning  attomey,  having  ascertained  that  the 
two  Asshetons  were  inside,  instantly  gave  Orders  to  have  both 
doors  locked,  and  the  injunctions  being  promptly  obeyed,  he 
took  possession  of  the  keys  himself,  chuckling  at  the  success  of 
the  stratagem.  "  A  fair  reprisal,"  he  muttered ;  "  this  young 
milksop  shall  find  he  is  no  match  for  a  skilful  lawyer  like  me. 
Now,  the  cords — the  cords !" 

It  was  at  the  sight  of  the  bonds,  which  were  quickly  brought 
byBaggilejr,that  Nance  uttered  the  piercing  cry  that  had  roused 
Bichard's  Indignation.  Feeling  secure  of  his  prisoner,  and  now 
no  longer  apprehensive  of  interruption,  Master  Potts  was  in  no 
hurry  to  conclude  the  arrangements,  but  rather  prolonged  them 
to  exasperate  Eichard.  Little  consideration  was  shown  the  un- 
fortunate  captive.  The  new  shoes  and  stockings  of  which  she 
had  been  so  vain  a  short  time  before,  were  torn  from  her  feet 
and  limbs  by  the  rüde  hands  of  the  remorseless  Jem  and  the 
beadle,  and  bent  down  by  the  main  f orce  of  these  two  streng 
men,  her  thumbs  and  great  toes  were  tightly  bound  together, 
crosswise,  by  the  cords.  The  churchyard  rang  with  her  shrieks, 
and,  with  his  blood  boiling  with  indignation  at  the  sight,  Eichard 
redoubled  his  exertions  to  burst  through  the  window  and  fly  to 
her  assistance.  But  though  Nicholas  now  lent  his  powerfid  aid 
to  the  task,  their  combined  efforts  to  obtain  liberation  were  un« 
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AFiüling }  and  witb  rage  almost  amounting  to  frenzy,  Eichard 
beheld  tbe  poor  young  woman  borne  sliriekiBg  away  by  her 
paptors.  Kor  was  Nicholas  muoh  lesa  incensed,  and  he  swore  a 
deep  oath  when  he  did  get  at  liberty  that  Master  Potts  should 
pay  dearly  for  his  rascally  conduct. 


VI. 

THE   OBDEAL  BY   SWIMMING. 


BouND  hand  and  foot  in  the  painful  posture  before  described, 
roughly  and  insolently  handled  on  all  sides,  in  peril  of  her  life 
from  the  frightful  ordeal  to  which  she  was  about  to  be  subjected, 
the  miserable  oaptive  was  borne  along  on  the  Shoulders  of  Jem 
Device  and  Sparshot,  her  long,  fine  chestnut  hair  trailing  upon 
the  ground,  her  white  Shoulders  exposed  to  the  insolent  gaze  of 
the  crowd,  and  her  trim  hoMay  attire  tom  to  rags  by  the  rough 
treatment  she  had  experienced.  Nance  Kedfeme,  it  has  been 
Said,  was  a  Yery  comely  young  woman ;  but  neither  her  beauty, 
her  youth,  nor  her  sex,  had  any  effect  upon  the  ferocious  crowd, 
who  were  too  much  acoustomed  to  9uch  brutal  and  debasing 
exhibitions,  to  feel  anything  but  savage  delight  in  the  spectacle 
pf  a  fellow-creature  so  scandalously  treated  and  tormented,  and 
the  only  excuse  to  be  offered  for  their  barbarity,  is  the  firm 
belief  they  entertained  that  they  were  dealing  with  a  witch. 
And  when  even  in  our  own  day  so  many  revolting  scenes  are 
^nacted  to  gratify  the  brutal  passions  of  the  mob,  while  prize- 
fights  are  tolerated,  and  wretched  animals  goaded  on  to  tear 
each  other  in  pieces,  it  is  not  to  be  wondered  at  that,  in  times 
of  less  enlightenment  and  refinement,  greater  cruelties  should 
be  practised.  Indeed,  it  may  be  well  to  consider  how  fa^  we 
have  really  advanced  in  ciyilization  since  then ;  for  tintil  cruelty, 
whether  to  man  or  beast,  be  whoUy  banished  from  our  sports, 
we  cannot  justly  reproach  our  ancestors,  or  congratulate  our- 
selves  on  our  improvement. 

Nance's  cries  of  distress  were  only  answered  by  jeers,  and 
renewed  insults,  and  wearied  out  at  length,  the  poor  creature 
oeased  strug^ling  and  shrieking,  the  dogged  resolution  she  had 
büfore  exhibited  again  ooming  to  her  aid. 

S^t  h^x  f ortitude  was  to  be  yet  more  severely  tested.  Beyealed 
by  th^  cÜscffdiSr  Ckf  her  hahilimonts,  and  ocmtraating  stroBgly  with 


THE  LANCASHIRE  WITCHES,  135 

tlie  extreme  whiteness  of  her  skin,  a  dun-coloured  mole  was  dis- 
covered  upon  her  breast.     It  was  pointed  out  to  Potts  by  Jen^, 
Device,  who  declared  it  to  be  a  witcn-mark,  and  the  spot  where 
her  familiär  drained  her  blood. 

"  Tliis  is  one  of  the  '  good  helps'  to  the  discovery  of  a  witcb^ 
pointed  out  by  our  Eiovereign  Iprd  the  king,"  said  tl^e  s^ttprney, 
narrowly  examining  the  spot.  "  *  The  pue,'  saith  our  wi§[^ 
prince,  *  is  the  finding  of  their  mark,  and  the  trying  t}ie  insen- 
sibleness  thereof.  The  other  is  their  fleeting  on  tbe  wß.t^r.* 
The  water-ordeal  will  come  presently,  but  the  insensibility  of 
the  mark  might  be  at  once  attested.'* 

"  Yeigh,  that  con  soon  be  tried,"  cried  Jem,  with  a  sava^e 
Ifkugh.  And  taking  a  pin  fi*om  his  sleeve,  the  ruffian  plun^ed  it 
deeply  into  the  poor  creature's  flesh.  MTance  wince4,  tut  she  6§ii 
her  teeth  hardly,  and  repressed  the  cry  that  must  otherwise  have 
been  wrung  from  her. 

"  A  clear  witch  !"  cried  Jem,  drawing  f orth  the  pin ;  "  not  fh 
dyop  o'  blood  flows,  an'  boo  feels  nowt !" 

"  Feel  nowt  ?"  rejoined  Nance,  between  her  ground  teetb. 
"  May  ye  ha*  a  pang  os  ßharp  i'  yoi^*  c^ncart  eart,  ye  villain." 

Afber  this  bärbarous  test,  the  crowd,  confirmc4  by  it  in  theji^ 
nQtio4S  of  Nan's  guiltiness,  hurried  on,  their  numbers  increasi^g 
as  they  proceeded  along  the  main  street  of  the  village  leadin^ 
towards  tbe  river ;  all  the  villagers  left  at  home  rushing  fo^ 
on  hearing  s^  witch  was  about  to  be  swum,  and  when  they  caip^ 
within  a  bow-shot  of  the  streaj?i,  Sparshot  called  to  Baggiley  tp 
lay  hold  of  Ifanc^,  while  he  himsefe,  aocompanied  by  severäl  pf 
the  crowd,  ran  over  the  bridge,  the  part  he  had  to  enact  requiring 
him  to  be  on  tbe  other  side  of  the  w^ter. 

Meantime,  the  main  party  turned  down  a  little  f ootpath  prpr 
tected  by  a  gate  on  the  left,  wbich  led  between  garden  bedges  tp 
the  grassy  banks  of  tbe  Calder,  and  in  taking  this  course  tbejr 
passed  by  the  eottage  of  Elizabeth  Device.  Hearing  the  shoutf 
of  the  rabble,  little  Jennet,  who  had  bißßft  in  no  very  happy 
frame  of  min4  since  she  had  been  brought  bome,  came  f orth^ 
and  seeing  her  byother,  cßlLei  out  to  him,  in  her  usual  sharp 
tones,  "  What-s  the  matter,  Jem  ?    Who  han  ye  getten  there  r* 

**  A  witch,*'  replied  Jem,  gruffly.  "  Nance  Eedferne,  Mother 
Cbattox's  grand-daughter.  Comp  and  see  her  swum  i'  tb* 
Calder." 

Jennet  r^adily  cpmplied,  fo;*  her  curiosity  was  aroused,  and 
she  shared  in  tbe  family  f eelings  of  dislike  to  Mother  Obattpx 
^nd  her  desce^dd«nts. 

"  Js  this  Nauce  IJe^fpyne  ?"  she  pyied,  keeping  close  to  ber 
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brother.  "  Ey*m  glad  yo'n  caugHt  her  at  last.  How  dun  ye 
find  yersel,  ISfance  r" 

"  lU  at  ease,  Jennet/*  replied  Nance,  with  a  bitter  look  ;  "  boh 
it  ill  becomes  ye  to  jeer  me,  lass,  seein*  yo're  a  bom  witch  your- 
sel." 

"Aha!"  cried  Potts,  looking  at  the  little  girl:  "  So  this  is  a 
born  witch — eh,  Nance  ?" 

"  A  bom  an*  bred  witch,**  rejoined  Nance ;  "  jist  as  her  bro- 
ther Jem  here  is  a  wizard.  They're  the  gran-childer  o'  Mother 
Demdike  o*  Pendle,  the  greatest  witch  i'  these  parts,  and  childer 
o*  Bess  Device,  who*s  nah  much  better.  Ask  me  to  witness 
agen  *eni  that's  aw.*' 

"  Howd  thy  tongue,  woman,  or  ey'n  drown  thee,"  muttered 
Jem,  in  a  tone  of  deep  menace. 

"  Ye  canna,  mon,  if  ey*m  the  witch  ye  ca*  me,**  rejoined  Nance. 
"  Jennet's  tum'll  come  os  weel  os  mine,  one  o'  these  days.  Mark 
my  words." 

"  Efore  that  ey  shan  see  ye  bumed,  ye  faggot,**  cried  Jennet, 
almost  fiercely. 

"Ye*n  getten  the  fiend*s  mark  o*  your  sleeve,**  cried  Nance. 
"  Ey  see  it  written  i'  letters  ov  blood.** 

"  That's  where  our  cat  scratted  me,*'  replied  Jennet,  hiding 
her  arm  quickly. 

"  Good — very  good  !**  observed  Potts,  rubbing  his  hands* 
"  '  Who  but  witches  can  be  proof  against  witches  ?*  saith  our 
sagacious  sovereign.  I  shall  make  something  of  this  girl. 
She  seems  a  remarkably  quick  child — remarkably  quick — ha, 
ha!*' 

By  this  time,  the  party  having  gained  the  broad,  flat  mead 
through  which  the  Calder  flowed,  took  their  way  quickly 
towards  its  banks,  the  spot  selected  for  the  ordeal  lying  about 
fifty  yards  above  the  weir,  where  the  current,  ordinarily  rapid, 
was  checked  by  the  dam,  offering  a  smooth  surface,  with  con- 
siderable  depth  of  water.  If  soft,  natural  beauties  could  have 
subdued  the  hearts  of  those  engaged  in  this  cruel  and  wicked 
experiment,  never  was  scene  better  calculated  for  the  purpose 
than  that  under  contemplation.  Through  a  lovely  green  valley 
meandered  the  Calder,  now  winding  round  some  verdaut  knoll, 
now  washing  the  base  of  lofty  heights  feathered  with  timber  to 
their  very  summits,  now  lost  amid  thick  woods,  and  only  dis- 
oemible  at  intervals  by  a  glimmer  amongst  the  trees.  Im- 
mediately  in  front  of  the  assemblage  rose  WhaUey  Nah,  its 
steep  sides  and  brow  partially  covered  with  timber,  with  green 
patdbes  in  the  uplands  where  sheep  and  cattle  fed.    Just  below 
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the  spot  where  tbe  crowd  were  collected,  the  strcain,  bcro  of 
Bome  width,  passed  over  the  weir,  and  swept  in  a  foaming 
cascade  over  the  huge  stones  supporting  the  dam,  giving  the 
nuhing  current  the  semblance  and  almost  the  beauty  of  a 
natural  waterfall.  Below  this  the  stream  ran  brawlmg  on  in  a 
wider,  but  shallower  Channel,  making  pleasant  music  as  it  went, 
and  leaving  many  dry  beds  of  sand  and  gravcl  in  the  niidst ; 
while  a  bundred  yards  lower  down,  it  was  crossed  by  the  arches 
of  the  bridge.  Further  still,  a  row  of  tall  cypresses  lined  the 
bank  of  the  river,  and  screened  that  part  of  the  Abbey,  converted 
into  a  residence  by  the  Asshetons ;  and  after  this  came  the  ruins 
of  the  refectory,  the  cloisters,  the  dormitory,  the  conventual 
church,  and  other  parts  of  the  yenerable  structure,  overshadowed 
by  noble  lime-trees  and  elms.  LoTelier  or  more  peaceful  scene 
could  not  be  imagined.  The  green  meads,  the  bright  clear 
stream,  with  its  white  foaming  weir,  the  woody  heights  reflected 
in  the  glassy  waters,  the  picturesque  old  bridge,  and  the  dark 
grey  ruins  beyond  it,  all  might  haye  engaged  the  attention  and 
melted  the  heart.  Then  the  hour,  when  eyening  was  Coming  on, 
and  when  each  beautiful  object,  deriving  new  beauty  from  the 
medium  through  which  it  was  yiewed,  ezercised  a  softening 
influence,  and  awakened  kindly  emotions.  To  most  the  scene 
was  familiär,  and  therefore  could  have  no  charm  of  novelty. 
To  Potts,  however,  it  was  altogether  new ;  but  he  was  susceptible 
of  few  gentle  impressions,  and  neither  the  tender  beauty  of  the 
evening,  nor  the  wooing  loveliness  of  the  spot,  awakened  any 
responsiTe  emotion  in  bis  breast.  He  was  dead  to  everything 
except  the  ruthless  experiment  about  to  be  made. 

Almost  at  the  same  time  that  Jem  Device  and  bis  party 
reached  the  near  bank  of  the  stream,  the  beadle  and  the  others 
appeared  on  the  opposite  side.  Little  was  said,  but  instant 
preparations  were  made  f  or  the  ordeal.  Two  long  coils  of  rope 
having  been  brought  by  Baggiley,  one  of  them  was  made  fast  to 
the  right  arm  of  the  victim,  and  the  other  to  the  left ;  and  this 
done,  Jem  Device,  shouting  to  Sparshot  to  look  out,  flimg  one 
coil  of  rope  across  the  river,  where  it  was  caught  with  mucb 
dexterity  by  the  beadle.  The  assemblage  then  spread  out  on 
the  bank,  while  Jem,  taking  the  poor  young  woman  in  bis  arms, 
who  neither  spoke  nor  struggled,  but  held  her  breath  tightly, 
approached  the  river. 

"  Dunna  drown  her,  Jem,"  said  Jennet,  who  had  turned  very 
pale. 

"  Be  quiet,  wench,"  rejoined  Jem,  gruffly. 

And  without  bestowing  further  attention  upon  her,  he  let 
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down  bis  bürden  carefully  into  the  water ;  and  this  achieved,  He 
called  out  to  the  beadle,  who  drew  her  slowly  towards  him,  while 
JTeni  gxiided  her  with  the  pther  rope. 

The  orowd  watch^  the  e^qperiment  for  a  few  moments  in  pro- 
foiind  silence,  but  as  the  poor  joung  woman,  who  had  now 
reached  the  ceiitre  of  the  s^eaim»  atUl  floated,  being  supported 
either  bj  the  teTißion  of  the  oorda»  or  by  her  wooUen  apparel,  a 
^ud  shout  wßA  r^sed  that  ßim  could  not  sink,  and  was,  there- 
Ipre,  a^  nndeni^'bld  ^t(^h. 

"  Steady,  lads — steady  %  womßmt"  cried  Potts,  enchanted  with 
the  sucoess  of  the  experm^t ;  *^  leave  her  where  she  is,  that  her 
huoyai^cy  may  be  fully  att^sted.  Ton  know,  maaters,"  he  cried, 
with  a  loud  voipe»  -- th€!  meaiwg  of  thia  water  ordeal.  Our 
gpyereign  lord  and  in^ter  the  king,  in  his  wisdom,  hath 
graoioufily  vouchsafed  to  ei^pl^n  the  matter  thus :  ^  Water,^ 
be  saitb,  *atM  refiise  to  receiYe  them  (meaning  witches,  of 
course)  ii^  her  bosoBfi,  that  ^tb  shaken  oft  their  sacred  water 
of  baptism.  ^jid  wilfuUy  refused  the  banefit  theveof/  It  is 
manifest,  y0\i  see,  that  thia  diaboUcal  young  woman  hath  re^ 
noynceci  her  b^pU^^  ioi^  the  water  rejeoteth  her.  Non  potegi 
mergi,  a9  FU^y  s^^ith«  3he  floats  like  a  oork,  or  as  if  the  clear 
water  of  the  Qal^er  had  suddeiüy  become  like  the  slab,  salt 
wayes  of  the  Pead  Se^,  in  whiob  nothing  can  sink.  You  behold 
the  maryel  witb  yo^r  own  eye»,  mj  masters." 

*^  Ay,  ay  1"  rejoined  Baggüey  and  seYeral  others. 

"  Hoo  be  ^  witch  fo'  sa^in,"  eried  Jem  Device.  But  as  he 
spoko,  chancing  &flight}y  to  slacken  the  ¥ope,  the  tension  of  which 
maintained  the  equililariuni  o|  Üxe  hoäj,  the  poor  womax^  in-. 

rtwitly  sß-nkt 

A  groa^,  a§>  invicb  of  disappointment  as  sympathy,  broke  from 
"l^e  i^pectators,  but  none  attenipted  to  aid  her :  and  on  seeing  her 
sink,  Jem  abandoned  the  i^ope  altogether. 

But  assistance  w^s  at  han4-  Two  persons  rushed  quickly 
^d  fur^ously  to  the  9pot.  They  were  Bichard  and  Nichola^ 
i^ssheton.  ^he  i^xm  bar  had  at  length  yielded  to  their  efEorts, 
and  the  ^-st  use  they  madß  of  their  freedom  was  to  hqrry  to  the 
river,  A  glaupe  showed  them  wbat  had  occurred,  and  the  younger 
Assheton,  unhesitatingly  pl^nging  into  the  water,  seized  the  rope 
dropped  by  Jepa,  apd  callißg  to  the  beadle  to  let  go  his  hold, 
dragged  f orth  the  poor  half-drowned  young  woman,  and  plaoed 
ber  on  the  b^^l^t  b^wi^g  aeiimder  the  eords  that  bound  her  hands 
and  feet  with  his  sword.  But  though  still  sensible,  Nance  waai 
so  much  exhausted  by  the  ßhock  sbe  had  undergone,  and  her 
iai;iscles  w^re  ffo  neverely  fiftrai{i64  by  tbe  painful  and  unnatural 
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]K>8tiire  to  wliicli  she  bad  been  compelled,  tbat  sbe  was  wbollj 
unable  to  move.  Her  thumbs  were  blackened  and  swollen,  and 
the  cords  bad  cut  in  tbe  flesb,  wbile  blood  trickled  down  from 
ihe  ptineture  in  ber  breast«  Fixing  a  look  of  inexpressible  grati- 
tude  upon  ber  preserTer,  sbe  made  an  effort  to  speak,  but  tbe 
exertion  was  too  great ;  yiolent  bysterical  sobbing  came  on,  and 
)ier  sensea  soon  after  forsook  ber.  Bicbard  called  loudly  for 
afudstanoe,  and  tbe  sentiments  of  tbe  most  bmnane  part  of  tbe 
erowd  baying  nndergone  a  cbange  sinoe  tbe  failure  of  tbe  ordeal, 
•ome  females  came  forward,  and  took  steps  for  ber  restoration. 
Sensibility  baving  retumed,  a  cloak  was  wrapped  around  ber, 
and  sbe  was  oonyeyed  to  a  neighbonring  cottage  and  put  to  bed, 
wbere  ber  stiffened  limbs  were  cbafed,  and  warm  drinks  ad- 
ministered,  and  it  began  to  be  boped  tbat  no  serioua  oom 
sequenoes  would  ensue. 

Meanwbile,  a  catastropbe  bad  well-nigb  ooonrred  in  anotber 
quarter.  Witb  eyes  flasbing  witb  fury,  Nicbolas  Assbeton 
pusbed  aside  tbe  crowd,  and  made  bis  way  to  tbe  bank  wbereon 
JuLEiAter  Potts  stood.  Not  liking  bis  Iooks,  tbe  little  attorney 
wonld  bave  taken  to  bis  beels,  but  finding  eeoape  impossible,  be 
called  upon  Baggiley  to  protect  bim.  But  be  was  instantly  in 
tbe  forcible  gripe  of  tbe  squire,  wbo  sbouted,  ^*I'll  teacb  you, 
mongrel  bound,  to  play  tricks  witb  gentlemen.'' 

'*  Master  Nicbolas,  cried  tbe  terrified  and  balf-strangled 
attorney,  **my  very  good  sir,  I  entreat  you  to  let  me  alone. 
Tbis  is  a  breacb  of  tbe  king's  peace,  sir.  Assault  and  battery, 
under  aggravated  circumstances,  and  punisbable  witb  ignomi- 
nious  corporal  penalties,  besides  fine  and  imprisonment,  sir.  I 
take  you  to  witness  tbe  assault,  Master  Baggiley.  I  sball  bring 
my  ac — ac — ab — o — o — ob !" 

"  Then  you  sball  bave  sometbing  to  bring  your  ac — ac — action 
for,  rascal,"  cried  Nicbolas.  And,  seizing  the  attomey  by  tbe 
nape  of  tbe  neck  witb  one  band,  and  tbe  bind  wings  of  bis 
doublet  witb  tbe  other,  be  cast  bim  to  a  considerable  distance 
into  the  river,  where  he  feil  witb  a  tremendous  splasb. 

^-  He  is  no  wizard,  at  all  events,"  laugbed  Nicbolas,  as  Potts 
went  down  like  a  lump  of  lead. 

But  the  attorney  was  not  bom  t£»  be  drowned ;  at  least,  at  tbis 
period  of  bis  career.  On  rising  to  the  surface,  a  few  seconds 
äfter  bis  Immersion,  hß  roared  lustily  for  belp,  but  would  inf allibly 
baye  been  carried  over  tbe  weir,  if  Jem  Device  bad  not  flung  bim 
tbe  rope  now  disengaged  from  Nance  Eedfeme,  and  wbicb  be 
succeeded  in  catching.  In  tbis  way  he  was  dragged  out ;  and  as 
dacrepit  up  tbe  bank,  witb  tbe  wet  pouring  from  bis  apparel, 
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wliicli  now  clung  tightly  to  his  lathy  limbs,  he  was  greeted  by 
the  jeers  of  Nicholas. 

"  How  like  you  the  water  ordeal — eh,  Master  Attorney  ?  No 
occasion  for  a  second  trial,  I  think.  If  Jem  Device  had  known 
his  own  interest,  he  would  have  left  you  to  fatten  the  Galder 
eels  ;  but  he  will  find  it  out  in  time." 

"  You  will  find  it  out,  too,  Master  Nicholas,"  rejoined  Potts, 
clapping  on  his  wet  cap.  "  Take  me  to  the  Dragon  quickly, 
good  feUow,"  he  added,  to  Jem  Device,  "  and  I  will  recompense 
thee  for  thy  pains,  as  well  as  for  the  Service  thou  hast  just 
renderedme.  I  shall  have  rheomatism  in  my  joints,  pains  in 
my  loins,  and  rheum  in  my  head,  oh  dear — oh  dear !" 

"  In  which  case,  you  wül  not  be  able  to  pay  Mother  Demdike 
your  purposed  visit  to-morrow,"  jeered  Nicholas.  "  You  forgot 
you  were  to  arrest  her,  and  bring  her  before  a  magistrate." 

"  Thy  arm,  good  fellow,  thy  arm !"  said  Potts,  to  Jem  Device. 

"  To  the  fiend  wi'  thee,"  cried  Jem,"  shaking  him  ofP  roughly. 
"  The  squoire  is  reet.     Wouldee  had  let  thee  dro^vn." 

"  What,  have  you  changed  your  mind  already,  Jem  ?"  cried 
Nicholas,  in  a  taunting  tone.  "  You'll  have  your  grandmother's 
thanks  for  the  service  you've  rendered  her,  lad — ha !  ha !" 

"  Po*  t'  matter  o'  two  pins  ey*d  pitch  him  in  again,"  growled 
Jem,  eyeing  the  attorney  askance. 

**  No,  no,  Jem,"  observed  Nicholas,  "  things  must  take  their 
course.  What's  done,  is  done.  But  if  Master  Potts  be  wise, 
he'll  take  himself  out  of  court  without  delay." 

"  You*ll  be  glad  to  get  me  out  of  court  one  of  these  days, 
squire,"  muttered  Potts ;  "  and  so  will  you,  too,  Master  James 
Device.  A  day  of  reckoning  will  come  for  both — ^heavy  reckon- 
ing.  Ugh !  ugh !"  he  added,  shivering ;  "  how  my  teeth 
chatter !" 

"  Make  what  haste  you  can  to  the  Dragon,"  cried  the  good- 
natured  squire ;  get  your  clothes  dried,  and  bid  John  Lawe  brew 
you  a  pottle  of  streng  sack,  swallow  it  sealding  hot,  and  you'U 
never  look  behind  you." 

"  Nor  before  me  either,"  retorted  Potts.  "  Sealding  sack ! 
This  bloodthirsty  squire  has  a  new  design  upon  my  life." 

"  Ey'n  go  wi'  ye  to  th*  Dragon,  mester,"  saidBaggiley  ;  "  lean 
o'  me." 

"  Thankee,  friend,"  replied  Potts,  taking  his  arm.  "  A  word 
at  parting,  Master  Nicholas.  This  is  not  the  only  discovery  of 
witchcraft  I've  made.  IVe  another  case.  somewhat  nearer  home. 
Ha !  ha !" 

With  this,  he  hobbled  off  in  the  direction  of  the  alehouse,  his 
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Steps  being  traceable  along  the  dusty  road  like  the  conrse  of  a 
watering-cart. 

"  Ey*n  go  efter  him,"  growled  Jem. 

"  No  you  won't,  lad,"  rejoined  Nicholas,  "  and  if  you'U  take 
my  advice,  you'll  get  out  of  Whalley  as  faist  as  you  can.  You 
will  be  safer  on  tbe  heath  of  Pendle  tban  here,  when  Sir  ßalph 
and  Master  Eoger  Nowell  come  to  khow  what  has  taken  place. 
And  mind  this,  sirrah — ^the  hounds  will  be  out  in  the  forest  to- 
morrow.    D'ye  heed  ?" 

Jem  growled  something  in  reply,  and,  seizing  bis  little  sister's 
band,  strode  o£E  witb  her  towardis  bis  motber's  dweUing,  uttering 
not  a  Word  by  the  way. 

Having  seen  Nance  Eedfeme  conTeyed  to  the  cottage,  as 
bef  ore  mentioned,  Eichard  Assheton,  regardless  of  the  wet  state 
of  bis  own  apparel,  now  joined  bis  cousin,  the  squire,  and  they 
walked  to  the  Abbey  together,  conversing  on  what  had  taken 
place,  while  the  crowd  dispersed,  some  retuming  to  the  bowers 
in  the  churchyard,  and  others  to  the  green,  their  merriment  in 
nowise  damped  by  the  recent  occurrences,  which  they  looked 
upon  as  part  of  the  day's  sport.  As  some  of  them  passed  by, 
laughing,  singing,  and  dancing,  Eichard  Assheton  remarked, 
"  I  can  scarcely  believe  these  to  be  the  same  people  I  so  lately 
saw  in  the  churchyard.  They  then  seemed  totally  devoid  of 
humanity." 

"  Pshaw  !  they  are  human  enough,"  rejoined  Nicholas ;  "  but 
you  cannot  expect  them  to  show  mercy  to  a  witch  any  more  than 
to  a  wolf,  or  other  savage  and  devouring  beast." 

"  But  the  means  taken  to  prove  her  guilt  were  as  absurd  as 
iniquitous,"  said  Eichard,  "  and  savour  of  the  barbarous  ages. 
If  she  had  perished,  all  concemed  in  the  trial  would  have  been 
guilty  of  murder." 

"  But  no  judge  would  condemn  them,"  retumed  Nicholas ; 
"  and  they  have  the  highest  authority  in  the  realm  to  uphold 
them.  As  to  leniency  to  witches,  in  a  general  way,  I  would 
show  none.  Traitors  alike  to  God  and  man,  and  bond-slaves  of 
Satan,  they  are  out  of  the  pale  of  Christian  charity." 

"  No  criminal,  however  great,  is  out  of  the  pale  of  Christian 
charity,"  replied  Eichard;  "but  such  scenes  as  we  have  just 
witnessed  are  a  disgrace  to  humanity,  and  a  mockery  of  justice. 
In  seeking  to  discover  and  punish  one  offence,  a  greater  is  com- 
mitted.  Suppose  this  poor  young  woman  really  guilty — ^what 
then  ?  Our  laws  are  made  f or  protection,  as  well  as  pimishment 
of  wrong.  She  should  be  arraigned,  convicted,  and  condemned, 
before  punishment." 
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"  Our  laws  admit  of  torture,  Richard,"  observed  Nicholae. 

"  True,"  Said  the  young  man,  with  a  shudder,  "  and  it  is 
another  relic  of  a  ruthlesa  age.  But  torture  is  only  allowed 
undei^  the  eye  of  the  law,  ttüd  caü  be  inflicted  by  none  but  its 
Bwom  eervants.  But,  supposing  this  poor  young  woman  in- 
nocent  of  the  crime  imputed  to  her,  which  I  really  believe  her  to 
be»  how,  then,  will  you  excuse  the  atrodties  to  which  she  has 
been  subjected  ?" 

"  I  do  not  believe  her  innocent,"  rejoiüed  Nicholas ;  "  her  re- 
lationship  to  A  notorious  witch,  aüd  her  fabrication  of  clay 
imageiB,  make  her  justly  suspected." 

**  Then  let  her  be  examined  by  a  magistrate,"  said  Eichard; 
"  but,  even  then,  woe  betide  her !  When  I  think  that  Alizon 
Device  is  liable  to  the  same  atrocious  treatment,  in  consequence 
of  her  relationship  to  Mother  Demdike,  I  can  scarce  contaiti  my 
Indignation." 

"  It  is  unhichy  for  her,  indeed,"  rejoined  Nicholas  \  **  but  of 
all  Nance's  assailtots  the  most  infuriated  was  Alizon's  brothei", 
Jem  Device." 

"  I  saw  it,"  cried  Bichard — an  uneasjr  expression  passing  over 
his  countenance.  "  Woüld  she  could  be  removed  from  that 
fiamily  1" 

"  To  what  purpose  ?"  demanded  Nicholas,  qtiickly.  "  Her 
f amily  are  more  likely  to  be  removed  from  her  if  Master  Pottis 
stay  in  the  neighbourhood." 

"  Poor  girl!"  exclaimed  Bichairdi 

And  he  feil  into  a  reverie  which  was  not  broken  tili  thejr 
reached  the  Abbey. 

To  return  tö  Jem  Device.  On  reaching  the  cöttage,  the 
ruffian  flung  himself  into  a  chair,  and  io^  a  time  seemed  lost  ih 
reflection.  At  last  he  looked  up,  and  said  gruffly  tö  Jennet, 
who  stood  watching  him>  **  See  if  mother  be  come  whoam  ?" 

"  Eigh,  eigh,  ey'm  here,  Jem,"  said  Eliiabeth  Device^  opening 
the  inner  door  and  Coming  forth.  "  So,  ye  ha'  been  swimmiü' 
Nance  Eedfeme,  lad>  eh !     Ey'm  glad  oä  it — ^ha !  ha !" 

Jem  gave  her  tb  significaiit  look,  upon  which  she  inotioned 
Jennet  to  withdraw,  and  the  injunction  being  complied  with, 
though  with  evident  reluctance,  by  the  little  girl,  she  closed  the 
door  upon  her. 

"  NoW)  Jem,  what  hast  got  to  say  to  me,  lad,  eh  ?"  demanded 
Elizabeth,  stepping  up  to  him. 

"  Neaw  great  deal,  mother,"  he  replied ;  "  boh  ey  keawnse] 
ye  to  look  weel  efter  yersel.     We're  aw  i'  dawnger." 

"  Ey  knoas  it,  lad,  ey  knoas  it,"  replied  Elisabeth  ^  "  boh  fd' 
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my  own  port  67*111  nah  afeerd.  Thej  darna  touch  me ;  an*  3 
they  dnn,  ey  con  defend  mysel  reet  weeL  Heie'e  a  letter  t6 
thj  gran-mother,"  ahe  added,  giTing  him  a  sealed  packet. 
"  Täte  caife  tfti  it.** 

"  Pro'  Mistress  Nntter,  ey  suppose  ?"  asked  Jem. 

'^  Eigh,  who  eise  shonld  it  be  firom  T**  rejmned  Elizabeth. 
"  Yout  mn-mother  win'  ha'  enough  to  do  to  neet,  and  bo  win 
yo,  toö,  Jem,  lettin  alone  the  walk  from  here  to  Malkin  Tower.** 

"  Weel,  gi'  me  mey  snpper,  an'  ey*n  set  ont,"  tejoined  Jem. 
**  So  ye  ha'  seen  Mistress  Nutter  ?" 

"  Ey  found  her  i'  th'  Abbey  garden,"  replied  Elizabeth,  "  an* 
we  had  some  tawk  together,  abowt  th'  bonndary  line  o*  th' 
Bongh  Lee  estate,  and  other  matten." 

And,  as  she  spoke,  she  set  a  cold  pasty,  with  oatcakes^  cheese, 
and  butter,  before  her  son,  and  next  ptooeeded  to  draW  him  a 
jng  of  ale. 

'*  What  other  mattefs  dnn  yöfü  mean,  mother  F**  inqmr^d  Jem, 
attackmg  the  pasty.  "  War  it  owt  telatin'  to  th&t  little  Lüimolk 
lawyer,  Mester  Potts  ?" 

"Theawst  hit  it,  Jem,**  replied  Elizabeth,  seating  herseif 
near  him.     "  That  Potts  means  to  Tisit  thy  gl^an-molher  td» 


morrow." 


et 


Weel !"  Said  Jem,  grimly. 

"  An'  arrest  her,"  purstied  Elizabeth. 

"  Easily  said,"  laughed  Jem,  scornfully,  "  boh  neaw  quite  io 
easily  done." 

•*  Nah  qtiite)  Jein,**  tiesponded  Elizabeth^  joining  in  the  langh% 
"  'Specially  when  th'  owd  dame's  prepared,  ai)  she  win  be  üow.'* 

"  Potts  may  set  out  o'  that  joumey,  boh  he  winna  come  back 
a^ain,"  remarked  Jem,  in  a  sombte  tonfe. 

"  Wait  tili  yo'h  seeh  your  gran-mother  efote  ye  do  owt,  lad^** 
said  Elizabeth. 

"  Ay,  wait,"  added  a  toice. 

"  What's  that  ?"  demanded  Jem,  layiiig  down  his  knife  and 
fork. 

Elizabeth  did  not  answer  in  words,  but  her  significant  looks 
were  quite  response  enötigh  fbr  her  eon. 

"  Os  ye  win,  mother,"  he  said,  in  an  altered  tone.  After  k 
pause,  employed  in  eating,  he  added,  "  Did  Mistress  Nutter  put 
onny  questions  to  ye  about  Alizon  ?" 

"More  nor  enough,  lad,"  replied  Elizabeth ;  "  fo*  what  had  ey 
to  teil  her  ?  She  praised  her  beauty,  and  said  how  unlike  she 
'vmr  to  Jennet  ißto*  theoj  kd^^ha  I  ha  l-^An  Woiidett  how  ey  cum 
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to  ha*  such  a  dowter,  an'  monny  other  things  besolde.  And  what 
could  ey  say  to  it  aw,  except " 

"  Except  what,  mother  ?"  interrupted  Jem. 

"  Except  that  she  wur  my  child  just  os  much  as  Jennet  an* 
thee !" 

"  Humph !"  exclaimed  Jem. 

"  Humph !"  echoed  the  voice  that  had  previously  spoken. 

Jem  looked  at  his  mother,  and  took  a  lon^  pull  at  the  ale-jug. 

"  Any  more  messages  to  Malkin  Tower?'*  he  asked,  getting 
up. 

"Neaw — mother  will  onderstond,"  replied  Elizabeth.  "Bid 
her  be  on  her  guard,  fo'  the  enemy  is  abroad." 

"  Meanin'  Potts,"  said  Jem. 

"  Meaning  Potts,"  answered  the  voice. 

**  There  are  stränge  echoes  here,"  said  Jem,  looking  round 
suspiciously. 

At  this  moment,  Tib  came  from  under  a  piece  of  f umiture, 
where  he  had  apparently  been  lying,  and  rubbed  himsetf  fami- 
liarly  against  his  legs. 

"  Ey  needna  be  afeerd  o'  owt  happenin*  to  ye,  mother,"  said 
Jem,  patting  the  cat's  back.     "  Tib  win  tay  care  on  yo." 

"Eigh,  eigh,"  replied  Elizabeth,  bending  down  to  pat  him, 
"  he's  a  trusty  cat."  But  the  ill-tempered  animal  would  not 
be  propitiated,  but  erected  his  back,  and  menaced  her  with  his 
daws. 

"Yo  han  ofEended  him,  mother,"  said  Jem.  "One  word  afore 
ey  part.  Are  ye  quite  sure  Potts  didna  overhear  your  conversa- 
tion  wi*  Mistress  Nutter  ?" 

"Why  d'ye  ask,  Jem,"  she  replied. 

"  Fro'  summat  the  knave  threw  out  to  Squoire  Nicholas  just 
now,"  rejoined  Jem.  "  He  said  he'd  another  case  o'  witchcraft 
nearer  whoam.     Whot  could  he  mean  " 

"  Whot,  indeed,"  cried  Elizabeth,  quickly. 

"  Look  at  Tib  !"  exclaimed  her  son. 

As  he  spoke,  the  cat  sprang  towards  the  inner  door,  and 
scratched  violently  against  it. 

Elizabeth  immediately  raised  the  latch,  and  found  Jennet 
behind  it  with  a  face  like  scarlet. 

"  Yo'n  been  listenin',  ye  young  eavesdropper,"  cried  Elizabeth, 
boxing  her  ears  soundly ;  **  take  that  fo*  your  pains — an  that." 

"  Touch  me  again,  an'  Mester  Potts  shanknoa  aw  e  y*n  heer'd," 
said  the  little  girl,  repressing  her  tears. 

Elizabeth  regarded  her  angrily ;  but  the  looks  of  the  child  were 
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BO  spitef ul,  that  she  did  not  dare  to  strike  her.  She  glanced  too 
at  £b ;  but  the  uncertain  cat  was  now  rubbing  himself  in  the 
most  friendlj  manner  against  Jennet. 

"  Yo  fihan  pay  for  this,  lass,  presentlj,"  said  Elizabeth. 

"  Best  nah  provoke  me,  mother,"  rejoined  Jennet,  in  a  deter- 
mined  tone ;  "  if  ye  dun,  aw  secrets  shan  out.  Ey  knoa  why 
Jem's  goin'  to  Malkin  Tower  to-neet — an'  why  yo're  afeerd  o' 
Mester  Potts." 

"  Howd  thy  tongue  or  ey'n  choke  thee,  little  pest,"  cried  her 
mother,  fiercely. 

Jennet  replied  with  a  mocking  laugh,  while  Tib  rubbed  against 
her  more  f  ondly  than  ever. 

"  Let  her  alone,"  interposed  Jem.  "  An*  now  ey  mon  be  off. 
So  fare  ye  weel,  mother — an*  yo,  too,  Jennet."  And  with  this 
he  put  on  his  cap,  seized  his  cudgel,  and  quitted  the  cottage. 


*r1lB  BTTINBD  CONYSlTTtTAL  OHXTBOH. 

BEi^BATfi  a  wild  cherry-tree,  planted  by  chance  in  the  Abbey 
gardens,  and  of  such  remarkable  size  that  it  almost  riyalled  the 
elms  and  lime-trees  surrounding  it,  and  when  in  bloom  resembled 
an  enormous  garland,  stood  two  young  maidens,  both  of  rare 
beauty,  though  in  totally  difEerent  styles;  the  one  being  fair- 
haired  and  blue-eyed,  with  a  snowy  skin  tinged  with  delicate 
bloom,  like  that  of  roses  seen  through  mük  (to  borrow  a  simile 
from  cid  Anacreon)  ;  while  the  other  far  eclipsed  her  in  the 
brilliancy  of  her  complexion,  the  dark  splendour  of  her  eyes,  and 
the  luxuriance  of  her  jetty  tresses,  which,  unbound  and  knotted 
with  ribands,  flowed  down  almost  to  the  ground.  In  age  there 
was  little  disparity  between  them,  though  perhaps  the  dark- 
haired  girl  might  be  a  year  nearer  twenty  than  the  other,  and 
somewhat  more  of  seriousness,  though  not  much,  sat  upon  her 
lovely  countenance  than  on  the  other*s  laughing  f eatures.  Diffe- 
rent  were  they,  too,  in  degree ;  and  here  social  position  was  in- 
finitely  in  favour  of  the  fairer  girl,  but  no  one  would  have 
judged  it  so  if  not  previously  acquainted  with  their  history. 
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]ll4ee4i  it  was  rather  tb^a  Qiiß  ^ving  tbe  least  title  to  be  proud 
(i{  any  Q^^  hß»  suoti  a  titla)  who  now  seemed  to  look  up  to  her 
companion  with  mingled  adiairatiou  at^dregavd;  tl^e  latter  bei&g 
enthralled  ^t  th^  mom^vt  by  tl^e  rieh  Botes  of  a  tbrash  ppured 
ffcm  a  ^eigbbounI^g  Uwe-tree, 

Pleas^t  was  tb^  gPi^rdeu  wbare  tbe  two  girls  stood,  sbaded 
bj  great  treei?,  l^id  put  ia  exquisite  parteFres,  with  knots  and 
figures,  quaint  flower-beds,  shom  trees  and  hedges,  covered 
aJUeys  9,nd  ^^rbourß,  t^rpao^ü  a^d  iiioiuids,  in  the  taste  of  the 
lime,  and  above  all,  an  admirably  kept  bowling-green.  It  was 
bqWded  Qjh  the  oi^e  hmi  by  the  ?uined  ehsmter-house  and 
vesibry  of  the  old  monastic  structnre,  and  on  t£e  other  by  the 
(ptately  pUe  of  buildings  form^rly  n^king  pavt  of  the  abbot's 
lodgiTigi  in  which  tbe  lo^g  gallery  was  situated,  sopie  of  its 
Windows  loolqng  i|pop  tb^  bowling^green,  an4  then  kept  in  ex- 
cellent  condition,  but  now  roofless  and  desolate.  Behind  them, 
on  the  right,  haM  hidden  by  trees,  lay  the  desecrated  and  de- 
spoiled  conventual  church.  Eeared  at  such  cost,  and  with  so 
much  magnificence,  by  thiifteen  abbots — the  great  work  having 
been  commenced,  as  heretofore  stated,  by  Eobert  de  Topcliffe, 
in  1830,  and  only  completed  in  all  its  details  by  John  Paslew — 
this  splendid  stnicture  snrpagging,  according  to  Whitaker, 
"  many  cathedrals  in  extent,"  was  now  abandoned  to  the  slow 
ravages  of  decay.  Would  it  h9?d  n^Yev  eivcountered  worse 
enemy!  But  some  half-century  later,  the  hand  of  man  was 
called  ii^  tg  acq^lerate  its  destruction,  and  it  was  t^n  almost 
^^^tirely  razed  to  the  grpund,  Ät  the  period  in  questjon,  tbougfe 
partiauy  unroof ed,  a^d  witb  some  of  the  waUs  destroyed,  it  was 
gtiU  beautiful  apd  picturesque-^-more  picturesque,  indeed,  thao 
ijx  the  days  pf  its  pride  aud  splendour.  Tbe  tower,  with  its 
Jofty  crocketed  spire  was  still  standipg»  though  the  latter  was 
pmpked  9*nd  totterin^,  and  the  jackdaws  roosted  within  its  win^ 
dpws  aud  belfrj^,  Two  raiiges  of  broken  columns  told  of  the 
b^go^e  glories  of  the  aisles|  and  the  beautiful  side  chapels 
^aving  escapßd  injury  bett^r  than  other  parts  of  the  fabric, 
yemaii^ed  in  toler^le  pres^rvation.  But  the  choir  and  high 
ajtai^  were  stripped  of  all  tbeir  rieh  carying  and  omaments,  aud 
tbfi  raift  desceiided  through  the  open  rood-loft  upon  the  now 
grassTgrpwn  graves  of  the  abbots  in  the  presbytery.  Here  and 
therß  the  ramiüed  mullions  still  retained  their  wealth  of  painted 
glass,  aAd  tbe  grand  easteyji  window  shone  gorgeously  as  of  yore. 
^l  eise  was  neglect  and  ruin.  Briers  and  turf  usurped  the 
pJlK?e  oE  tb#  BfW-rble  pftyeB»p»t }  xfm^j  of  tjie  pillars  were  f es. 
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tooned  with  ivy ;  suid,  in  some  places,  the  shattered  walls  were 
covered  with  creepers,  and  trees  had  takeu  root  in  the  creyicßs 
of  tilie  m^o^ry.  ^autiful  ^t  aU  tfipes  were  the^e  magniüc^nt 
ruins:  but  uever  so  beautiful  as  Tjrheii  «een  hj  the  witching 
light  of  the  npoj)L^T-the  I^Nir,  ^cording  to  the  best  authoritj^ 
when  aU  rui^s  shoi)ld  be  yiewed— when  the  long  lines  of  brok^n 
piUars,  the  moiüdaring  arch«^,  m^  the  stiU  glowing  panes  over 
the  altar,  Ijiad  a  ^u^o^l  elbct. 

In  front  of  the  maidens  stood  a  Square  tower,  part  of  tjti« 
^fBTLGß»  of  the  re}igiou8  ßstablishment,  erected  hj  Abbot  Lyn4e- 
lay,  in  the  reign  of  Edward  the  Third,  but  disused  and  decay- 
ing.  It  was  sustained  by  high  and  richly  groined  arehpß.  crpss- 
ing  the  swif t  i^Ulrrace,  and  faced  the  river.  A  path  led  throi^gh 
the  ruined  chapte^-housa  to  the  spacious  cloister  qvi%drangpB, 
once  used  as  a  cemetery  för  the  moQks^  but  no^r  converted  hip} 
a  kitchen-gardez^y  its  broad  a^ea  being  planted  out,  and  fruitf 
trees  trained  against  its  hoary  walls.  £ittle  of  the  pld  refectory 
was  left,  oxcept  the  di^R^ted  stairs  onoe  cQnduc|;ing  to  the 
gallsfy  where  the  breüirsep  were  wont  to  take  their  meals,  but 
the  inner  wall  still  served  tp  enclose  the  garden  on  that  sicCe^ 
Of  thp  donnitory,  f ormerly  oonstituting  tl^e  eastern  angle  of  £he 
cloisters,  thö  shell  was  still  left,  and  it  was  used  partly  as  a 
gmnge,  paartly  as  ß>  shed  for  cattle,  the  farm-yard  an4  tenements 
fying  on  this  side. 

Qi^us  it  will  be  seen  that  the  garden  and  grounds,  filling  up 
the  ruins  of  Whajley  Abbey,  afEorded  abundant  points  of  pic- 
turesque  attraction,  all  of  which — ^with  the  exception  of  the 
ruined  conventual  church — ^had  been  visited  by  the  two  girls. 
They  had  tracked  the  labyrinth  of  passages,  scaled  the  broken 
staircases,  crept  into  the  roofless  and  neglected  Chambers,  peered 
timorously  into  the  black  and  yawning  vaults,  and  now,  having 
finished  their  investigations,  had  paused  for  awhile,  preyious  to 
e:?±ending  their  ramble  to  the  church,  beneath  the  wild  cherry- 
tree,  to  listen  to  the  warbling  of  the  birds. 

"You  should  hear  the  nightingales  at  Middleton,  Alizon," 
observed  Porothy  Assheton,  breaking  ^lence;  "they  sing  even 
more  exquisitely  than  yon  thrush.  You  must  coine  and  see  nie. 
I  should  like  to  show  you  the  o^d  hou^e  and  gardens,  though 
they  are  very  different  fro»  these,  and  we  have  no  ancientmonaa- 
tic  ruins  to  ornament  them.  Still,  they  are  very  beautiful ;  and, 
as  I  find  you  are  fond  of  flowers,  I  will  show  you  some  I  have 
reared  myself,  for  I  am  something  of  a  gardener,  Alizon.  Pro- 
nuse  you  wiU  come." 

l2 
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"  I  wish  I  dared  promise  it/'  replied  Alizon. 

"And  why  not,  then?"  cried  Dorothy.  "  What  should  pre- 
vent  you  ?  Do  you  know,  Alizon,  what  I  ehonld  like  better  than 
all  ?  You  are  so  amiable,  and  so  good,  and  so — so  very  pretty ; 
nay,  don't  blush — there  is  no  one  by  to  hear  me — ^you  are  so 
charming  altogether,  that  I  sbould  like  you  to  come  and  live 
with  me.    You  shall  be  my  handmaiden,  if  you  will." 

"  I  sbould  desire  nothing  better,  sweet  young  lady,"  replied 
Alizon;  "but " 

"But  what?"  cried  Dorothy.  "You  have  only  your  own 
consent  to  obtain." 

"  Alas !  I  have,"  replied  Alizon. 

"  How  can  that  be !"  cried  Dorothy,  with  a  disappointed  look. 
"It  is  not  likely  your  mother  will  stand  in  the  way  of  your 
advancement,  and  you  have  not,  I  suppose,  any  other  tie  ?  Nay, 
forgive  me  if  I  appear  too  inquisitive.  My  curiosity  only  pro- 
eeeds  from  the  interest  I  take  in  you." 

"  I  know  it — I  feel  it,  dear,  kind  young  lady,"  replied  Alizon, 
with  the  colour  again  mounting  her  cheeks.  "  I  have  no  tie  in 
the  World  except  my  family.  But  I  am  persuaded  my  mother 
will  never  allow  me  to  quit  her,  however  great  the  advantage 
might  be  to  me." 

"Well,  though  sorry,  I  am  scarcely  surprised  at  it,"  said 
Dorothy.     "  She  must  love  you  too  dearly  to  part  with  you." 

"  I  wish  I  could  think  so,"  sighed  Alizon.  "  Proud  of  me  in 
some  sort,  though  with  little  reason,  she  may  be  ;  but  love  me, 
most  assuredly,  she  does  not.  Nay,  more,  I  am  persuaded  she 
would  be  glad  to  be  freed  from  my  presence,  which  is  an  evident 
restraint  and  annoyance  to  her,  were  it  not  for  some  motive 
strenger  than  natural  afPection  that  binds  her  to  me." 

"Now,  in  good  sooth,  youamaze  me,  Alizon !"  cried  Dorothy. 
"  What  possible  motive  can  it  be,  if  not  of  affection  ?" 

"  Of  interest,  I  think,"  replied  Alizon.  "  I  speak  to  you 
without  reserve,  dear  young  lady,  for  the  sympathy  you  have 
shown  me  deserves  and  demands  confidence  on  my  part,  and 
there  are  none  with  whom  I  can  freely  converse,  so  that  every 
emotion  has  been  locked  up  in  my  own  bosom.  My  mother  f  ancies  I 
shall  one  day  be  of  use  to  her,  and  therefore  keeps  me  with  her. 
Hints  to  this  effect  she  has  thrown  out,  when  indulging  in  the 
imcontrollable  fits  of  passion  to  which  she  is  liable.  And  yet  I 
have  no  just  reason  to  complain ;  for  though  she  has  shown  me 
little  matemal  tendemess,  and  repelled  all  exhibition  of  affection 
on  my  part,  she  has  treated  me  very  differently  from  her  other 
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children,  and  with  mucli  greater  consideration.  I  can  make 
slight  boast  of  education,  but  the  best  the  village  conli  afford  haa 
been  giyen  me ;  and  I  have  derived  mucli  religious  cnlture  from 
good  Doctor  Ormerod.  .The  kind  ladies  of  the  yicarage  proposed, 
as  you  haye  done,  thät  I  shoiüd  liye  with  them,  but  mj  mother 
forbade  it;  enjoining  me,  on  the  peril  of  incurring  her  dis- 
pleasnre,  not  to  leave  her,  and  reminding  me  of  all  the  benefits 
I  have  reoeiyed  from  her,  and  of  the  necessitj  of  making  an 
adequate  retum.  And  ungrateful,  indeed,  I  should  be,  if  I  did 
not  comply ;  f  or,  though  her  manner  is  cold  and  harsh  to  n^e, 
she  has  never  ill-used  me  as  she  has  done  her  favourite  child, 
my  little  sister  Jennet,  but  has  alwajs  allowed  me  a  separate 
Chamber,  where  I  can  retüre  when  I  please,  to  read,  or  meditate, 
or  pray.  For  alas  !  dear  yoimg  lady,  I  dare  not  pray  before  my 
mother.  Be  not  shocked  at  what  I  teil  you,  but  I  cannot  hide 
it.  My  poor  mother  denies  herseif  the  consolation  of  religion 
— never  addresses  herseif  to  Heaven  in  prayer — ^never  opens  the 
book  of  Life  and  Truth — never  enters  church.  In  her  own  mia- 
taken  way  she  has  brought  up  poor  little  Jennet,  who  has 
been  taught  to  make  a  scoff  at  religious  truths  and  ordinances, 
and  has  never  been  sufEered  to  keep  holy  the  Sabbath-day. 
Happy  and  thankf  ul  am  I,  that  no  such  evil  lessons  have  been 
taught  me,  but  rather,  that  I  have  profited  by  the  sad  example. 
In  my  own  secret  Chamber  I  have  prayed,  daily  and  nightly,  for 
both — ^prayed  that  their  hearts  might  be  tumed.  Often  have  I 
besought  my  mother  to  let  me  take  Jennet  to  church,  but  she 
never  would  consent.  And  in  that  poor  misguided  child,  dear 
young  lady,  there  is  a  stränge  mixture  of  good  and  ill.  Aifflicted 
with  personal  deformity,  and  delicate  in  health,  the  mind,  per- 
haps,  sympathising  with  the  body,  she  is  wayward,  and  uncer- 
tain  in  temper,  but  sensitive  and  keenly  alive  to  kindness,  aaid 
with  a  shrewdness  beyond  her  years.  At  the  risk  of  ofEending 
my  mother,  for  I  feit  confident  I  was  acting  rightly,  I  have 
endeavdured  to  instil  religious  principles  into  her  heart,  and  to 
inspire  her  with  a  love  of  truth.  Sometimes  she  has  listened  to 
me ;  and  I  have  observed  stränge  struggles  in  her  nature,  as  if 
the  good  were  obtaining  mastery  of  the  evil  principle,  and  I 
have  striven  the  more  to  convince  her,  and  win  her  over,  but 
never  with  entire  success,  for  my  efEorts  have  been  overcome  by 
pernicious  counsels,  and  sceptical  sneers.  Oh,  dear  young  lady, 
what  would  I  not  do  to  be  the  instrument  of  her  salvation !" 

"  You  pain  me  much  by  this  relation,  Alizon,"  said  Dorothy 
Assbeton,  who  had  listesied  with  profound  attention,  '^  and  I 
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now  wisliTnore  ardently  thaii  ieveJr  tö  take  you  from  öuch  a 
fämily." 

**  I  caüiiot  leaire  them,  däat  fching  lädy,"  l^lied  Älitöti ;  "  föir 
I  feel  I  may  be  ot  infiüite  sertice-^^peicially  to  Jemlet— by 
sfäying  Ifitü  tlieili.  Wliere  ttöre  is  a.  scml  to  be  öäted,  eöpecially 
tne  soüi  öt  öüe  dear  as  {t  eistet,  üö  säcnfiecf  ^äÄ  be  tdo  greät  td 
^ke — ^rio  pHce  too  beävy  to  päy.  Bjr  the  blefsömg  pf  H6At^  I 
böpe  to  save  hdr !  Änd  tbät  is  the  great  tie  tbät  biiidir  ifie  to  ä 
bome,  olilv  öö  in  namö.'* 

*"t  will  not  oppose  yönir  vittuotis  intöntions,  deät  Alizoii/' 
replied  Dorotliy;  "tut  I  inust  now  meütioil  a  drtfuinstanco 
in  connexion  witii  yOur  mother,  öf  t^hiöb  you  ttte  t)etiiaps  iii 
ignorance,  but  wbicb  it  is  right  you  shoold  knoW,  äiid  therefote 
ik>  f^se  delicaey  on  my  part  sbaJl  tej^räih  me  ftoirt  tnentioning 
it.  Yoüf  grandinother,  Old  Delhdike,  iö  iö  töty  iÜ  repute  iü 
Jfetidie,  and  is  ötigtiiatised  by  thö  common  f  ölk,  äüd  eren  by 
others,  as  a  witcb.  Yöur  mötnet,  too,  Äbates  in  thö  dßptobtiüm 
ättaching  tp  ber." 

'- 1  dreäded  this/^  r^lied  Alizon,  tüming  deadly  pale,  and 
trenibling  viöleiitly ;  '*  1  feared  yon  bad  heätd  the  terrible  re- 
port.  But  ob,  beliere  it  ndt !  My  poor  tnotber  is  ettilig  eüougb, 
büt  sbe  is  not  so  bad  as  tbat.    Oh.  beliete  it  not !" 

"  I  will  not  fcelieve  it,'*  said  Dotöthy^  **  sihde  «he  is  bleösed 
with  such  ä  daughter  as  you.  But  wnät  I  fö&f  is  that  you-^ 
yeu  so  Mnd,  so  göod.  So  beäütiftil-^inay  cöme  ünder  the  Same 
ban.^' 

"  I  must  ruh  this  risk  also,  in  the  goöd  wotk  I  harö  afpointed 
inyself,"  replied  AHzon.  "  If  I  am  ill  thotight  öf  by  ihen,  I  shäU 
Jiate  the  apJ)röVäl  öf  iny  consciende  to  uphold  me.  Whaterer 
betide,  änd  whatetdr  be  i^äid,  do  liöt  jüvl  thiiik  ill  ef  iuej  dear 
young  ladt.'* 

"  Fear  it  not,"  l^ttiined  Döröthy,  earüestly; 

%liile  thus  contersing,  thdy  gräduallv  Ätrayed  rtway  Irom  the 
c3ierry-tree,  and  täking  a  winaih^  path  leadilig  iä  that  direction, 
entered  the  doüv^tlttial  chttrch,  bbout  the  middle  pf  the  öoüth 
äisle.    After  ^^liig  with  wendet  änd  delight  at  the  still  tiia- 

J'estic  piUars,  fliat,  likö  ghbsts  öf  thö  döbarted  blähten,  seeüied 
o  protest  agäinst  thfe  desolätiön  äröünd  them,  they  took  their 
Way  along  wie  nave,  through  broken  äfcheSj  äiid  over  prosttäte 
Fragments  of  stö&e,  to  the  eästern  extremity  of  the  fähe^  änd 
Irving  admired  tbd  light  shäfts  and  clerestofy  Windows  ck  the 
enoir,  äs  well  äs  the  mägnificent  painted  glasis  oret  the  altar, 
they  stopped  befbre  äti  äröhed  doorWäy  on  the  tightj  iHth  two 
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Qothid  niolies)  iii  one  of  w hich  was  a  small  stone  statue  of  Saint 
Agnes  with  her  laihb,  and  in  the  other  a  similar  representation 
of  St.  Margaret,  crowned,  and  piercing  the  dragon  with  a  croBtt» 
Both  were  sculptures  of  tiiüch  merit,  a&d  it  was  tv^onderful  thej 
liad  eiK^ped  det»tl*uction«  The  door  was  closed,  but  it  easilj 
opendd  when  tried  hj  Dorothj»  änd  thej  found  themselyes  in 
a  small  but  beautifül  chapeL  What  stnick  them  chiefly  in  it 
was  a  magnificent  mönum^ät  of  whit^  marble,  enriched  with 
numerous  small  shields,  painted  and  gilt,  supporting  two 
recumbent  figuresj  repf^senting  Hefirjr  de  Lacy,  one  of  the 
f ounders  of  the  abbej,  and  his  ooAsort.  The  knight  was  cased 
i&  plate  armour,  coTered  with  a  isilrooat)  emblazoned  with  hif 
arms,  and  his  feet  resting  upon  a  hound.  This  Süperb  moliU<> 
m^t  was  wholl/  uliin^jüred»  the  paintiilg  and  gilding  being  still 
fresli  and  bright.  Behind  it  a  flag  had  been  remoVed,  disod« 
Tsring  a  flight  of  steep  stone  Stepsi  leadifig  to  a  taiüty  or  other 
■ubterranean  Chamber« 

After  looking  round  this  chapel,  Dorothj  reiäiarked)  "  Ther^ 
ifl  something  eise  that  has  just  öccürred  to  me»  When  a  child, 
a  stränge  dark  tale  was  told  me  to  the  effeot  that  thd  last  ill» 
fäted  Abbot  of  WhaUej  Md  his  djihg  curse  upon  jöur  grand« 
motheri  then  an  infant«  predicting  that  ihe  should  be  a  witeh» 
and  the  mothet  of  witchesi" 

''Ihaye  heard  the  dread  tradition,  too/'  rejoined  AÜ2<m| 
"  but  I  cannot,  will  not,  belieye  it.  An  ldl»benign  Power  will 
neyer  SEUiotion  such  terrible  imprecations/' 

"  Far  be  it  from  me  to  affirm  the  contfary/'  replied  3>orothy } 
'*  but  it  is  undoubted  that  some  families  hate  been^  and  ate, 
under  the  influence  of  an  iüevitable  fatahtj.  In  one  respe^t, 
eonnected  also  with  the  same  ünf  ortunate  prekte,  I  might  in« 
stance  our  own  f amÜj.  Abbot  Paslew  is  sftid  to  be  unluckj  to 
US  eyen  in  his  graYe.  11  sUoh  a  ctlrse>  €U9 1  hate  described,  hangi 
oyer  the  head  of  your  f amily,  all  your  efPorts  to  remoye  it  will 
be  inefEectual." 

"  I  trust  not,"  Said  Alison.  "  Oh  I  deöri:  yottog  kdy,  you  haVo 
now  penetrated  the  seeret  of  my  heArt»  The  mystery  of  my  lif e 
is  laid  open  to  you.  Disguise  it  as  I  may,  I  cannot  but  belieye 
my  mother  to  be  under  some  buieful  influence.  Her  unholy 
life,  her  stränge  actionS)  all  itopress  me  with  the  idea.  And 
there  is  the  same  tendency  in  Jennet.*' 

"  You  have  a  brother,  haye  you  not  ?'*  inqüired  Dorothy. 

"I  haye,"  retumed  Alizon,  slightiy  colouring;  "but  I  see 
little  of  him,  f  or  he  Uyes  aear  my  grftn^other^  in  Pendle  Poiresty 
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and  alwajs  ayoids  me  in  His  rare  visits  kere.  You  will  think  it 
stränge  when  I  teil  you  I  have  never  beheld  my  grandmother 
Demdike." 

''  I  am  glad  to  hear  it !"  exclaimed  Dorothy. 

"  I  have  never  even  been  to  Pendle,"  pnrsued  AHzon,  "  though 
Jennet  and  my  mother  go  there  frequently,  At  one  time  I 
mucli  wished  to  see  my  aged  relative,  and  pressed  my  mother 
to  take  me  with  her ;  but  she  refused,  and  now  I  have  no  desire 
to  go." 

"  Strange !"  exclaimed  Dorothy.  "  Everything  you  teil  me 
strengthens  the  idea  I  conceivea,  the  moment  I  saw  you,  and 
which  my  brother  also  entertained,  that  you  are  not  the  daughter 
of  Elizabeth  Device." 

"  Did  your  brother  think  this  P"  cried  Alizon,  eagerly.  But 
she  immediately  cast  down  her  eyes. 

"  He  did,"  replied  Dorothy,  not  noticing  her  confusion  "  *  It 
is  impossible,'  he  said,  'that  that  lovely  girl  can  be  sprung 
from* — ^but  I  wül  not  wound  you  by  adding  the  rest." 

"  I  cannot  disown  my  kindred,"  said  Alizon.  "  Still,  I  must 
coBf  ess  tliat  some  notions  of  the  sort  have  CFOseed  me ;  arising, 
probably,  from  my  mother's  extraordinary  treatment,  and  from 
many  other  circumstances,  which,  though  trifling  in  themselves, 
were  not  without  weight  in  leading  me  to  the  conclusion. 
Hitherto  I  have  treated  it  only  as  a  passii^  f ancy,  but  if  you 
and  Master  Eichard  Assheton" — and  her  voice  slightly  faltered 
as  she  pronounced  the  name — ''  think  so,  it  may  Warrant  me  in 
more  seriously  considering  the  matter." 

"  Do  consider  it  most  seriously,  dear  Alizon,"  cried  Dorothy. 
"  I  have  made  up  my  mind,  and  Eichard  has  made  up  his  mind, 
too,  that  you  are  not  Mother  Demdike's  grand-daughter,  nor 
Elizabeth  Device's  daughter,  nor  Jennet's  sister — ^nor  any  rela- 
tion  of  theirs.  We  are  sure  of  it,  and  we  will  have  you  of  our 
mind." 

The  fair  and  animated  Speaker  could  not  help  noticing  the 
blushes  that  mantled  Alizon's  cheeks  as  she  spoke,  but  she  attri- 
buted  them  to  other  than  the  true  cause.  Nor  did  she  mend 
the  matter  as  she  proceeded. 

"  I  am  sure  you  are  well  bom,  Alizon,"  she  said,  "  and  so  it 
will  be  f  ound  in  the  end.  And  Eichard  thinks  so,  too,  f  or  he 
said  so  to  me ;  and  Eichard  is  my  oracle,  Alizon." 

In  spite  of  herseif,  Alizon's  eyes  sparkled  with  pleasure ;  but 
she  speedily  checked  the  emotion. 

''  I  must  not  indulge  the  dream,"  she  said,  with  a  sigh. 
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"  Why  not  ?"  cried  Dorothy.  "  I  will  have  strict  inquiries 
made  as  to  your  liistory." 

**  I  cannot  consent  to  it/'  replied  Alizon.  "  I  cannot  leave 
one  who,  if  she  be  not  my  parent,  has  stood  to  me  in  that  re- 
lation.  Neither  can  I  have  her  brought  into  trouble  on  my 
acconnt.  What  will  she  tliink  of  me,  if  she  leams  I  have  in- 
diüged  such  a  notion  P  She  will  say,  and  with  truth^  that  I  am 
the  most  ungrateful  of  himian  beings,  as  well  as  the  most  im- 
natnral  of  children.  No,  dear  yoimg  lady,  it  must  not  be. 
These  fancies  are  brilliant,  but  fallacious,  and,  like  bnbbles, 
burst  as  soon  as  formed." 

**  I  admire  your  sentiments,  though  I  de  not  admit  the  justice 
of  your  reasoning,"  rejoined  Dorothy.  "It  is  not  on  your 
own  account  merely,  though  that  is  much,  that  the  secret  of 
your  birth — if  there  be  one^-ought  to  be  cleared  up ;  but,  for 
the  sake  of  those  with  whom  you  are  connected.  There  may  be 
a  mother,  like  mine,  weeping  for  you  as  lost — a  brother,  like 
Eichard,  mouming  you  as  dead.  Think  of  the  sad  hearts  your 
restoration  will  make  joyful.  As  to  Elizabeth  Device,  no  con- 
sideration  should  be  shown  her.  If  she  has  stolen  you  from 
your  parents,  as  I  suspect,  she  deserves  no  pity." 

"  All  this  is  mere  surmise,  dear  young  lady,"  replied  Alizon. 

At  this  juncture  they  were  startled,  by  seeing  an  old  woman 
come  from  behind  the  monument  and  plant  herseif  before  them. 
Both  uttered  a  cry,  and  would  have  fled,  but  a  gesture  from  the 
crone  detained  them.  Yery  old  was.  she,  and  of  stränge  and 
sinister  aspect,  almost  blind,  bent  double,  with  frosted  brows 
and  chin,  and  shaking  with  palsy. 

"  Stay  where  you  are,"  cried  the  hag,  in  an  imperious  tone. 
"I  want  to  speak  to  you.  Come  nearer  to  me,  my  pretty 
wheans  ;  nearer — nearer." 

And  as  they  complied,  drawn  towards  her  by  an  Impulse  they 
could  not  resist,  the  old  woman  caught  hold  of  Alizon's  arm, 
and  said  with  a  chuckle,  "  So  you  are  the  wench  they  call  Alizon 
Device,  eh  ?" 

"  Ay,"  replied  Alizon,  trembling  like  a  dove  in  the  talons  of  a 
hawk. 

"  Do  you  know  who  I  am  ?"  cried  the  hag,  grasping  her  yet 
more  tightly.  "  Do  you  know  who  I  am,  I  say  ?  If  not,  I  will 
teil  you.  I  am  Mother  Chattox  of  Pendle  Forest,  the  rival  of 
Mother  Demdike,  and  the  enemy  of  all  her  accursed  brood. 
Now,  do  you  know  me,  wench  ?  Men  call  me  witch.  Whether 
I  am  so  or  not,  I  have  some  power,  as  they  and  you  shall  find. 
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Mother  Deiildike  has  often  defied  tn6-^öfteti  injul*ed  M©,  but  I 
will  have  my  revenge  upon  lier — ha  !  lia !" 

"  Let  nie  go,"  cried  Alizoti,  gteaÜj  tenified. 

"  I  will  run  aüd  bi*ing  ft«öistenöe,"  ötied  Dotothy.  Atid  ehe 
flew  to  the  door,  btit  it  resiefted  her  ättempts  to  öpen  it. 

"  Come  back,"  scfeamed  the  hag;  "  Toti  ötrive  in  vain.  The 
door  is  fiast  shut-^fast  shtft.  Collie  back,  t  say.  Wbo  axe 
ytm  ?''  ühe  ädded,  ä;S  the  mäid  dvm  near^  febdt  tö  ^iHk  with 
teirot.  **  Totir  voice  is  ftü  Asshdtöh's  tdioe.-  1  möw  you  notr* 
Yoü  äre  Dotothy  A^heton-^wliey-skituiGd,  bltiö-öjred  Doröthy. 
Listen  to  me,  Dorothy.  I  owe  your  fatülly  A  gi*udge,  ftnd,  If 
ydü  provoke  me,  I  will  pä,y  it  off  ifl  pttrt  oti  yöü.  Stil*  not,  as 
yöti  Talüe  yotir  lifo." 

Hie  poor  girl  did  iiöt  dafe  to  niotd)  ftüd  Alizöti  reliläiiltöd  ae  i£ 
feföcinated  by  the  tetrible  old  Wölnan. 

"I  will  teil  yoü  Irhat  hAs  häpjjötiödi  Öot^thy,*'  pilfsned 
Mother  Chättox.  "  I  calüfe  hitkei'  tö  Whalley  öli  businesö  of 
mjr  own ;  meddlilig  with  nö  one ;  hatltiing  no  Otie.  Ti?ead  ttJ)on 
the  adder  and  it  will  bite ;  and^  when  molööted,  1  bite  likö  the 
adder.  Tonr  couöin.  Nick  Asshetöli,  öalne  in  my  way,  called 
me  *  witch,'  and  tneüftced  toö.  I  cnrded  hita—^ha  I  ha !  And 
theü  yoür  brother,  EichfitlMi-^«-*" 

*'  What  of  him,  in  Heaveti*Ä  nafne  P'  ^llfloöt  shl»ieked  Alizoti. 

"  ItoVö  this  ?"  öiclÄifted  Mother  Chattdt,  flächig  her  häfid 
oll  the  beatitig  heatt  of  thö  giri. 

"  What  of  Eichafd  Aöshetöü  ?"  refeated  Aliiön. 

"  You  lore  hiih,  I  ffeel  yoü  dö,  wölieh,**  cfled  the  öld  crone, 
with  fierce  exultation. 

"  Release  tae,  wicked  Wötnati/*  dlfied  AliÄon. 

"  Wicked,  ain  I  ?  ha !  ha !"  t^Joined  Mother  Chattox,  chuck- 
ling  maliciously,  "  because,  forsooth,  I  read  thy  heart,  and 
betray  It«  secretö.  Wicköd,  eh!  I  teil  thee,  wenchj  again, 
Richard  Assheton  id  lord  aüd  mauter  höre.  Bvery  pttlöe  in  thy 
bbsom  beats  fbr  hilii^--for  hifti  älönö.  Büt  be#are  öf  his  Icrtrö. 
Beware  of  it,  I  say.     It  shall  bring  thee  min  and  despdb'." 

"  For  pity'd  feake^  release  ttid,"  Itnplöiled  AÜHön, 

**  Not  yet,"  replied  the  inexorable  old  woman,  "  not  yet.  My 
tale  is  not  half  told.  Mf  ctiTse  feil  oö  Richard'«  head,  as  it  did 
6h  Nicholas's.  And  theli  thö  hell^^hOUnds  thoüght  tö  Catch  me ) 
but  they  Were  at  &ult.  I  tricked  them  nicely — ^ha !  ha  I  How- 
eVer,  they  took  my  Nance— tny  pretty  Najotce — they  seizöd  her, 
tmüüd  h^r,  boi«  her  to  the  Galder-Myid  th^re  siram  heri  Oufses 
Mght  6h  %h^m  all  \-*-M  !-^bUt  chlef  oh  him  l^hö  did  it  V 
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"  Who  was  he  P"  inqdii-ed  AHboö,  irelnblingly. 

"  Jem  Device,"  replied  the  old  woman — "it  was  he  who 
bötind  her — ^he  who  plungcd  her  in  the  rirer,  he  who  slrain  her. 
But  I  will  pinch  and  plague  hkn  tot  it.  I  will  strew  his  coueh 
trith  üettlee,  and  all  wholeBolne  food  shall  be  poison  to  him. 
His  blood  shall  be  as  water,  and  his  flesh  shrink  from  his  boüei» 
He  shall  waste  aii^raj  slowlj— «lolrfy-Hilowlf-=^iill  he  drops  like 
a  skeleton  into  the  gt^re  ready  digged  for  him.  AU  connected 
with  him  shall  f eel  m/  fvacj^  I  Wöuld  kill  thee  üow^  if  thou  wert 
aught  of  his." 

''  Attght  of  his !  What  meeui  joui  old  woman  P"  demanded 
AJizon. 

"  Why,  this,"  rejoined  Mother  Ohättoi,  "  and  let  the  kliow- 
ledge  work  in  thee,  to  the  Gonfüsioh  öf  Bess  Derice.  Thou  art 
not  her  daughter." 

"  It  is  as  I  thought/'  cried  Dorothj  Assheton^  roused  br  the 
inteUigence  from  her  terror. 

*'  I  teil  thee  not  this  dectet  to  ^easure  thee/'  eontiüued 
Mother  Chattox,  "  but  to  confound  Elizabeth  Derice^  I  haye 
ao  other  motive.  She  hath  proroked  mj  rengeancei  and  she 
shall  feel  it.  Thou  art  liot  her  ehild^  I  saj.  Tjie  secret  of  thjr 
birth  is  käown  to  me,  but  the  time  is  not  jet  come  for  its  dis- 
elosure.  It  shall  out,  one  daj,  to  the  confüsion  of  those  who 
offend  me.  When  thou  goest  homo  teil  thj  reputed  mother 
what  I  have  said^  änd  mark  how  she  takes  thä  Information.  Ha ! 
who  coihes  here  ?" 

The  hag's  ladt  exclamatioh  was  oecasioned  bj  the  sudden  ap- 
pearance  of  Mistress  iN'utter,  Who  opened  the  door  of  the  chapel» 
and,  staring  in  astonishiüent  at  the  group^  came  quicklj  for« 
ward. 

What  makes  joti  here,  Mother  Ohattoli  ?"  she  erled. 
I  came  here  to  avoid  pursuit,"  replied  the  old  hag,"  with  a 
e6Wed  mannet'^  and  in  äeoentB  sounding  itrangelj  submissiye 
after  her  late  infuriat^  tone» 

''  What  haVe  yoU  been  sajing  to  thefäe   girls  ?*'  demanded 
Mistress  Nuttei*,  authoritativelj. 
.    '^  Ask  them^"  the  hag  tepliedi 

"  She  declares  that  Alizon  is  not  the  daughter  of  Elizabeth 
DericCi"  efied  Dorothy  Aisheton. 

"Indeed!"  exclaimed  Mistress  Nutter,  qtdckly^  and  as  if  a 
spring  ol  exttaordinary  interest  had  been  suddenly  touched. 
"  What  reason  hast  thou  for  this  äsdertion  ?" 

"Nö  good  retuscm/'  replied  the  old  woman^  evasively,  yet 
with  eyident  apptehe6si<m  of  her  qüestioner. 


156  THE  LANCASHIRE  WITCHES. 

**  Good  reason  or  bad,  I  will  have  it,"  cried  Mistress  Kut- 
ter. 

"  What  you,  too,  take  an  interest  in  the  wench,  like  the  rest !" 
retumed  Mother  Chattox.    "  Is  she  so  yqtj  winning  ?" 

"  That  is  no  answer  to  my  question,"  said  the  lady.  "  Wliose 
child  is  she  ?" 

"AskBess  Device,  or  Mother  Demdike,"  replied  Mother 
Chattox ;  *'  they  know  more  about  the  matter  than  me." 

"I  will  have  thee  speak,  and  to  the  purpose,"  cried  the  lady, 
angrily. 

"  Many  an  one  has  lost  a  child  who  would  gladly  have  it  back 
again,"  said  the  old  hag,  mysteriously. 

"  Who  has  lost  one  ?"  asked  Mistress  Nutter. 

"  Nay,  it  passeth  me  to  teil,"  replied  the  old  woman,  with 
a£Eected  ignorance.  "  Question  those  who  stole  her.  I  have 
set  you  on  the  track.  If  you  fail  in  pursuing  it,  come  to  me. 
You  know  where  to  find  me." 

"  You  shall  not  go  thus,"  said  Mistress  Nutter.  **  I  will  have 
a  direct  answer  now." 

And  as  she  spoke,  she  waved  her  hands  twice  or  thrice  over 
the  old  woman.  In  doing  this,  her  figure  seemed  to  düate, 
and  her  countenance  underwent  a  marked  and  fearful  change. 
All  her  beauty  vanished,  her  eyes  blazed,  and  terror  sat  on  her 
wrinkled  brow.  The  hacf,  on  the  contrary,  crouched  lower 
down,  and  seemed  to  d^^kdle  less  than  £er  ordinary  size. 
Writhing  as  from  heavy  blows,  and  with  a  mixture  of  malice 
and  fear  in  her  coimtenance,  she  cried,  "  Were  I  to  speak,  you 
would  not  thank  me.     Let  me  go." 

"Answer,"  vociferated  Mistress  Nutter,  disregarding  the 
caution,  and  speaking  in  a  sharp,  piercing  voice,  strangely  con- 
trasting  with  her  ordinaiy  utterance.  "Answer,  I  say,  or  I 
will  beat  thee  to  the  dust." 

And  she  continued  her  gestures,  while  the  sufferings  of  the 
old  hag  evidently  increased,  and  she  crouched  nearer  and  nearer 
to  the  ground,  moaning  out  the  words,  "  Do  not  force  me  to 
speak.    You  will  repent  it ! — ^you  will  repent  it !" 

"Do  not  torment  her  thus,  madam,"  cried  Alizon,  who  with 
Dorothy  looked  at  the  stränge  scene  with  mingled  apprehen- 
sion  and  wonderment.  "  Much  as  I  desire  to  know  the  secret  of 
my  birth,  I  would  not  obtain  it  us." 

As  she  uttered  these  words,  the  old  woman  contrived  to  shuffle 
off,  and  disappeared  behind  the  tomb. 

"Why  did  you  interpose,  Alizon,"  cried  Mistress  Nutter, 
somewhat   angrily,    and   dropping  her  hands,     "You  broke 
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the  power  I  had  OTer  her.  I  would  have  compelled  her  to 
speak." 

"  I  thank  you,  gracious  lady,  for  yotir  consideration,"  replied 
Alizon,  gratefully ;  "  but  the  sight  was  too  painful." 

"What  has  become  of  her — ^where  is  she  gone?"  cried 
Dorothy,  peeping  behind  the  tomb.  '*  She  has  crept  into  this 
Tault,  I  suppose." 

"Do  not  trouble  yourself  about  her  more,  Dorothy,"  said 
Mistress  Nutter,  resuming  her  wonted  voiee  and  wonted  looks. 
**  Let  US  retnrn  to  the  house.  Thus  much  is  ascertained,  Alizon, 
that  you  are  no  child  of  your  supposed  parent.  Wait  a  little, 
and  the  rest  shall  be  found  out  for  you.  And,  meantime,  be 
assured  that  I  take  streng  interest  in  you." 

"  That  we  all  do,"  added  Dorothy. 

"Thank  you!  thank  you!"  exclaimed  Alizon,  ahnest  over- 
povered. 

With  this  they  went  f  orth,  and  traversing  the  shaf  ted  aisle, 
quitted  the  conTentual  church,  and  took  their  way  along  the 
alley  leading  to  the  garden. 

"  Say  not  a  word  at  present  to  Elizabeth  Device  of  the  Infor- 
mation you  have  obtained,  Alizon,"  observed  Mistress  Nutter. 
"  I  have  reasons  for  this  counsel,  which  I  will  afterwards  ex- 
plain  to  you.  And  do  you  keep  silence  on  the  subject,  Dorothy." 

"  May  I  not  teil  Eichard  ?"  said  the  young  lady. 

"  Not  Eichard — not  anv  one,"  retumed  Mistress  Nutter,  "  or 
you  may  seriously  affect  Alizon's  prospects." 

"  You  have  cautioned  me  in  time,"  cried  Dorothy,  "  for  here 
comes  my  brother  with  our  cousin  Nicholas." 

And  as  she  spoke,  a  tum  in  the  alley  showed  Eichard  and 
Nicholas  Assheton  advancing  towards  them. 

A  stränge  revolution  had  been  produced  in  Alizon's  feelings 
by  the  events  of  the  last  half-hour.  The  opinions  expressed  by 
Dorothy  Assheton,  as  to  her  birth,  had  been  singularly  confirmed 
by  Mother  Chattox ;  but  could  reliance  be  p&ced  on  the  old 
woman's  assertions  ?  Might  they  not  have  been  made  with  a 
mischievous  intent  ?  And  was  it  not  possible,  nay,  probable, 
that,  in  her  place  of  concealment  behind  the  tomb,  the  vindictive 
hag  had  overheard  the  previous  conversation  with  Dorothy,  and 
based  her  own  declaration  upon  it  ?  All  these  suggestions 
occurred  to  Alizon,  but  the  previous  idea  having  once  gained 
admission  to  her  breast,  soon  established  itself  firmly  there,  in 
gpite  of  doubts  and  misgivings,  and  began  to  mix  itself  np  with 
new  thoughts  and  wishes,  with  which  other  persons  were  con- 
nected ;  for  she  could  not  help  fancying  she  might  be  well-bom, 
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pjid  if  so,  the  va»st  distance  heretofore  existing  between  lier  and 
lüchard  Assheton  might  be  greatly  diminished,  if  not  altogether 
T^moyed.  So  rapid  is  the  progjress  of  tliouglit,  that  only  a  few 
minutea  were  required  for  this  loi^g  train  of  reflections  to  paßs 
through  her  mii^},  ßjid  it  was  merelj  put  to  Qight  bj  the 
^pproach  of  the  maii^  object  of  l^r  tl^oughts. 

On  joining  the  party,  Eichard  Assheton  saw  pjainly  tha| 
^omething  h^  happene4  $  but  as  bpth  his  sister  ai^d  44izon 
laboured  under  evident}  embarr^sment,  I^e  abstai^ed  fvom.  i^ak- 
iiig  inquiries  as  to  its  cause  for  the  presenfi,  hopipg  a  bettest 
opportunitj  of  doiug  so  would  occur,  and  t}ie  coftversatio^  w%9 
kept  up  by  Nicholas  Assheton,  who  d^scribed,  in  his  wonte4 
liyely  manner,  the  encounter  wit}i  Motheir  Chattpx  ai^d  IST^Gd 
Redfeme,  the  swimming  of  tfee  lütter,  and  the  triekßry  and 
pu^ishment  of  Pottß.  Punog  the  r^^tal,  ]lk[iM^re(^  Jlii^tter  often 
glanced  uneasily  at  the  two  girls,  but  neither  of  them  o£Eere4 
any  interruptioji  untU  Jliplipl^  ^^  fipi§^^d,  wben  PorotAy, 
tq.king  her  brothef'fi  h^bnd,  ^d,  witb  ^  Ipo^  q^  a#ectJLO|iate 
admiration,  "  You  acted  like  yourself,  (J^f  Biqhp.rd." 

Alizon  did  not  yei^^ure  tQ  give  utti^ance  tp  ^he  sapie  senti- 
ip.ent,  but  ber  look^  plai^ly  expressed  it. 

^'  I  only  wisb  you  had  punißlie4  that  cpiel  J^ip,es  Device,  ßM 
well  ^8  S3,ved  poor  Nance,    ^dded  Porothy. 

"  Hush !"  exclAinjed  lS^chfl.r4,  gjanping  at  Alizon. 

*•  You  pe^d  ftot  be  a^aid  of  hurting  he?:  feelings,"  cried  the 
young  lady.     "  She  doe«  pot  wipd  biijc^^  now." 

"  Wb^'t  do  you  pae^ft,  Dorotby  ?"  cr^pd  Bich^d,  in  surprise. 

"  Oh,  nothihg — nothipg,*-  fihß  replied,  hastily. 

"  Perhaps  you  wiJi  expTaii^/^  said  Eix?hard  to  Alizon. 

"Indeed  t  cannot,"  she  answered,  jijl  confusion. 

"  You  wojjld  havö  laughed  to  see  Potts  creep  out  of  the  river," 
said  Nicholas,  turning  to  I>orp|;hy;  '*he  looked  just  like  ^ 
drowned  rat-—ba ! — ^ha !" 

"  You  h^ve  inade  a  bitter  enemy  of  him,  Uicholas,"  observed 
IJJistreßs  NiLitter ;  *'  so  look  well  to  yourself ." 

^*  I  heed  tim  ftot,"  rejoined  tl^  squire ;  "  he  knows  me  now 
too  weil  to  ffieddle  with  me  ag^,  and  J.  ßhoM  take  good  care 
i^ow  I  put  n^ysßlf  in  l|is  power.  One  thing  I  may  mention,  to 
i^bow  tue  inipptpnt  malice  of  ithe  knave.  Just  as  he  was  setting 
o#,  he  sg,id,  *  Thi«  is  iiot  the  only  discovery  of  witchcraft  I  have 
njiade  to-d^^y.    I  have  ai^other  case  nearer  home.'     What  could 

"  I  Iqipw  QPt/'  replißd  Mistress  JjTutter,  a  shade  of  disquietudo 
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pasgii^  ater  her  oonntenaiioe.  "  Bot  he  is  qoite  oapable  oC 
brmgiBg  the  duurge  agamst  you  ar  anj  of  us." 

^He  is  so,"  wd  Nieholas.  "Aft«  what  has  oocoFred,  I 
wonder  whether  he  will  go  oweat  to  Boo^  Lee  to-morrow? 

**  Yerj  likelj  not,"  i^^ed  MistreBs  Kuttor ;  and  in  that  eaae 
Marter  Boger  ^oweU  must  piovide  acmie  oiher  p«rs<m  oompe- 
tent  to  examine  the  boondarj-line  of  the  propertiee  4m  his 
behalf.«' 

"  Then  you  are  eonfident  of  the  adjudication  being  in  your 
favegr  ?"  said  Nieholas. 

"  Quite  so,"  replied  IfjstieBS  Natter,  with*  a   self-satisfted 

smile. 

"The  resnlt,  I  hope,  may  justify  your  expectation,"  said 
Niohol^ ;  '^  but  it  is  rig^t  to  teü  you,  that  Sir  Balph,  in  con- 
soitiiig  to  postpone  Ms  deeision,  has  only  done  so  out  ol 
consideration  to  you.  if  the  diyision  of  ihe  properties  be  as 
T^fGStesxißd  hj  hun,  Mast^  Nowell  wiU  unquestionably  obtain 
Wi  9^ward  in  his  faFour." 

"  TJnder  such  circumstances  he  may,"  said  Mistress  Nutte»  i 
^'  but  you  will  find  the  eontrary  tum  out  to  be  the  faot.     I  will 
show  you  a  plan  I  have  had  lately  prepared,  i^d  you  ean  then. 
judge  for  yourself." 

'^  While  thus  Converting,  the  party  passed  through  a  door  in 
the  high  stone  wall  dividing  the  garden  from  the  court,  and 
propeeded  towards  the  principal  ^i^ance  of  the  mansion.  Bullt 
oi}t  of  the  ruins  of  the  Abbey,  which  had  served  as  a  yery  oon« 
venient  qi^orry  for  the  construction  of  this  edifice,  as  well  as  for 
Portfield,  the  house  was  large  and  irregulär,  planned  chiefly  with 
the  vißw  of  embodying  part  of  the  old  abbot's  lodging,  and 
consistipg  of  a  wide  front,  with  two  wings,  one  of  which  looked 
into  the  court,  and  the  other,  comprehending  the  long  gallery, 
into  the  garden.  The  old  north-east  gate  of  the  Abbey,  with  its 
lofty  archway  and  embattled  walls,  served  as  an  entrance  to  the 
great  court-yard,  and  at  its  wichet  ordinarily  stood  Ned  Huddie- 
stone, the  porter,  though  he  was  absmit  on  the  present  occasioni 
beijig  occupied  with  the  May^day  festivities.  Immediately  oppo- 
site  the  gateway  sprang  a  flight  of  stone  steps,  with  a  double 
landii^g-place  and  a  broad  balustrade  of  the  same  material,  on 
thß  lowßst  pillaj  of  which  was  placed  a  large  escutcheon  sculp- 
tured  with  the  arms  of  the  family — argent,  a  mullet,  sable — 
with  a  rebus  on  the  name — an  ash  on  a  tun.  The  great  door  to 
which  these  steps  conducted  stood  wide  open,  and  before  it,  on 
the  Upper  landing-place,  were  collected  Ladv  Assheton,  Mistress 
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Braddyll,  Mistress  Nicbolas  Assheton,  and  some  other  dames, 
laughing  and  conversing  together.  Some  long-eared  spaniels, 
favourites  of  the  lady  of  the  house,  were  chasing  each  other  np 
and  down  tlie  steps,  disturbing  the  slumbers  of  a  conple  of  fine 
bloodhounds  in  the  court-yard ;  or  persecutmg  the  proud  peaf owl 
that  strutted  about  to  (fisplaj  their  gorgeous  plumage  to  the 
spectators. 

On  seeing  the  party  approach,  Lady  Assheton  came  down  to 
meet  them. 

"  You  have  been  long  absent,"  she  said  to  Dorothy ;  "  but  I 
Buppose  you  have  been  exploring  the  ruins  ?" 

**  Yes,  we  have  not  left  a  hole  or  comer  unvisited,"  was  the 
reply. 

"  That  is  right,"  said  Lady  Assheton.  "  I  knew  you  would 
make  a  good  guido,  Dorothy.  Of  course  you  have  often  seen 
the  old  conventual  church  before,  Alizon  ?" 

"  I  am  ashamed  to  say  I  have  not,  your  ladyship/*  she  replied. 

"  Indeed !"  exclaimed  Lady  Assheton ;  "  and  yet  you  have  lived 
all  your  lifo  in  the  village  ?" 

"Quito  true,  your  ladyship,"  answered  Alizon;  "but  these 
ruins  have  been  prohibited  to  me." 

"  Not  by  US,"  said  Lady  Assheton :  "  they  are  open  to  every  one." 

"  I  was  forbidden  to  visit  them  by  my  mother,"  said  Alizon. 
And  f  or  the  first  time  the  word  "  mother  "  seemed  stränge  to  her. 

Lady  Assheton  looked  surprised,  but  made  no  remark,  and 
mounting  the  steps,  led  the  way  to  a  spacious  though  not  very 
lofty  Chamber,  with  huge  uncovered  rafters,  and  a  floor  of 
polished  oak.  Over  a  great  fireplace  at  one  side,  f umished  with 
immense  andirons,  himg  a  noble  pair  of  antlers,  and  similar 
trophies  of  the  chase  were  affixed  to  other  parts  of  the  walls. 
Here  and  there  were  likewise  hung  rusty  skull-caps,  breastplates, 
two-handed  and  single-handed  swordüs,  maces,  halberts,  and 
arquebuses,  with  chain-shirts,  buff-jerkins,  matchlocks,  and  other 
warlike  implements,  amongst  which  were  several  shields  painted 
with  the  arms  of  the  Asshetons  and  their  aUiances.  High- 
backed  chairs  of  gilt  leather  were  ranged  against  the  waUs,  and 
ebony  cabinets  inlaid  with  ivory  were  set  between  them  at 
intervals,  supporting  rare  specimens  of  glass  and  earthenware. 
Opposite  the  fireplace,  stood  a  large  clock,  curiously  painted  and 
decorated  with  emblematical  devices,  with  the  signs  of  the 
zodiac,  and  provided  with  movable  figures  to  strike  the  hours  on 
a  bell ;  while  f rom  the  centre  of  the  roof  himg  a  great  chande- 
lier  of  stag's  hom. 

Lady  Assheton  did  not  tarry  long  within  the  entrance-hall,  f  or 


THE  LANG ASIIIRE  WITCHES.  1(51 

such  it  was,  but  conducted  her  guests  through  an  arched  door- 
way  on  the  right  into  the  long  gallery.  One  hundred  and  fiftj 
feet  in  length,  and  proportionatelj  wide  and  loftj,  this  vast 
Chamber  had  undeigone  utile  change  since  its  original  construc- 
tion  bj  the  old  owners  of  the  Abbey.  Panelled  and  floored  with 
lustrous  oak,  andhung  in  some  parts  with  antique  tapestry, 
rej^resenting  scriptural  subjects,  one  side  was  pierced  with  loftj 
pomted  Windows,  looking  out  upon  the  garden,  while  the 
southem  extremity  boasted  a  magnificent  window,  with  heavj 
stone  mullions,  though  of  more  recent  workmanship  than  the 
framework,  comnian£ng  Whalley  Nab  and  the  river.  The  f umi- 
ture  of  the  apartment  was  grand  but  gloomy,  and  consisted  of 
antique  chairs  and  tables  belonging  to  the  Abbey.  Some  curious 
ecclesiastical  sculptures,  wood  carvings,  and  saintly  images,  were 
placed  at  intervals  near  the  walls,  and  on  the  upper  panels  were 
hung  a  row  of  famüy  portraits. 

Quitting  the  rest  of  the  Company,  and  proceeding  to  the 
southem  window,  Dorothy  invited  Alizon  and  her  brother  to 
place  themselves  beside  her  on  the  cushioned  seats  of  the  deep 
embrasure.  Little  conversation,  however,  ensued ;  Alizon*s 
heart  being  too  füll  for  utterance,  and  recent  occurrences 
engrossing  Dorothy's  thoughts,  to  the  exclusion  of  everything 
eise.  Having  made  one  or  two  imsuccessful  efforts  to  engage 
them  in  talk,  Eichard  likewise  lapsed  into  silence,  and  gazed 
out  on  the  lovely  scenery  before  him.  The  evening  has  been 
described  as  beautiful ;  and  the  swift  Calder,  as  it  hurried  by, 
was  tinged  with  rays  of  the  declining  sun,  whilst  the  woody 
heights  of  Whalley  Nab  were  steeped  in  the  same  rosy  light. 
But  the  view  f  ailed  to  interest  Eichard  in  his  präsent  mood,  and 
after  a  brief  survey,  he  stole  a  look  at  Alizon,  and  was  surprised 
to  find  her  in  tears. 

"  What  saddening  thoughts  cross  you,  fair  girl  ?"  he  inquired, 
with  deep  interest. 

"I  can  hardly  account  for  my  sudden  despondency,"  she 
replied ;  "  but  I  have  heard  that  great  happiness  is  the  precursor 
of  dejection,  and  the  saying,  I  suppose,  must  be  true,  for  I  have 
been  happier  to-day  than  I  ever  was  before  in  my  life.  But  the 
feeling  of  sadness  is  now  past,"  she  added,  smiling. 

"  I  am  glad  of  it,"  said  Eichard.  "  May  I  not  know  what  has 
occurred  to  you?" 

"  Not  at  present,"  interposed  Dorothy ;  but  I  am  sure  you 
will  be  pleased  when  you  are  made  acquainted  with  the  circum- 
stance.    I  would  teil  you  now,  if  I  might." 

M 
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''  May  I  guess  F"  said  Richard. 

"  I  don't  know/'  rejoined  Dorothy,  who  was  dying  to  teil  him. 

"  May  he  ?" 

"  Oh  no,  no !"  cried  Alizon. 

"  You  are  very  perverse,"  said  Bichard,  with  a  look  of  dis- 
appointment.  "There  can  be  no  hatm  in  guessingj  and  yon 
can  please  yourself  as  to  giying  an  antwer.  I  fancy,  then,  that 
Alizon  has  made  some  disoovery." 

Dorothy  nodded. 

*  Belatiye  to  her  parentage  P"  pursued  Eichard. 

Another  nod. 

''  She  has  fonnd  out  she  is  not  Elizabeth  Derice's  danghter  f " 
said  Eichard. 

**  Some  witch  must  have  told  you  this  V*  exclaimed  Dorothy. 

^'Have  I  indeed  guessed  rightlyp''  cried  Eichftrd,  with  an 
eagerness  that  startled  his  sister.  "  Do  not  keep  me  in  suspense. 
Speak  plainly." 

'*  How  am  I  to  answer  him,  Alizon  P"  said  Dorothy. 

**  Nay,  do  not  appeal  to  me,  dear  young  lady/'  she  answered, 
blushing. 

"  I  have  gone  too  far  to  retreat,"  rejoined  Dorothy,  "  and 
therefore,  despite  Mistress  Nutter*8  interdiction,  the  truth  shall 
out.  You  have  guessed  shrewdly,  Eichard.  A  discovery  has 
been  made — ^a  very  great  discovery.  Alizon  is  not  the  daughter 
of  Elizabeth  Device." 

"  The  intelligence  delights  me,  though  it  scarcely  surprises 
me,"  cried  Eichard,  gazing  with  heartfelt  pleasure  at  the  blush- 
ing girl ;  "  for  I  was  sure  of  the  fact  from  the  first.  Nothing 
so  good  and  so  charming  as  Alizon  could  spring  from  so  foul  a 
source.  How  and  by  what  means  you  have  derived  this  infor- 
mation,  as  well  as  whose  daughter  you  are,  I  shall  wait  patiently 
to  learn.  Enough  for  me  you  are  not  the  sister  of  James  Device 
— enough  you  are  not  the  grandchild  of  Mother  Demdike." 

"  You  know  all  I  know,  in  knowing  thus  much,"  replied  Alizon, 
timidly.  "  And  secrecy  has  been  enjoined  by  Mistress  Nutter,  in 
Order  that  the  rest  may  be  f ound  out.  But  oh !  should  the  hopes 
I  have — perhaps  too  hastily — indulged,  prove  fallacious " 

"They  cannot  be  fallacious,  AHzon,"  interrupted  Eichard, 
eagerly.  "  On  that  score  rest  easy.  Your  connexion  with  that 
wretched  family  is  for  ever  broken.  But  I  can  see  the  necessity 
of  caution,  and  shall  observe  it.  And  so  Mistress  Nutter  takes 
an  interest  in  you  ?" 

"  The  strengest,"  replied  Dorothy ;  "  but  see !  she  comes  this 
way." 
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Bat  we  mxiBt  now  go  back  f or  a  slioii;  space. 
While  MistreBs  Nutter  and  Nicholas  were  teated  At  a  table 
examming  a  plan  of  the  Eougb  Lee  estates,  tbe  latter  was 

Seatly  astonisbed  to  see  tbe  (loor  open  and  gire  admittance  to 
aster  Potts,  wbo  be  fancied  sntiglj  Ijing  between  a  conplc  of 
blankets  at  tbe  Dragon.  Tbe  attornej  was  clad  in  a  riding-dress, 
wbich  be  bad  excbanged  for  bis  wet  babiliments,  and  was  ac- 
eompanied  by  Sir  Balpb  Assbeton  and  Master  Boger  Nowell. 
On  seeing  Nicbolas,  be  instantly  stepped  up  to  bim. 

*'  Aba !  sqoire,"  be  eried,  "  you  did  not  expeot  to  see  me  again 
•0  soon,  eb  r  A  pottle  of  bot  sack  pnt  mj  blood  into  cirotilatioii, 
and  baring,  luckilj,  a  cbange  of  raiment  in  my  tralise,  I  am  All 
rigbt  again.    Not  so  easily  got  rid  of,  you  see  l* 

'*  So  it  appears,"  replied  Nicbolas,  laugbing, 

"  We  bave  a  trifling  account  to  settle  togetber,  sir,*'  Said  the 
attotneji  potting  on  a  serious  look. 

"Wbenever  you  please,  sir,"  replied  Niobolasi  good<*btt- 
mouredly,  tapping  tbe  hilt  of  bis  sword. 

"  Not  in  tbat  way,"  cried  Potts,  darting  quiokly  back.  "  I 
never  figbt  witb  tbose  weapons — never.  Onr  dispute  must  be 
settled  in  a  court  of  law,  sir — in  a  ccmrt  of  law.  You  under- 
stand,  Master  Nicbolas  P" 

"  Tliei^  is  a  sbrewd  maxiin,  Master  Potts,  tbat  be  wbo  is  bis 
gwn  lawyer  bas  a  fool  for  bis  dient,"  observed  Nicbolas,  dryly. 
"Would  it  not  be  better  to  stick  to  tbe  defence  of  otbers,  ratber 
thanpractise  in  your  own  bebalf  ?" 

^  ^o^  ^^^^  expressed  my  opinion,  Master  Nicbolas,"  obserred 
Boger  Nowell;  ^'andl  bope  Master  Potts  will  not  commenoe 
anyacUoB  on  bis  own  account  tili  be  bas  finisbed  my  busi- 


ness." 


"  Assuredly  not,  sir,  since  you  desire  it,"  replied  tbe  attomey, 
obsequiously.  **  But  my  motives  must  not  be  mistaken.  I  bare 
a  dear  oase  of  assault  and  battery  against  Master  Nicbolas 
Assbeton,  or  I  may  proceed  against  bim  criminally  for  an 
attempt  on  my  life." 

"Have  you  given  bim  no  provocation,  sir?"  demanded  Sir 
Balpb,  sternly. 

No  provocation  can  justify  tbe  treatment  I  bave  experienoed, 
Sir  Balpb,"  replied  Potts.  "  However,  to  sbow  I  am  a  man  of 
p6ace,  and  barbour  no  resentment,  bowever  just  grounds  I  may 
bave  for  sucb  a  f eeling,  I  am  wiUing  to  make  up  tbe  matter  witb 
Master  Nicbolas,  provided " 

''He  offers  you  a  bandsome  consideration,  ebP"  said  tbe 
squire. 
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"  Provided  he  offers  me  a  handsome  apology — such  as  a  gen- 
tleman  may  accept,"  rejoined  Potts,  consequentially. 

"  And  which  he  will  not  refuse,  I  am  sure,"  said  Sir  Ralph, 
glancing  at  his  cousin. 

"  I  should  certainly  be  sorry  to  have  drowned  you,"  said  the 
squire — "  very  sorry." 

"  Enough — enough — ^I  am  content,"  cried  Potts,  holding  out 
his  hand,  which  Nicholas  grasped  with  an  energy  that  brought 
tears  into  the  little  man's  eyes. 

"  I  am  glad  the  matter  is  amicably  adjusted,"  observed  Eoger 
Nowell,  "  for  I  suspect  both  parties  have  been  to  blame.  And  I 
must  now  request  you,  Master  Potts,  to  forego  your  search  and 
inquiries  after  witches,  tili  such  time  as  you  have  settled  this 
question  of  the  boundary-line  for  me.  One  matter  at  a  time, 
my  good  sir." 

"  But,  Master  Nowell,"  cried  Potts,  "  my  much  esteemed  and 
Singular  good  client " 

"  I  will  have  no  nay,"  interrupted  Nowell,  peremptorily. 

"  Hum !"  muttered  Potts ;  "  I  shall  lose  the  best  chance  of 
distinction  ever  thrown  in  my  way." 

"  I  care  not,"  said  Nowell. 

"  Just  as  you  came  up,  Master  Nowell,"  observed  Nicholas, "  I 
was  examining  a  plan  of  the  disputed  estates  in  Pendle  Forest. 
It  differs  from  yours,  and,  if  correct,  certainly  substantiates 
Mistress  Nutter's  claim. 

"  I  have  mine  with  me,"  replied  Nowell,  producing  a  plan,  and 
opening  it.  "  We  can  compare  the  two,  if  you  please.  The  line 
runs  thus :  From  the  f oot  of  Pendle  Hill,  beginning  with  Barley 
Booth,  the  boundary  is  marked  by  a  stone  wall,  as  f ar  as  certain 
fields  in  the  occupation  of  John  Ogden.     Is  it  not  so  ?" 

"  It  is,"  replied  Nicholas,  comparing  the  statement  with  the 
other  plan. 

"  It  then  runs  on  in  a  northerly  direction,"  pursued  Nowell, 
towards  Burst  Clough,  and  here  the  landmarks  are  certain  stones 
placed  in  the  moor,  one  hundred  yards  apart,  and  giving  me 
twenty  acres  of  this  land,  and  Mistress  Nutter  ten." 

"  On  the  contrary,"  replied  Nicholas.  "  This  plan  gives  Mis- 
tress Natter  twenty  acres,  and  you  ten." 

"  Then  the  plan  is  wrong,"  cried  Nowell,  sharply. 

"  It  has  been  carefully  prepared,"  said  Mistress  Nutter,  who 
had  approached  the  table. 

"  No  matter ;  it  is  wrong,  I  say,"  cried  Nowell,  angrily. 

"  You  see  where  the  landmarks  are  placed,  Master  Nowell," 
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Bald  Nicholas,  pointing  to  the  measurement.  '^  I  merelj  go  by 
them." 

<<  The  landmarks  are  improperly  placed  in  that  plan/'  cried 
NowelL 

**  I  will  ezamine  them  myself  to-morrow,"  said  Potts,  taking 
out  a  large  memorandum-book ;  "  there  cannot  be  an  error  oi 
ten  acres — ten  perches — or  ten  feet,  possibly — ^but  acres— 
pshaw !" 

"  Laugb  as  jou  please ;  but  go  on,"  said  Mistress  Nutter. 

"WeU,  then,"  pursued  Nicnolas,  "the  line  approaches  the 
baok  of  a  rirulet,  called  Moss  Brook — a  rare  place  f or  woodcocks 
and  snipes  that  Moss  Brook,  I  maj  remark — the  land  on  the  left 
consisting  of  five  acres  of  waste  land,  marked  bj  a  sheepf old, 
and  two  posts  set  up  in  a  line  with  it,  belonging  to  Mistress 
Nutter." 

"  To  Mistress  Nutter  I*'  exclaimed  Nowell,  indignantly.  "  To 
me,  JOU  mean." 

"  It  is  here  set  down  to  Mistress  Nutter,"  said  Nicholas. 

"  Then  it  is  set  down  wrongfully,"  cried  Nowell.  "  That  plan 
is  altogether  incorrect." 

"  On  which  side  of  the  field  does  the  rivulet  flow  ?"  inquired 
Potts. 

"  On  the  right,"  replied  Nicholas. 

«  On  the  left,"  cried  Nowell. 

"  There  must  be  some  extraordinary  mistake,"  said  Potts.  **  I 
shaU  make  a  note  of  that,  and  examine  it  to-morrow. — N.B. 
Waste  land — sheepfold — rivulet  called  Moss  Brook,  flowing  on 
the  left." 

"  On  the  right,"  cried  Mistress  Nutter. 

"  That  remains  to  be  seen,"  rejoined  Potts ;  "  I  have  made  the 
entry  as  on  the  left." 

"  Go  on,  Master  Nicholas,"  said  Nowell,  "  I  should  like  to  see 
how  many  other  errors  that  plan  contains." 

"  Passing  the  rivulet,"  pursued  the  squire, "  we  come  to  a  foot- 
path  leading  to  the  limestone  quarry,  about  which  there  cäu  be 
no  mistake.  Then  by  Cat  Gallows  Wood  and  Swallow  Hole ; 
and  then  by  another  path  to  Worston  Moor,  skirting  a  hut  in 
the  occupation  of  James  Device — ha !  ha !  Master  Jem,  are  you 
here  ?  I  thought  you  dwelt  with  your  grandmother  at  Malkin 
Tower — excuse  me,  Master  Nowell,  but  one  must  relieve  the  dul- 
ness  of  this  plan  by  an  exclamation  or  so — and  here  being  waste 
land  again,  the  landmarks  are  certain  stones  set  at  intervals 
towards  Hook  Cliff,  and  giving  Mistress  Nutter  two-thirds  of 
the  whole  moor,  and  Master  Eoger  Nowell  one-third," 
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*'  Falso  again/'  cried  Nowell,  furiously.  **  The  two*thirds  are 
mine,  the  one-third  Mistress  Nutter's." 

''  Somebodj  must  be  veiy  wrong,"  cried  Nicholaa. 

"  Very  wrong,  indeed,"  added  Potts ;  "  and  I  suspect  that  that 
Bomeboay  is— ^" 

**  Master  Nowell,"  said  Mistreis  Nutter. 

"  Mistress  Nutter/'  cried  Master  Nowell. 

"  Both  are  wrong  and  both  right,  according  to  your  own  sbow- 
ing,"  said  Nicholas,  laughing. 

**  To-morrow  will  decide  the  quesüon,"  said  Potts. 

^*  Better  wait  tili  then/'  interposed  Sir  BaljplL  "  Take  both 
plans  with  you,  and  you  will  tben  ascertain  which  is  correot.'* 

"  Agreed/'  cried  Nowell.    "  Here  is  mine." 

**  And  here  is  xnine/'  said  Mistress  Natter.  ''  I  will  abide  by 
the  investigation." 

^<  And  Master  Potts  and  I  will  verify  the  Statements/'  said 
Nicholas. 

"  We  will,  sir,"  replied  the  attomey,  putting  his  memorandum- 
boo^  in  his  pooket.    **  We  will." 

The  plans  were  then  delivered  to  the  custody  of  Sir  Ealph, 
who  promised  to  band  tiiem  over  to  Potts  and  "Nicholas  on  the 
morrow. 

The  party  then  separated ;  Mistress  Nutter  shapingher  course 
towards  the  window  where  Alizon  and  the  two  other  young 
people  were  seated,  while  Potts,  plucking  the  squire's  sleeye, 
said,  with  a  rery  mysterious  Look,  that  he  desired  a  word  with 
him  in  private.  Wondering  what  could  be  the  nature  of  the 
communication  the  attomey  desired  to  make,  Nicholas  withdrew 
with  him  into  a  corner ;  and  Nowell,  who  saw  them  retire,  and 
could  not  hdp  watching  them  with  some  curiosity,  remarked 
that  the  squire's  hilarious  countenance  feil  as  he  listened  to  the 
attomey,  while,  on  the  contraxy,  the  features  of  the  latter 
gleamed  with  malicious  satisfaction. 

Meanwhile,  Mistress  Nutter  approached  Alizon,  and  beckoning 
her  towards  her,  they  quitted  the  room  together.  As  the  young 
girl  went  forth,  she  cast  a  wistfuL  look  at  Dorothy  and  her 
brother. 

**  Tou  think  with  me,  that  that  lovely  girl  is  well  bom  ?"  said 
Dorothy,  as  Alizon  disappeared. 

"  It  were  heresy  to  doubt  it,"  answered  Eichard. 

"  Shall  I  teil  you  another  secret?*'  she  continned,  regarding 
him  fizedly — "  if ,  indeed,  it  be  a  secret ;  f  or  you  must  be  sadly 
wanting  in  discemment  if  you  have  not  f ound  it  out  ere  this. 
^he  loves  you." 
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^Sor«»thj  V*  exclaimed  Eichard. 

"  I  am  ßure  of  it,"  she  rejoined.  "  Bufc  I  would  not  teil  you 
tut)  if  l  wtr«  aot  quite  equalljr  iure  tbat  jou  love  her  in 
retnm." 

"  On  mj  fftith,  Daxoihj,  tou  gxT©  jourself  credit  f or  wonderful 
Penetration/'  oried  Biohard, 

''Kot  a  wbit  more  thaa  I  am  entitled  to/'  ehe  answered. 
''  Kay,  it  will  not  do  to  attempt  conoealment  with  me.  If  I  had 
not  been  (certain  of  the  matter  before,  jour  manner  now  would 
conTince  me.  I  am  very  glad  of  it.  Sne  will  make  a  cbarming 
•iiter,  and  I  ahall  be  very  fond  of  her.'' 

'^How  you  do  run  on,  madeap!"  cried  her  brother,  trying  to 
look  displeased,  but  totally  failing  in  aisuming  the  expresfion. 

^'  fltranger  thinge  have  come  to  pass/'  said  Dorotby ;  *'  and 
one  reads  in  story-books  of  young  nobles  marrying  viUa^ 
maidens  in  spite  ot  parental  Opposition.  I  dare  eay  you  will 
gft  nobod/s  GonBent  to  the  marriage  but  mine,  Bichard.'' 

**  I  dare  say  not/'  he  replied,  rather  blankly. 

''That  ie,  if  die  should  not  turn  out  to  be  eomebody's 
dangbter,"  pursued  Dorothy ;  ^  somebody,  I  mean,  quite  as  great 
as  the  heir  of  Middleton,  which  I  make  no  doubt  she  will." 

"  I  hope  she  may,"  repUed  Eichard. 

"  Why,  you  don't  mean  to  say  you  wouldn't  marry  her  if  she 
didn't  P"  cried  Dorothy.    "  I'm  ashamed  of  you,  Eichard." 

^'It  would  remove  all  Opposition,  at  all  events,"  said  her 
brother. 

"  So  it  would,"  said  Dorothy ;  "  and  now  I'll  teil  you  another 
notion  of  mine,  Eichard.  Somehow  or  other,  it  has  coniie  into 
my  head  that  Alizon  is  the  daughter  of — ^whom  do  you  think  P" 

"  Whom  ?"  he  cried. 

''  Guess,"  she  rejoined. 

**  I  ean't,"  he  exclaimed,  impatiently. 

"Well,  then,  I'll  teil  you  without  more  ado,"  she  answered. 
''  Mind,  it's  only  my  notion,  and  I've  no  precise  grounds  for  it. 
But,  in  my  opinion,  she's  the  daughter  of  the  lady  who  has  just 
left  the  room." 

"  Of  Mistress  Nutter !"  ejaculated  Eichard,  starting.  "  What 
makes  you  think  so  ?" 

"  The  extraordinary  and  otherwise  unaccountable  interest  she 
takes  in  her,"  re^lied  Dorothy.  "  And  if  you  recollect,  Mistress 
Nutter  had  an  infant  daughter,  who  was  lost  in  a  stränge 
manner." 

**  I  thought  the  child  died,"  replied  Eichard ;  ''  but  it  may  be 
as  you  say.    I  hope  it  is  so." 
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"  Time  will  show,"  said  Dorothy ;  "  but  I  have  made  up  my 
mind  aboüt  the  matter." 

At  this  moment  Kicholas  Assheton  came  up  to  them,  looking 
grave  and  \measy. 

"  What  has  happened  ?"  asked  Eichard,  auxiously^. 

"  I  have  just  received  some  very  uupleasant  mtelligence,*' 
replied  Nicholas.  "I  told  you  of  a  menace  uttered  by  tbat 
confounded  Potts,  on  quitting  me  after  bis  ducking.  He  has 
now  spoken  out  plainly,  and  declares  he  overheard  part  of  a 
conversation  between  Mistress  Kutter  and  Elizabeth  Device, 
which  took  place  in  the  ruins  of  the  convent  church  this 
moming,  and  he  is  satisfied  that        " 

"  Well !"  cried  Eichard,  breathlessly. 

"  That  Mistress  Nutter  is  a  witch,  and  in  league  with  witches," 
continued  Nicholas. 

"  Ha  !*'  exclaimed  Eichard,  tuming  deathly  pale. 

"  I  suspect  the  rascal  has  invented  the  charge,"  said  Nicholas ; 
"  but  he  is  quite  unscrupulous  enough  to  make  it ;  and,  if  made, 
it  will  be  fatal  to  our  relative's  reputation,  if  not  to  her  life." 

"  It  is  false,  I  am  sure  of  it,"  cried  Eichard,  torn  by  con- 
flicting  emotions. 

"  Would  I  could  think  so !"  cried  Dorothy,  suddenly  recol- 
lecting  Mistress  Nutter's  stränge  demeanour  in  the  little  chapel, 
and  the  unaccountable  influence  she  seemed  to  exercise  over  the 
old  crone.  "  But  something  has  occurred  to-day  that  leads  me 
to  a  contrary  conviction." 

"  What  is  it  ?     Speak  !"  cried  Eichard. 

"  Not  now — ^not  now,"  replied  Dorothy. 

"  Whatever  suspicions  you  may  entertain,  keep  silence,  or  you 
will  destroy  Mistress  Nutter,"  said  Nicholas. 

"  Fear  me  not,"  rejoined  Dorothy.  "  Oh,  Alizon !"  she  mur- 
mured,  "  that  this  unhappy  question  should  arise  at  such  a 
moment." 

"  Do  you  indeed  believe  the  Charge,  Dorothy  ?"  asked  Eichard, 
in  a  low  voice. 

"  I  do,"  she  answered  in  the  same  tone.  "  K  Alizon  be  her 
daughter,  she  can  never  be  your  wife." 

"  How  ?"  cried  Eichard. 

"Never — ^never!"  repeated  Dorothy,  emphatically.  "The 
daughter  of  a  witch,  be  that  witch  named  Elizabeth  Device  or 
Alice  Nutter,  is  no  mate  for  you." 

"  You  prejudge  Mistress  Nutter,  Dorothy,"  he  cried. 

"  Alas !  Eichaord,  I  have  too  good  reason  for  what  I  say,"  she 
answered  sadly. 
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Bicliard  nttered  an  exclamation  of  despair.  And  on  the 
instant  the  lively  sonnds  of  tabor  and  pipe,  mixed  with  the 
jingling  of  bells,  arose  from  the  conrt-yard;  and  presently  after- 
wards  an  attendant  entered  to  annonnce  that  the  May-day 
revellers  were  without,  and  directions  were  given  by  Sir  Ealph 
that  they  shonld  be  shown  into  the  great  banqueting-hall  below 
the  gallery,  wbich  bad  been  prepared  f or  theiy  reception. 


vin. 
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Ok  qiiitting  the  long  gallery,  Mistress  Nutter  and  Alizon 
ascended  a  wide  staircase,  and,  hraversing  a  corridor,  came  to  an 
antique,  tapestried  Chamber,  richly  but  cntnbroiisly  fumished, 
having  a  carved  oak  bedstead  with  sombre  hangings,  a  f ew  high- 
backed  chairs  of  the  same  material,  and  a  massive  wardrobe, 
with  shrine-work  atop,  and  two  finely-sciüptured  figures,  of  the 
size  of  life,  in  the  habits  of  Oistercian  monks,  placed  as  sup- 
porters at  either  extremity.  At  one  side  of  the  bed,  the  tapestry 
was  drawn  aside,  showingthe  entrance  to  a  closet  or  inner-room, 
and  opposite  it  there  was  a  great  yawning  fireplace,  with  a  lofty 
mantelpiece  and  chimney  projecting  beyond  the  walls.  The 
Windows  were  narrow,  and  darkened  by  heavy  transom  bars  and 
small  diamond  panes,  while  the  view  without,  looking  upon 
Whalley  Nah,  was  obstructed  by  the  contiguity  of  a  tall  cypress, 
whose  f  unereal  branches  added  to  the  general  gloom.  The  room 
was  one  of  those  formerly  allotted  to  their  guests  by  the  hos- 
pitable  abbots,  and  had  imdergone  little  change  since  their  time, 
except  in  regard  to  fumiture ;  and  even  that  appeared  old  and 
faded  now.  What  with  the  gloomy  arras,  the  shrouded  bed- 
stead, and  the  Gothic  wardrobe  with  its  mysterious  figures,  the 
Chamber  had  a  grim,  ghostly  air,  and  so  the  young  girl  thought 
on  entering  it. 

"  I  have  brought  you  hither,  Alizon,"  said  Mistress  Nutter, 
motioning  her  to  her  seat,  "  that  we  may  converse  without  chance 
of  interruption,  for  I  have  much  to  say,  On  first  seeing  you  to- 
day,  your  appearance,  so  superior  to  the  rest  of  the  May-day 
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mummer»,  Btrucji;  me  forcibly,  and  J.  resolved  to  q^a6tjio»  Slisa- 
l^ik  Device  about  you.  Acoordingly,  I  bade  ber  joiui  me  in  tbe 
Abbey  gardens.  Sbe  did  $o,  and  hsA  not  long  left  me  wh^u  % 
accideQtally  met  you  and  tbe  oiber«  in  tixe  Laey  Chapdl.  Whea 
q^uestioned,  EHzabetb  affected  great  surpriae,  and  denie4  pofti« 
tively  that  there  was  any  f oundation  f or  the  idea  that  you  were 
any  otber  than  her  cbüd;  but,  notwitbstanding  ber  asieyera« 
tions,  I  could  see  from  her  confused  manner  tbat  there  was  more 
in  the  notion  than  she  chose  to  admit ;  and  I  determined  to 
have  recourse  to  other  means  of  arriving  at  the  truth,  little 
expecting  my  suspicions  would  be  so  soon  confirmed  by  Mother 
Ghattox.  To  my  intefrogation  of  that  öld  woman,  you  were 
yourself  a  party,  and  I  am  now  rejoiced  that  you  interfered  to 
prevent  me  from  prosecuting  my  inquiries  to  the  utmost.  There 
was  one  present  from  whom  the  secret  of  your  birth  must  be 
ßtrictly  kept — at  least,  for  a  while — and  my  impatience  carried 
me  too  far." 

"I  only  obeyed  a  natural  impulse,  madam/*  said  Alizon; 
^*  but  I  am  at  a  loss  to  eonoeive  wnat  claim  I  ean  pösf ibly  bf^ve 
tö  the  eonsideration  you  show  me." 

^'  Litten  to  me,  and  ^ou  shali  leam,"  replied  Mistress  ]!^uttert 
^  It  is  a  sad  tale,  and  its  reoital  will  tear  open  old  wounds,  but 
it  must  not  be  withheld  on  that  account.  I  do  not  ask  you  to 
bury  the  secrets  I  am  about  to  impart  in  the  recesses  of  your 
bosom.  Tou  will  do  so  when  you  leam  them,  witbout  my  telling 
you.  When  little  more  than  your  age  I  was  wedded ;  but  not 
tö  him  I  would  have  chosen  if  ehoice  had  been  permitted  me. 
The  Union  I  need  scarcely  say  was  unhappy — ^most  unhappy-^ 
äiough  my  discomforts  were  scrupulously  ooncealed,  and  I  was 
looked  upon  as  a  devoted  wife,  and  my  husband  as  a  model  of 
eonjugal  affection.  But  this  was  merely  the  surfiB^oe^ — intemallj 
all  was  strife  and  misery.  Bre  long  my  dislike  of  my  husbaua 
increased  to  absolute  hate,  while  on  bis  part,  though  he  still 
regarded  me  witb  as  much  passion  as  heretofore,  he  became 
franctically  jealoud — and  aboye  all  of  Edward  Braddyll  of  Port- 
field,  who  as  bis  bosom  friend,  andmy  distant  relatiye,  was  a  &e- 
quent  visitor  at  the  house.  To  relate  the  numerous  exhibitions 
of  jealousy  that  occurred  would  answer  little  purpose,  and  it 
will  be  enough  to  say  that  not  a  wörd  or  look  passed  between 
Edward  and  myself  but  it  was  misconstrued.  I  took  care  neyer 
to  be  alone  with  our  guest— -nor  to  give  any  just  ground  for 
8uspicion«--but  my  caution  ayaUed  nothing.  An  easy  remedy 
wöuld  haye  been  to  forbid  Edwajrd  the  house,  but  this  my  hus- 
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bi«d'i  pnda  rejected.  He  pre£erred  to  endure  the  jealou«  tor- 
ment  oooaiioiied  by  the  presenoe  of  hie  wife's  fftncied  lover,  aii4 
infliet  naedlese  anguisli  on  her,  rftther  than  brook  tiie  jeero  oi  » 
Um  jadifbrent  aoguaintaneee,  The  Seme  feeling  made  him 
difife  to keep  up  an  af^pareut  good  luderetaading  with  me;  and 
so  &r  I  aeconded  ms  Tiews,  for  I  shared  in  his  pride,  i£ 
in  nothing  elie.  Our  quarre]«  were  all  in  private,  when  no  eye 
eonld  see  us — no  ear  listen." 

«Yonrs  is  a  melancboly  history,  madam,"  remarked  Alisoi]i| 
in  a  tone  of  profonnd  interest. 

'' You  will  think  so  ere  I  have  done/'  retumed  the  lady,  sadjy. 
"  The  only  person  in  my  oonfidenee,  and  aware  of  mj  seoret 
sorrows,  was  Elisabeth  Device,  who  with  her  hqsband,  John 
Deviee,  th^n  lived  at  Bongh  Lee.  Senring  me  in  the  quality  of 
tirewomaA  and  personal  attendant,  she  oould  not  be  kept  in 
ignovance  of  what  took  place,  and  the  poor  soul  offered  me  all 
toe  sympathy  in  her  power.  Mnch  was  it  needed,  for  I  had  no 
other  sympathy.  Axter  awhile,  I  know  not  from  what  cause, 
nnliss  from  some  imprudence  on  the  part  of  Edward  Braddyll, 
who  WM  wild  and  recUess,  my  husband  conceived  worse  suspicions 
than  erer  of  me,  and  began  to  treat  me  with  such  harshness  and 
enudty,  that,  unable  longer  to  endure  his  violence,  I  appealed  to 
my  father.  But  he  was  of  a  stem  and  arbitrary  nature,  and, 
having  f orced  me  into  the  match,  would  not  listen  to  my  com- 
plaints,  but  bade  me  submit^  *  It  was  my  duty  to  do  sq/  he 
Said,  and  he  added  some  cutting  expresslons  to  the  efEect  that  I 
deserved  the  treatment  I  experienced,  and  dismissed  me.  Driven 
to  deraeration,  I  sought  counsel  and  assistance  from  one  I  should 
most  have  avoided — ^from  Edward  Braddyll — and  he  proposed 
flight  from  my  busband's  roof — ^flight  with  him.*' 

**  Bot  you  were  saved,  madam  ?''  cried  AU^on,  greatly  shocked 
by  the  narration.    "  You  were  saved  ?" 

^'Hear  me  out,'*  rejoined  Mistress  Kutter.  ''Outräged  as 
my  feelin^s  were,  and  loathsome  as  my  husband  was  to  me,  I 
spumedthe  foase  proposal,  and  instantly  quittedmy  false  friend. 
Nor  would  I  have  seen  him  more,  if  permitted ;  but  that  seoret 
interview  with  him  was  my  first  and  last  j— for  it  had  been 
witnessed  by  my  husband." 

"  Ha !"  exclaimed  Alizon. 

'*  Concealed  behind  the  arras,  Bichard  Nutter  heard  enough 
to  confirm  his  worst  suspicions,"  pursued  the  lady;  "but  he 
did  not  hear  my  justification.  He  saw  Edward  Braddyll  at  my 
f  eet— he  heard  nim  urge  me  to  fly— but  he  did  not  wait  to  leam 
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if  I  consented,  and  looking  upon  me  as  guilty,  left  his  hiding- 
place  to  take  measures  for  &ustrating  the  plan,  he  supposed 
concerted*  between  us.  That  night  I  was  made  prisoner  in  my 
room,  and  endured  treatment  the  most  inhuman.  But  a  proposal 
was  made  by  my  husband,  that  promised  some  alleviation  of  my 
suffermg.  Henceforth  we  were  to  meet  only  in  pubUc,  when  a 
semblance  of  affection  was  to  be  maintained  on  both  sides.  This 
was  done,  he  said,  to  save  my  character,  and  preserve  his  own 
name  imspotted  in  the  eyes  of  others,  however  tarnished  it 
might  be  in  his  own.  I  wiUingly  consented  to  the  arrangement ; 
and  thus  for  a  brief  space  I  became  tranquil,  if  not  happy.  But 
another  and  severer  trial  awaited  me." 

"  Alas,  madam!"  exclaimed  Alizon,  sympathizingly. 

"  My  cup  of  sorrow  I  thought  was  füll,"  pursued  Mistress 
Nutter ;  "  but  the  drop  was  wanting  to  make  it  overflow.  It 
came  soon  enough.  Ainidst  my  griefs  I  expected  to  be  a  mother, 
and  with  that  thought  how  many  f ond  and  cheering  anticipa- 
tions  mingled !  In  my  child  I  hoped  to  find  a  balm  for  my 
woes :  in  its  smiles  and  innocent,  endearments  a  compensation 
for  the  harshness  and  injustice  I  had  experienced.  'How  little 
did  I  f oresee  that  it  was  to  be  a  new  instnmient  of  torture  to 
me ;  and  that  I  should  be  cruelly  robbed  of  the  only  blessing 
ever  vouchsafed  me !" 

"  Did  the  child  die,  madam  ?"  asked  Alizon. 

"  You  shall  hear,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter.  "  A  daughter  was 
bom  to  me.  I  was  made  happy  by  its  birth.  A  new  existence, 
bright  and  unclouded,  seemed  dawning  upon  me;  but  it  was 
like  a  sunburst  on  a  stormy  day.  Some  two  months  before  this 
event,  Elizabeth  Device  had  given  birth  to  a  daughter,  and  she 
now  took  my  child  under  her  f ostering  care :  for  weakness  pre- 
vented  me  from  affording  it  the  support  it  is  a  mother' s  blessed 
privilege  to  bestow.  She  seemed  as  f ond  of  it  as  myself ;  and 
never  was  habe  more  calculated  to  win  love  than  my  little 
Millicent.  Oh !  how  shall  I  go  on  ?  The  retrospect  I  am  com- 
pelled  to  take  is  frightful,  but  I  cannot  shun  it.  The  foul  and 
f  alse  suspicions  entertained  by  my  husband  began  to  settle  on 
the  child.  He  would  not  believe  it  to  be  his  own.  With  violent 
oaths  and  threats  he  first  announced  his  odious  suspicions  to 
Elizabeth  Device,  and  she,  füll  of  terror,  communicated  them  to 
me.  The  tidings  fiUed  me  with  inexpressible  alarm  ;  for  I  knew, 
if  the  dread  idea  had  once  taken  possession  of  him,  it  would 
never  be  removed,  while  what  he  threatened  would  be  executed. 
I  would  have  fled  at  once  with  my  poor  habe  if  I  had  known 
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where  to  go ;  but  I  had  no  place  of  shelter.  It  would  be  in  vain 
to  seek  refuge  with  my  fatlier ;  and  I  had  no  other  relative  or 
friend  whom  I  could  trnst.  Where  then  should  I  fly  ?  At  last 
I  bethought  me  of  a  retreat,  and  arranged  a  plan  of  escape  with 
Elizabeth  Device.  Vain  were  my  precautions.  On  that  very 
night,  I  was  startled  from  slumber  by  a  sudden  cry  from  the 
nurse,  who  was  seated  by  the  fire,  with  the  child  on  her  knees. 
It  was  long  past  midnight,  and  all  the  household  were  at  rest. 
Two  persons  had  entered  the  room.  One  was  mj  ruthless  hus- 
band,  Richard  Nutter ;  the  other  was  John  Device,  a  powerful 
ruffianly  fellow,  who  planted  himself  near  the  door. 

"  Marching  quickly  towards  Elizabeth,  who  had  arisen  on 
seeing  him,  my  husband  snatched  the  child  from  her  before  I 
could  seize  it,  and  with  a  violent  blow  on  the  ehest  felled  me 
to  the  ground,  where  I  lay  helpless,  speechless.  With  reeling 
senses  I  heard  Elizabeth  cry  out  that  it  was  her  own  child,  and 
call  upon  her  husband  to  save  it.  Eichard  Nutter  paused,  but 
reassured  by  a  laugh  of  disbelief  from  his  ruffianly  foUower,  he 
told  Elizabeth  the  pitiiEul  excuse  would  not  avaii  to  save  the 
brat.  And  then  I  saw  a  weapon  gleam — there  was  a  feeble, 
piteous  cry — a  cry  that  might  have  moved  a  demon — ^but  it  did 
not  move  him,  With  wicked  words  and  blood-imbrued  hands 
he  cast  the  body  on  the  fire.  The  horrid  sight  was  too  much 
for  me,  and  I  became  senseless.'' 

"  A  dreadful  tale,  indeed,  madam  !'*  cried  Alizon,  frozen  with 
horror. 

"  The  crime  was  hidden — ^hidden  from  the  eyes  of  men,  but 
mark  the  retribution  that  followed,"  said  Mistress  Nutter ;  her 
eyes  sparkling  with  vindictive  joy.  "  Of  thi^  two  murderers  both 
perished  miserably.  John  Device  was  drowned  in  a  moss-pool. 
Eichard  Nutter's  end  was  terrible,  sharpened  by  the  pangs  of 
remorse,  and  marked  by  frightful  sufEering.  But  another  dark 
event  preceded  his  death,  which  may  have  laid  a  crime  the  more 
on  his  already  heavily-burdened  soul.  Edward  Braddyll,  the 
object  of  his  jealousy  and  hate,  suddenly  sickened  of  a  malady 
so  stränge  and  fearful,  that  all  who  saw  him  affirmed  it  the 
result  of  witchcraft.  None  thought  of  my  husband's  agency  in 
the  dark  afEair  except  myself ;  but  knowing  he  had  held  many 
secret  Conferences  about  the  time  with  Mother  Ohattox,  I  more 
than  suspected  him.  The  sick  man  died»;  and  from  that  hour 
Eichard  Nutter  knew  no  rest.  Ever  on  horseback,  or  fiercely 
carousing,  he  sought  in  vain  to  stifle  remorse.  Visions  scared 
him  by  night,  and  vague  f ears  pursued  him  by  day.    He  would 
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Üart  at  shftdows,  and  talk  wildly.  To  me  liis  whole  demeäüotlt 
was  altered ;  and  he  strove  by  every  means  in  bis  power  to  win 
tar  love.  But  he  could  not  give  me  back  Uie  treasure  he  had 
taKen.  He  eould  not  bring  to  life  my  murdered  habe.  Like  bis 
tictim,  he  feil  ill  on  a  sudden,  and  of  a  stränge  and  terrible 
gickness.  I  saw  he  could  not  recover,  and  therefore  tended  him 
carefully.     He  died ;  and  I  ehed  no  tear." 

"Alae!"  exelaimed  Alizon,  "though  guilty,  I  cannot  büt 
compassionate  him/' 

"YoTi  are  right  to  do  so,  Alizon,"  said  Mistress  iTutter, 
rising,  while  the  young  girl  rose  too ;  **  for  he  waft  yonr  father." 

"  My  father !"  she  exelaimed,  in  amazement.  "  Thön  yoü  are 
tny  mother  ?" 

"  I  am — I  am,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter,  straining  her  to  her 
boiom.  "Oh,  my  child! — ^my  dear  child!"  she  eried.  "The 
toice  of  Nature  from  the  first  pleaded  eloquently  in  your  bdhalf , 
äiäd  I  shottld  bare  been  deaf  to  all  impülses  of  affe^tion  if  I  liad 
not  list^ned  to  the  call.  I  now  trace  in  every  f^atüre  the  lisea« 
nönts  of  the  habe  I  thought  lost  for  etrer.  All  is  cleft:^  to  ine. 
The  exclamation  of  Elizabeth  Device,  which,  hke  my  ruthless 
husband,  I  looked  npon  as  an  artifioe  to  save  the  infaüfs  life,  I 
iK»w  find  to  bd  the  truth.  Her  ohild  p^rishigid  instead  of  tnitie. 
B^w  or  why  she  exchanged  the  inf ants  on  that  night  r^mains  tö 
be  explained,  but  that  she  did  so  is  certain  j  while  that  ähh 
ihonld  afterwards  conceäl  the  mrcumstance  is  ^asily  eompre- 
hended,  from  a  natural  dread  of  her  own  husband  as  well  M  öl 
iniiie.  It  is  possible  that  from  some  cause  shd  may  fttiÜ  deny 
the  truth,  but  I  can  make  it  her  interest  to  speak  plainly.  Th# 
main  difficulty  will  lie  in  my  public  acknowledgment  of  you. 
But,  at  whatever  cost,  it  shall  be  made." 

"Oh!  consider  it  well,"  said  Alizonj  "I  will  be  your  daughter 
in  love — in  duty — in  all  but  name.  But  süUy  not  my  poor 
father's  honour,  which  even  at  the  peril  of  bis  soul  he  söught 
to  maintain  I  How  can  I  be  owned  as  your  daughter  without 
iüvölving  the  disoovery  of  this  tragic  history  P" 

"  You  are  iight,  Alizon,"  rejoined  Mistress  Nutter,  thought- 
fuUy.  "  It  wiU  bring  the  dark  deed  to  light.  But  you  shall 
never  retum  to  Elizabeth  Device.  Tou  shall  go  with  me  to 
Bough  Lee,  and  take  up  your  abode  in  the  house  where  I  was 
anoe  so  wretohed-^but^  where  I  shall  now  be  füll  of  happiness 
with  you.  Tou  shall  see  the  dark  spots  on  the  haarth,  which  I 
took  to  be  your  blood." 

"  If  not  mane,  it  was  blood  spilt  by  my  father,"  said  Alizoni 
with  a  shudder. 
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Was  it  fancy,  or  did  a  low  groan  break  upon  her  ear  P  It 
must  be  imaginary,  for  Mistress  Nutter  seemed  unconscious  of 
the  diemal  soiind.  It  was  now  growing  rapidly  dark,  and  the 
more  distant  objects  in  the  room  were  wrapped  in  obsciirity ; 
bnt  AliEon's  gaze  rested  on  the  two  monkish  ngures  stipporting 
the  wardrobe. 

"  Look  there,  mother,"  she  said  to  Mistress  Nutter. 

"  Where  ?"  cried  the  lady,  tuming  round  quickly.  "  Ah  !  I 
■ee.  Yoü  alarm  yourself  needlessly,  my  child.  Those  are  only 
carved  figures  of  two  brethren  of  the  Abbey.  They  are  said,  I 
knöw  not  with  what  truth,  to  be  statues  of  John  Paslew  and 
Borlaoe  Alretham." 

"  I  thought  they  stirred,"  said  Alizon. 

"  It  was  mere  fancy,"  replied  Mistress  ISTutt^r.  ,  "  Calm  yoitf- 
self,  SWeet  child.  Let  ns  think  of  other  thlngs — of  oitr  newly- 
diicovered  relationship.  Henceforth,  to  me  you  are  MiUicent 
lautier }  thotigh  to  others  yon  must  still  be  Auzon  Derice.  MJr 
sweet  Millicent,"  she  cried,  etnbracing  her  again  and  agaüi. 
"  Ah,  little— little  did  I  think  to  see  you  inore !" 

Alisob's  fears  were  speedily  chased  away. 

"  J*otgiv6  me,  dea*-  mother,'*  she  cried,  "  if  I  have  failed  to 
express  the  füll  delight  I  experience  in  my  restittition  to  yoti. 
The  shock  of  your  sad  tale  at  first  deadened  my  joy,  While  the 
suddenness  of  the  inf ormation  res|)ecting  myself  so  overwhelmed 
me,  that  like  one  chaücing  upon  a  hidden  treasure,  and  gazing 
at  it  confounded,  I  was  unable  to  credit  my  oWn  good  fortttne. 
Even  now  1  am  quite  bewilderedj  and  no  wonder,  for  manjf^ 
thoughts  each  of  different  import,  throng  upon  me.  l^de- 
pendently  of  the  pleasure  and  natural  pride  I  must  feel  in  beittg 
acknowledged  by  you  as  a  daughter,  it  is  a  source  of  the  deepedt 
satisfaction  to  me  to  know  that  I  am  not,  in  any  way,  connected 
with  Elizabeth  Device — not  from  her  humble  Station — foir 
pOTerty  weighs  little  with  me  in  comparison  with  virtue  and 
goodness— -but  from  her  sinfulness.  You  know  the  dark  offende 
faid  to  her  Charge  ?'* 

"  I  do,**  replied  Mistress  Nutter,  in  a  low  deep  tone,  "  but  I 
do  not  believe  it." 

**  Kor  I,"  returned  Alizon.  "  Still,  she  acts  as  if  she  were 
the  wicked  thing  she  is  called;  avoids  all  religio us  Offices;  shuü^ 
all  places  of  worship ;  and  derides  the  Holy  Scriptures.  Oh, 
mother !  you  will  comprehend  the  frequent  conflict  of  feelings 
I  must  have  endured.  You  will  understand  my  horror  when  1 
have  sometimes  thought  myself  the  daughter  of  a  witch." 
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"  Why  did  you  not  leave  her  if  you  thougM  so  ?'*  said  Mistress 
Nutter,  frowning. 

"  I  could  not  leave  her,"  replied  Alizon,  "  f or  I  then  thought 
her  mj  mother." 

Mistress  Nutter  feil  upon  her  daughter's  neck,  and  wept 
aloud. 

"  You  have  an  excellent  heart,  my  child,"  she  said  at  len^h^ 
checking  her  emotion. 

"  I  have  nothing  to  complain  of  in  Elizabeth  Device,  dear 
mother,"  she  replied.  "  What  she  denied  herseif,  she  did  not 
refuse  me ;  and  though  I  have  necessarily  many  and  great  defi- 
ciencies,  you  will  find  in  me,  I  trust,  no  evil  principles.  And,  oh ! 
shall  we  not  strive  to  rescue  that  poor  benighted  creature  from 
the  pit  ?     We  may  yet  save  her." 

"  It  is  too  late,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter,  in  a  sombre  tone. 

"  It  cannot  be  too  late,"  said  Alizon,  confidently.  "  She  cannot 
be  beyond  redemption.  But  even  if  she  should  prove  intractable, 
poor  little  Jennet  may  be  preserved.  She  is  yet  a  child,  with 
some  good — though,  ala.s !  much  evil,  also— in  her  nature.  Let 
our  united  efforts  be  exerted  in  this  good  work,  and  we  must 
succeed.  The  weeds  extirpated,  the  flowers  will  spring  up  freely, 
and  bloom  in  beauty." 

"  I  can  have  nothing  to  do  with  her,"  said  Mistress  Nutter, 
in  a  freezing  tone — "  nor  must  you."- 

"  Oh !  say  not  so,  mother,"  cried  Alizon.  "  You  rob  me  of 
half  thte  happiness  I  feel  in  being  restored  to  you.  When  I  was 
Jennet's  sister,  I  devoted  myself  to  the  task  of  reclaiming  her. 
I  hoped  to  be  her  guardian  angel — ^to  step  between  her  and  the 
assaults  of  evü— and  I  cannot,  will  not,  now  abandon  her.  If 
no  longer  my  sister,  she  is  still  dear  to  me.  Ajid  recollect  that 
I  owe  a  deep  debt  of  gratitude  to  her  mother — a  debt  I  can 
never  pay." 

"  How  so  ?"  cried  Mistress  Nutter.  "  You  owe  her  nothing — 
but  the  contrary." 

"  I  owe  her  a  life,"  said  Alizon.  "  Was  not  her  infant's  blood 
poured  out  for  mine.  And  shall  I  not  save  the  child  left  her,  if 
I  can  ?" 

"  I  shall  not  oppose  your  inclinations,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter, 
with  reluctant  assent ;  "  but  Elizabeth,  I  suspect,  will  thank  you 
little  for  your  interference." 

"  Not  now,  perhaps,"  retumed  Alizon,  "  but  a  time  will  come 
when  she  will  do  so." 

While  this  conversation  took  place,  it  had  been  rapidly  grow- 
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ing  dark,  and  the  gloom  at  length  increased  so  much,  tliat  the 
Speakers  could  scarcely  see  each  other's  faces.  The  sudden  and 
portentous  darkness  was  accounted  for  by  a  vivid  flash  of  light- 
ning,  foUowed  by  a  low  growl  of  thunder  rumbling  over  Whidley 
Nab.  The  mother  and  daughter  drew  close  together,  and  Mis- 
tress  Nutter  passed  her  arm  round  Alizon's  neck. 

The  storm  came  quickly  on,  with  forked  and  dangerous  light- 
ning,  and  loud  claps  of  thunder  threatening  mischief .  Presently 
all  its  fury  seemed  coUected  over  the  Abbey.  The  red  flashes 
hissedy  and  the  peals  of  thunder  rolled  overhead.  But  other 
terrors  were  added  to  Alizon's  natural  dread  of  the  elemental 
warfare.  Again  she  fancied  the  two  monkish  figures,  which  had 
before  excited  her  alarm,  moved,  and  even  shook  their  arms 
menacingly  at  her.  At  first  she  attributed  this  wild  idea  to 
her  overwrought  Imagination,  and  strove  to  convince  herseif  of 
its  fallacy  by  keeping  her  eyes  steadily  fixed  upon  them.  But 
each  succeeding  nash  only  served  to  confirm  her  superstitious 
apprehensions. 

Another  circumstance  contributed  to  heighten  her  alarm. 
Scared  most  probäbly  by  the  storm,  a  large  white  owl  fluttered 
down  the  chimney,  and  after  wheeling  twice  or  thrice  round 
the  Chamber,  settled  upon  the  bed,  hooting,  puffing,  ruffling 
its  feathers,  and  glaring  at  her  with  eyes  that  glowed  like  fiery 
coals. 

Mistress  Nutter  seemed  little  moved  by  the  storm,  though 
she  kept  a  prof ound  silence,  but  when  Alizon  gazed  in  her  f ace, 
she  was  frightened  by  its  expression,  which  reminded  her  of 
the  terrible  aspect  she  had  wom  at  the  interview  with  Mother 
Chattox. 

All  at  once,  Mistress  Nutter  arose,  and,  rapid  as  the  lightning 
playing  around  her  and  revealing  her  movements,  made  several 

Easses,  with  extended  hands,  over  her  daughter,  and  on  this  the 
itter  instantly  feil  back,  as  if  fainting,  though  still  retaining 
her  consciousness ;  and  what  was  stranger  still,  though  her  eyes 
were  closed,  her  power  of  sight  remained. 

In  this  condition  she  fancied  invisible  forms  were  moving 
about  her.  Strange  sounds  seemed  to  salute  her  ears,  like  the 
gibbering  of  ghosts,  and  she  thought  she  feit  the  flapping  of 
unseen  wings  arotmd  her. 

All  at  once  her  attention  was  drawn — she  knew  not  why — 
towards  the  closet,  and  from  out  of  it  she  fancied  she  saw  issue 
the  tall  dark  figure  of  a  man.  She  was  sure  she  saw  him  j  for 
her  Imagination  could  not  body  f orth  f eatures  charged  with  such 
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ft  fiendish  expression,  or  eyes  of  such  uneartUy  lustx«.  He  wm 
dothed  in  black,  but  the  ä^shion  of  his  raimentiB  was  unlike  augbt 
fihe  had  ever  seen.  His  stature  was  gigantio,  and  a  pale  phos« 
phoric  light  enshrouded  lum.  As  he  adyanoed,  forked  lightoingi 
shot  into  the  room,  and  the  thunder  split  overhead.  The  owl 
hooted  f earfullj,  quitted  its  perch,  and  new  off  by  the  way  it  had 
entered  the  Chamber. 

The  Dark  Shape  came  on.  It  stood  beside  Mistress  Nutter, 
and  she  prostrated  herseif  bef ore  it.  The  gestures  of  the  figure 
were  angry  and  imperious — those  of  Mistress  Nutter  suppli- 
cating.  Their  eonverse  was  drowned  by  the  rattling  of  the 
storm.  At  last  the  figure  pointed  to  Alizon,  and  the  word 
''  midnight "  broke  in  tones  louder  than  the  thunder  from  its 
lips.    All  consoiousness  then  forsook  her. 

How  long  she  continued  in  this  state  she  knew  not,  but  the 
touch  of  a  finger  applied  to  her  brow  seemed  to  recall  her  sud- 
denly  to  animation.  She  heaved  a  deep  sigh,  and  looked  around. 
A  wondrous  change  had  occurred.  The  storm  had  passed  ofF, 
and  the  moon  was  shining  brightly  over  the  top  of  the  cypress- 
tree,  flooding  the  Chamber  with  its  gentle  radiance,  while  her 
mother  was  bending  over  her  with  looks  of  tenderest  affection. 

"Tou  are  better  now,  sweet  child,"  said  Mistress  Nutter. 
"  You  were  overcome  by  the  storm.  It  was  sudden  and  terrible." 

"  Terrible,  indeed !"  replied  Alizon,  imperfectly  recalling  what 
had  passed.  *'  But  it  was  not  älone  the  storm  that  frightened 
me.  This  Chamber  has  been  invaded  by  evil  beings.  Methought 
I  beheld  a  dark  figure  come  from  out  yon  closet,  and  stand  before 
you." 

"  You  have  been  thrown  into  a  state  of  Stupor  by  the  influence 
of  the  electric  fluid,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter,  "  and  while  in 
that  condition  yisions  have  passed  through  your  brain.  That  i$ 
all,  my  child." 

"  Oh !  I  hope  so,"  said  Alizon. 

"  Such  ecstasies  are  of  frequent  occurrence,"  replied  Mistress 
Nutter.  "  But,  since  you  are  quite  recovered,  we  will  descend 
to  Lady  Assheton,  who  may  wonder  at  our  absence.  You  will 
share  this  room  with  me  to-night,  my  child ;  for,  as  I  have 
already  said,  you  cannot  retum  to  Elizabeth  Device.  I  will 
make  all  needful  explanations  to  Lady  Assheton,  and  will  see 
Elizabeth  in  the  morning — perhaps  to-night.  Reaasure  your- 
seif,  sweet  child.     There  is  nothing  to  fear." 

"  I  trust  not,  mother,"  replied  Alizon.  "  But  it  would  oase 
»y  mind  to  look  into  that  closet." 
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"Do  »o,  then,  by  all  means/'  replied  Mistress  Nutter,  with  a 
foroed  smüe. 

Alizon  peeped  timorously  into  the  little  room,  irhicli  was 
liglited  up  by  the  moon's  rajs.  üiere  was  a  faded  white  habit, 
like  ihe  robe  of  a  Oisteroian  monk,  hangmg  in  one  comer,  and 
beneath  it  an  old  ehest.  Aliaon  would  fain  haye  opened  the 
ehest,  but  Mistress  Nutter  ealled  out  to  her  impatientlj,  "  You 
will  discover  nothing,  I  am  sure.    Come,  let  us  go  down-stairs.** 

And  they  quitted  the  room  together. 


IX. 

THE  TWO  FOBTBAITS  IN  THE  BANQUETING-HALIi. 

The  banqueting-hall  lay  immediately  under  the  long  gallery, 
corresponding  with  it  in  all  but  height;  and  though  in  this 
respect  it  feil  somewhat  short  of  the  magnificent  upper  room,  it 
was  quite  lofty  enough  to  admit  of  a  gallery  of  its  own  for 
spectators  and  minstrels.  Great  pains  had  been  taken  in  deco- 
rating  the  hall  for  the  occasion.  Between  the  forest  of  stags* 
homs  that  branched  from  the  gallery  rails  were  himg  rieh 
cajrpets,  intermixed  with  garlands  of  flowers,  and  banners  painted 
with  the  arms  of  the  Assheton  family  were  suspended  from  the 
comers.  Over  the  fireplace,  where,  despite  the  advanced  season, 
a  pile  of  turf  and  wood  was  buming,  were  hung  two  panoplies  of 
arms,  and  above  them,  on  a  bracket,  was  set  a  complete  suit 
of  mail,  once  belonging  to  Richard  Assheton,  the  first  possessor 
of  the  mansion.  On  the  opposite  wall  hung  two  remarkable 
portraits — the  one  representing  a  religious  votaress  in  a  loose 
robe  of  black,  with  wide  sleeves,  holding  a  rosary  and  missal  in 
her  band,  and  having  her  brow  and  neck  entirely  concealed  by 
the  wimple,  in  which  her  head  and  Shoulders  were  enveloped. 
Such  of  her  f eatures  as  could  be  seen  were  of  extraordinaiy 
loTeliness,  though  of  a  voluptuous  character,  the  eyes  being  dark 
and  languishing,  and  shaded  by  long  lashes,  and  the  lips  car- 
nation-hued  and  fuU.  This  was  the  fair  votaress,  Isole  de 
Heton,  who  brought  such  scandal  on  the  Abbey  in  the  reign  of 
Henry  the  Sixth.     The  other  portraii  was  that  of  an  abbot,  in 
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the  white  gown  and  scapulary  of  the  Gistercian  order.  The 
countenance  was  proud  and  stem,  but  tinctored  with  melan- 
choly.  In  a  small  shield  at  one  comer  the  arms  were  blazoned 
— argent,  a  fess  between  three  mnllets,  sable,  pierced  of  the 
field,  a  crescent  f or  difference — ^proving  it  to  be  the  Portrait  of 
John  Paslew.  Both  pictures  had  been  foimd  in  tne  abbot's 
lodgings,  when  taken  possession  of  b^  Bichard  Assheton,  but 
they  owed  their  präsent  position  to  his  descendant,  Sir  Balph, 
who  discovering  them  in  an  outrof-the-way  closet,  where  they 
had  been  cast  aside,  and  Struck  with  their  extraordinary  merlt, 
hung  them  up  as  above  stated. 

The  long  oaken  table,  usually  standing  in  the  middle  of  the 
hall,  had  been  removed  to  one  side,  to  allow  free  scope  for 
dancing  and  other  pastimes,  but  it  was  still  devoted  to  hospit- 
able  uses,  being  covered  with  trenchers  and  drinking-cups,  and 
spread  for  a  substantial  repast.  Near  it  stood  two  carvers,  with 
aprons  round  their  waists,  brandishing  long  knives,  while  other 
yeomen  of  the  kitchen  and  cellar  were  at  hand  to  keep  the 
trenchers  well  supplied,  and  the  cups  filled  with  streng  ale,  or 
bragget,  as  might  suit  the  taste«  of  the  guests.  Nor  were  these 
the  only  festive  preparations.  The  upper  part  of  the  hall  was 
reserved  for  Sir  R.alph*s  immediate  friends,  and  here,  on  a 
shghtly  raised  elevation,  stood  a  cross-table,  spread  for  a  goodly 
supper,  the  snowy  napery  being  omamented  with  wreaths  and 
ropes  of  flowers,  and  shining  with  costly  vessels.  At  the  lower 
end  of  the  room,  beneath  the  gallery,  which  it  served  to  support, 
was  a  Gothic  screen,  embellishing  an  open  armoury,  which  made 
a  goodly  display  of  silver  plates  and  flagons.  Through  one  of 
the  doorways  contrived  in  this  screen,  the  May-day  revellers 
were  ushered  into  the  hall  by  old  Adam  Whitworth,  the  white- 
headed  steward. 

"  I  pray  you  be  seated,  good  masters,  and  you,  too,  comely 
dames,"  said  Adam,  leading  them  to  the  table,  and  assigning 
each  a  place  with  his  wand.  Fall  to,  and  spare  not,  for  it  is 
my  honoured  master's  desire  you  should  sup  well.  You  will 
find  that  venison  pasty  worth  a  trial,  and  the  baked  red  deer  in 
the  centre  of  the  table  is  a  noble  dish.  The  fellow  to  it  was 
served  at  Sir  Ealph's  own  table  at  dinner,  and  was  pronounced 
excellent.  I  pray  you  try  it,  masters. — ^Here,  Ned  Scargill,  mind 
your  Office,  good  fellow,  and  break  me  that  deer.  And  you, 
Paul  Pimlot,  exercise  your  craft  on  the  venison  pasty." 

And  as  trencher  affcer  trencher  was  rapidly  filled  by  the  two 
carvers,  who  demeaned  themselves  in  their  tasks  like  men  ac« 
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quainted  witH  the  powers  of  rustic  appetite,  the  old  steward 
aiddressed  himself  to  the  dames. 

"  What  can  I  do  for  you,  fair  mistresses  ?"  he  said.  "  Here 
be  sack  possets,  jimkets  and  cream,  for  such  as  like  them — 
French  puffs  and  Italian  pnddings,  right  good,  I  Warrant  you, 
and  especiallj  admired  bj  nij  honourable  good  ladj.  Indeed,  I 
am  not  sure  she  hath  not  lent  a  hand  herseif  in  their  prepara- 
tion.  Then  here  be  fritters  in  the  court  fashion,  made  with 
curds  of  sack  posset,  eggs  and  ale,  and  seasoned  with  nutmeg 
and  pepper.  You  will  taste  them,  I  am  sure,  for  they  are 
foyonrites  with  our  sovereign  lady,  the  queen.  Here,  Gregory, 
Dickon,  bestir  yourselves,  knaves,  and  pour  forth  a  cup  of  sack 
for  each  of  these  dames.  As  you  drink,  mistresses,  neglect  not 
the  health  of  our  honourable  good  master,  Sir  Balph,  and  his 
lady.  It  is  well — ^it  is  well.  I  will  convey  to  them  both  your 
dutiful  good  wishes.  But  I  must  see  all  your  wants  supplied. 
€k>od  Dame  Openshaw,  you  have  nought  before  you.  Be  pre- 
Tailed  upon  to  taste  these  dropt  raisins  or  a  f  ond  pudding.  And 
you,  too,  sweet  Dame  Tetlow.  Squire  Nicholas  gave  me  special 
caution  to  take  care  of  you,  but  the  injunction  was  unneeded,  as 
I  should  have  done  so  without  it. — ^Another  cup  of  canary  to 
Dame  Tetlow,  Gregory.  Pill  to  the  brim,  knave — ^to  the  very 
brim.  To  the  healih  of  Squire  Nicholas,"  he  added  in  a  low 
tone,  as  he  handed  the  brimming  goblet  to  the  blushing  dame : 
"  and  be  sure  and  teil  him,  if  he  questions  you,  that  I  obeyed 
his  behests  to  the  best  of  my  ability.  I  pray  you  taste  this 
pippin  jelly,  dame.  It  is  as  red  as  rubies,  but  not  so  red  as 
your  lips ;  or  some  leach  of  almonds,  which,  lily-white  though  it 
be,  is  not  to  be  compared  with  the  teeth  that  snall  touch  it." 

"  Odd's  heart ;  mester  Stewart,  yo  mun  ha'  lamt  that  protty 
speech  fro'  the  squoire,  himself,"  replied  Dame  Tetlow,  laughing. 

^^It  may  be  the  recoUection  of  something  said  to  me  by 
him,  brought  to  mind  by  yoxir  presence,"  replied  Adam  Whit- 
worth,  gallantly.  ^'  If  I  can  serve  you  in  aught  eise,  sign  to  me, 
dame. — ^Now  knaves,  fiU  the  cups — ale  or  bragget,  at  your 
pleasure,  masters.  Drink  and  stint  not,  and  you  will  the  better 
please  your  liberal  entertainer  and  my  honoured  master." 

Thus  exhorted,  the  guests  set  seriously  to  work  to  fulfil  the 
hospitable  intentions  of  the  provider  of  the  feast.  Cups  flowed 
fast  and  freely,  and  ere  long  little  was  left  of  the  venison  pasty 
but  the  outer  crust,  and  nothing  more  than  a  few  fragments  of 
the  baked  red  deer.  The  lighter  articles  then  came  in  for  a 
share  of  attention,  and  sahnon  from  the  Eibble,  jack,  trout,  and 
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eels  from  the  Hodder  and  Oalder,  boiled,  broiled,  stewed,  and 
pickled,  and  of  delicions  flavour,  were  discusfted  with  infinite 
relish.  Puddings  and  pasiary  were  left  to  more  d^licate  stomachs 
— ike  solids  onlj  being  in  request  with  the  men.  HithertOi  the 
demolition  of  the  yiands  had  given  sufficient  ^mployment ;  btit 
bow  the  edge  of  appetite  beginning  to  be  dnlled,  tongues  Were 
unloosed,  and  much  merriment  prevailed.  More  than  eightj  in 
number,  the  guests  were  dispened  withont  anj  regard  to  oider, 
and  thus  the  chief  actors  in  the  rerel  were  scatt^red  promis- 
euouBly  about  the  table,  diTersifying  it  with  their  gaj  coaiiumes. 
Bobin'  Hood  sat  between  two  pretty  female  morris-dancers, 
whose  partners  had  got  to  the  other  end  of  the  table ;  While  Ked 
Hnddlestone,  the  representative  of  Friar  Tu^k,  wad  equally  for^ 
tunate,  having  a  buzom  dame  on  either  side  of  him,  totrardis 
whom  he  distributed  his  favonrs  with  Singular  impartiality.  Ali 
porter  to  the  Abbey,  Ned  made  himself  at  home ;  and,  nelt  to 
Adam  Whitworth,  was  perhaps  the  most  impoitant  p^tsdnag^ 
present,  continnally  roaring  &r  ale,  aad  pledging  the  damjsels 
aronnd  him.  From  the  way  he  went  cm,  it  seemed  highly  pro- 
bable he  wonld  be  imder  the  table  bef ore  supper  was  over ;  but 
Ned  Huddiestone,  like  the  burly  priest  whose  gown  he  Wore,  had 
a  stout  bullet-head,  proof  against  all  assaults  of  liquör ;  and  the 
«opious  draughts  he  swalloTTed,  instead  of  subduilig  him,  only 
tended  to  mc^e  him  more  uproarious.  Blessed  also  with  lusty 
lungs,  his  shouts  of  laUghter  made  the  roof  ring  again«  But  ä 
the  strong  liquor  f ailed  to  make  due  impression  upon  him,  th^ 
like  cannot  be  said  of  Jack  Boby,  who,  it  will  be  remembered, 
took  the  patt  of  the  Fool,  and  who,  hating  cürunk  over  much, 
mistook  tiie  hobby-horse  f or  a  real  steed,  and  in  an  effort  to 
besiride  it,  feil  head-foremost  on  the  floor,  and^  being  found 
incjEtpabk  of  rising,  was  canried  out  to  an  adjoining  room,  and  laid 
on  a  bench.  This,  however,  was  the  only  case  of  ezcess ;  for 
though  the  Sherwood  foresters  emptied  their  cups  often  enough 
to  heighten  their  mirth,  none  of  them  seemed  the  worse  for  what 
they  drank.  Lawrence  Blackrod,  Mr.  Parker's  keeper,  had 
f ortunately  got  next  to  his  old  flame,  Sukey  Worseley ;  while 
Phil  Eawson,  the  forester,  who  enacted  Will  Scarkt,  and  Nuicy 
Holt,  between  whom  ftn  equally  tender  feeling  subsisted,  had 
likewise  got  together.  A  little  beyond  them  sat  the  gentlemaü 
usher  and  parish  clerk,  Sampson  Harrop,  who,  piquing  himself 
on  his  good  manners,  drank  very  sparingly,  and  was  content  to 
Bup  on  sweetmeats  and  a  bowl  of  Meetings,  as  curds  separated 
from  whey  are  termed  in  this  district.  Tom  the  piper,  and  his 
cömpanion  the  taborer,  ate  for  the  next  week,  but  were  SQme- 
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What  moi^  sparing  in  the  matter  of  drink,  their  dervices  as 
minstrels  being  required  later  on.  Thus  the  various  guests 
enjö^fed  tbemselyes  according  to  their  bent,  and  nniyersal 
bilaritj  prerailed.  It  wonld  be  stränge,  indeed,  if  it  had  been 
otherwise:  for  wbat  with  good  cbeer,  and  tbe  brigbt  eyes 
aronnd  tbem,  the  rustics  bad  attamed  a  point  of  felicity  not 
likelj  to  be  surpassed.  Of  tbe  nnmeroüs  assemblage  more  tban 
half  were  öf  the  fairer  §ez ;  and  of  these  the  greater  portion 
urere  yoting  and  good-looking,  while  in  the  case  of  the  morris- 
dancers,  their  natural  charms  were  heightened  hj  their  fancifül 
attire. 

Before  supper  was  half  orer,  it  became  so  dark  that  it  was 
f ound  necessary  to  illuininate  the  great  lamp  stispended  from 
^e  centre  of  the  roof,  while  other  lights  were  set  on  the  board, 
and  two  flaming  torches  plaeed  in  sockets  on  either  side  of  thd 
chinmeypiece.  Scarcelj  was  this  accomplished  when  the  storm 
came  on,  much  to  ike  surprise  of  the  weatherwise,  who  had  not 
d^cnlated  upon  such  an  öocurrence,  not  haring  seen  anj  indica- 
ti<»Ls  whatetrer  of  it  in  the  hearens.  Büt  ^  were  too  com* 
fortablf  sheltered)  and  too  well  employed,  to  pajmuch  attention 
to  what  was  going  on  without;  and,  unless  when  a  flash  of 
lighttting  more  than  usuallj  virid  dazüled  the  gaze,  or  a  peal 
of  thunder  more  appalling  than  the  rest  broke  orerhead,  no 
alarm  was  expressed,  eVen  by  the  Women.  To  b6  sure,  a  little 
pretty  trepidation  tras  now  and  then  evinced  by  the  younger 
damsels ;  but  even  this  was  only  done  with  the  view  of  eiactmg 
attention  on  the  part  of  their  swains,  and  neter  f ailed  in  elEect. 
The  thtmder-storm,  therefore,  instead  of  putting  a  stop  to  the 
g^eral  enjoyment,  only  tended  to  increase  it.  However,  the 
last  peal  was  loud  enough  to  silence  the  most  uproarious.  The 
women  tumed  pale,  and  the  men  looked  ät  each  bther  anxiously, 
listening  to  hear  if  any  damage  had  been  done.  But,  as  nothing 
tttttispi^,  their  spirits  rerired.  A  few  minutes  afterwards 
Word  was  brought  that  the  cönventual  church  had  been  Struck 
by  a  thunderboit,  but  this  was  not  regarded  ad  a  very  serious 
disaster.  The  bearer  of  the  intelligence  was  little  Jennet,  who 
fmd  she  had  been  caugh^  in  the  ruins  by  the  storm,  and  after 
being  dreadfully  frightened  by  the  lightning,  had  seen  a  holt 
strike  the  steeple,  and  heard  some  stoned  rattle  down,  after 
which  she  ran  away.  No  one  thought  of  inquiring  what  she 
had  been  doing  there  at  the  time,  but  room  was  made  for  her 
at  the  supper-table  next  to  Sampson  Harrop,  while  the  good 
Steward,  patting  her  on  the  head,  mied  her  a  cup  of  canary  with 
bis  own  band,  and  gare  her  some  cakes  to  eat. 


184  THE  LANCASHIBE  WITCHES. 

*'  Ej  dudna  see  Alizon,"  observed  the  little  girl,  looking  round 
the  table,  after  she  had  dnink  the  wine. 

"  Tour  sister  is  not  Here,  Jennet,"  replied  Adam  Whitworth, 
with  a  smile.  ^'  She  is  too  great  a  ladj  for  us  now.  Sinoe  she 
came  up  with  her  ladyship  from  the  green  she  has  been  treated 
quite  like  one  of  the  guests,  and  has  been  Walking  about  the 
garden  and  ruins  all  the  af temoon  with  young  Mistress  Dorothj, 
who  has  taken  quite  a  fancj  to  her.  Indeed,  for  the  matter  of 
that,  all  the  ladies  seem  to  have  taken  a  fancj  to  her,  and  she  is 
now  closeted  with  Mistress  Nutter  in  her  own  ropm." 

This  was  gall  and  wormwood  to  Jennet. 

"  She'll  be  hard  to  please  when  she  goes  home  again,  after 
playing  the  fine  dame  here,"  pursued  the  steward. 

"Then  ej  hope  she'll  neyer  eome  home  again,"  rejoined 
Jennet,  spitefullj,  *'  fo*  we  dunna  want  fine  dames  i'  our  poor 
ootta^e." 

"  For  my  part  I  do  not  wonder  Alizon  pleases  the  gentief  olks," 
observed  oainpson  Harrop,  **  since  such  pains  have  been  taken 
with  her  manners  and  education ;  and  I  must  saj  she  does  great 
credit  to  her  instructor,  who,  for  reasons  unnecessary  to  men- 
tion,  shall  be  nameless.  I  wish  I  could  say  the  same  for  you, 
Jennet;  but  though  you*re  not  deficient  in  ability,  youVe  no 
perseverance  or  pleasure  in  study." 

"  Ey  knoa  os  much  os  ey  care  to  knoa,"  replied  Jennet,  "  an' 
more  than  yo  can  teach  me,  Mester  Harrop.  Why  is  Alizon 
always  to  be  thrown  i*  my  teeth  ?" 

''Because  she  is  the  best  model  you  can  have,"  rejoined 
Sampson.  "  Ah !  if  I*d  my  own  way  wi'  ye,  lass,  I'd  mend  your 
temper  and  manners.  But  you  come  of  an  ill  stock,  ye  saucy 
hussy." 

'^Ey  come  fro'  th'  same  stock  as  Alizon,  onny  how,"  said 
Jennet. 

"  Unluckily  that  cannot  be  denied,"  replied  Sampson ;  "  but 
you're  as  different  &om  her  as  light  from  darkness." 

Jennet  eyed  him  bitterly,  and  then  rose  from  the  table. 

"  Ey'n  go,"  she  said. 

"  No — ^no ;  sit  down,"  interposed  the  good-natured  steward. 
"  The  dancing  and  pastimes  will  begin  presently,  and  you  will 
see  your  sister.     She  will  come  down  with  the  ladies." 

"That's  the  very  reason  she  wishes  to  go,"  said  Sampson 
Harrop.  "  The  spiteful  little  creature  cannot  bear  to  see  her 
sister  better  treated  than  herseif.  Go  your  ways,  then,  it  is  the 
best  thing  you  Can  do.     Alizon  would  blush  to  see  you  here." 

**  Then  ey*n  een  stay  and  vex  her,"  replied  Jennet,  sharply ; 
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**  boH  ey  winna  sit  near  yo  onny  longer,  Mester  Sampson  Harrop, 
who  ca'  yersel  gentleman  usher,  boh  who  are  nah  gentleman  at 
aw,  nor  owt  like  it,  boh  merely  parish  clerk  an*  schoolmester,  an' 
a  poor  scHoolmester  to  boot.  Ey'n  go  an'  sit  by.Sukey  Worseley 
an'  Nancy  Holt,  whom  ey  see  yonder." 

"  Tou've  fonnd  your  match,  Master  Harrop,"  said  the  steward, 
laughing,  as  tbe  little  girl  walked  away. 

**  I  should  account  it  a  disgrace  to  bandy  words  with  the  like 
of  her,  Adam,"  rejoined  the  clerk,  angrily ;  "  but  Tm.  greatly 
out  in  my  reckoning,  if  she  does  not  make  a  second  Mother 
Demdike,  and  worse  could  not  well  befall  her." 

Jennet's  society  could  have  been  very  well  dispensed  with  by 
her  two  friends,  but  she  would  not  be  shaken  off.  On  the  con- 
trary,  finding  herseif  in  the  way,  she  only  determined  the  more 
pertinadously  to  remain,  and  began  to  exercise  all  her  powers  of 
teasing,  whidi  have  been  described  as  considerable,  and  which 
on  this  oecasion  proved  eminently  successful.  And  the  worst 
of  it  was,  there  was  no  crushing  the  plaguy  little  insect ;  any 
effort  made  to  catch  her  only  resulting  in  an  escape  on  her  part, 
and  a  new  charge  on  some  undefended  quarter,  with  sharper 
gtinging  and  more  intolerable  buzzing  than  ever. 

Ont  of  all  patience,  Sukey  Worseley  at  length  ezclaimed, ''  Ey 
should  loike  to  see  ye  swum,  crosswise,  i'  th'  Calder,  Jennet,  as 
Nance  Eedferne  war  this  eftemoon." 

"  May  be  you  would,  Sukey,"  replied  the  little  girl,  "  boh  eym 
nah  so  Itkely  to  be  tried  that  way  as  yourself ,  lass ;  an'  if  ey 
war  swum  ey  should  sink,  while  yo,  wi'  your  broad  back  and 
shouthers,  would  be  sure  to  float,  and  then  yo'd  be  counted  a 
witch." 

"Heed  her  not,  Sukey,"  said  Blackrod,  unable  to  resist  a 
laugh,  though  the  poor  girl  was  greatly  discomfited  by  this  per- 
sonal allusion ;  "  ye  may  ha'  a  broad  back  o'  your  own,  an'  the 
broader  the  better  to  my  mind,  boh  mey  word  on't,  ye'll  never 
be  ta'en  fo'  a  witch.     To're  far  too  comely." 

This  assurance  was  a  balm  to  poor  Sukey's  wounded  spirit, 
and  she  replied,  with  a  well-pleased  smile,  ^'  Ey  hope  ey  dunna 
look  like  one,  Lorry  ?" 

"  Not  a  bit,  lass,"  said  Blackrod,  lifting  a  huge  ale-cup  to  his 
lips.     "  Tour  health,  sweetheart." 

**  What  think  ye,  then,  o'  Nance  Redfeme  ?"  observed  Jennet. 
"  Is  she  neaw  comely  ? — ay,  comelier  far  than  fat  f ubsy  Sukey 
here — or  than  Nancy  Holt,  wi'  her  yallo  hure  and  frecklet  f eace 
— an*  yet  ye  ca'  her  a  witch." 

"  Ey  ca'  thee  one,  theaw  feaw  little  whean — an'  the  dowter— 
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an*  grandowter  o*  one — an'  that's  more/*  cried  Nancy. "  Freckles 
i*  yonr  own  feace,  ye  mismannert  minx." 

"  Ne*er  heed  her,  Nance,"  said  Phil  Bawson,  putting  his  arm 
rotOid  the  angry  damseVs  waist,  and  drawing  her  gently  down. 
"  Eyery  one  U>  his  taste,  an*  freckles  an*  yeUow  hure  are  so  to 
üdne.  So  dtinna  fret  about  it,  an'  spoil  your  protty  Ups  wi' 
pouting.  Better  ha'  freckles  o*  your  feace  than  spots  o  your 
Wrt,  foike  that  ill-farort  little  hussy." 

"  Dunna  offend  her,  Phil,"  said  Nancy  fiolt,  noticing  with 
alarm  the  malignant  look  fixed  upon  her  lover  by  Jennet.  *'  She's 
dawngerous." 

"Pirrups  tak  her!"  replied  Phil  Bawson.  "Boh  who  the 
dtüe's  that  ?  Ey  didna  notice  him  efore,  an'  he's  neaw  one  o* 
crtir  party." 

The  latter  obserration  was  occasioned  by  the  entrance  of  a 
iftli  personage  in  th6  garb  of  a  Cistercian  monk,  who  issued  from 
^e  of  th6  döörways  in  the  screen,  and  glided  towards  the  upper 
table,  attractitig  general  attention  and  misgivin^  as  he  proceeded. 
Bis  cotintenance  was  cadayerous,  his  Ups  liyid,  and  his  eyes 
bkkck  and  deep  sunken  in  their  sockets,  with  a  bistre-coloured 
circle  around  them.  His  frame  was  meagre  and  bony.  What 
tVDiaiiii^  of  hair  on  his  head  was  rayen  black,  but  either  he  was 
iMdd  tfh  the  erown,  or  carried  his  attention  tö  costuine  so  far  as 
to  adopt  the  priestly  tonsure.  His  f orehead  was  löfty  and  sallow, 
and  seemed  stamped,  like  his  features,  with  profound  gloom. 
His  garments  were  ^ded  and  mouldering,  aüd  inäterially  con- 
tributed  to  his  ghostly  appearance. 

"  Who  is  it  P"  cried  Sukey  and  Nanoe  together. 

But  no  one  could  answer  the  question. 

**  He  dusna  look  loike  a  bein'  o'  this  warld,"  obseryed  Black- 
rod,  gaping  with  alarm,  f or  the  stout  keeper  Was  easily  assailable 
on  the  side  of  superstitioü ;  "  an'  there  is  a  mowdy  air  äbout  him, 
that  gies  one  the  shiyers  to  see.  Ey'ye  often  heer'd  say  the 
Abbey  is  haanted ;  an'  that  pale-faced  chap  loöks  like  one  o*  th* 
owd  monks  risen  fro*  his  graye  to  loin  our  reyel.** 

"  An'  see,  he  looks  this  way,"  cried  Phil  Bawson. 

"  What  flaming  een !  they  mey  the  yery  flesh  crawl  o*  one's 
booans." 

"  Is  it  a  ghost,  Lorry  ?"  said  Sukey,  drawing  nearer  to  the 
stalwart  keeper. 

"  By  th'  maskins,  lass,  ey  conna  teil,"  replied  Blackrod ;  "  boh 
whoteyer  it  be,  ey'U  protect  ye." 

*'  Tak  care  o'  me,  Phil,"  ejaculated  Nancy  Holt,  pressing  clost 
to  h»t  lot^B  side. 
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Eigh,  that  I  win,"  rejoined  the  forester. 
"Ej  dnnna  care  for  ghosts  so  long  as  jo  arc  ncar  me,  Phil/' 
Said  iMaace,  tenderly. 

"  Then  ey'n  never  leave  ye,  Nance,"  replied  Phil. 

**  Ghoflt  or  not/'  said  Jennet,  who  had  been  occupied  in  re- 
niding  the  new-comer  attentiyelj,  ^'ej'n  go  an'  speak  to  it. 
Ey*m  mAi  i^^rd,  if  70  are." 

"  Eigh  do,  Jennet,  that's  a  brave  little  lass,"  said  Blackrod, 
glad  to  be  rid  of  her  in  any  way. 

**  Btaj !"  eried  Adam  Whitworth,  Coming  np  at  the  moment, 
and  overhearing  what  was  said — ^''yon  must  not  go  near  the 
gentleman.  I  will  not  have  him  molested,  or  even  spoken  with, 
tili  Sir  Balph  appears." 

Heanwhüe  the  stranger,  without  retuming  the  glances  fixed 
npon  him,  or  deigning  to  notice  an j  of  the  Company,  pursned  his 
wtty,  and  sat  down  in  a  chair  at  the  upper  table. 

Bnt  his  entranoe  had  been  witnessed  by  others  besides  the 
nutic  gaests  and  serritors.  Nicholas  and  Bichard  Assheton 
ehanced  to  be  in  the  gallery  at  the  time,  and,  greatly  Struck  by 
tiie  singularity  of  his  appearance,  immediat^y  descended  to 
make  inquiries  respecting  him.  As  they  appeared  below,  the 
cid  stewflM  adyanced  to  meet  them. 

"Who  the  devil  have  you  got  there,  AdamP"  asked  the 
sqnire. 

**  It  passeth  me  almost  to  teil  yon,  Master  Nicholas/'  replied 
the  Steward ;  "  and,  not  knowing  whether  the  gentleman  be 
mvited  or  not,  I  am  fain  to  wait  Sir  Balph's  pleasure  in  regard 
tohim." 

"  Büive  you  no  notion  who  he  is  P"  inquired  Bichard. 

"  All  I  know  about  him  may  be  soon  told,  Master  Bichard," 
t^Hed  Adam.  **  He  is  a  stranger  in  theseparts,  and  hath  rery 
recently  taken  up  his  abode  in  Wiswall  Hall,  Tfhich  has  been 
itbandoned  of  late  years,  as  you  know,  and  suffered  to  go  to 
decay.  Some  few  months  ago  an  aged  couple  from  Colne,  named 
Hewit,  took  possession  of  part  of  the  hall,  and  were  suffered  to 
remain  there,  though  old  Katty  Hewit,  or  Mould-heels,  as  she  is 
familiarly  termed  by  the  common  f  olk,  is  in  no  very  good  repute 
hereabouts,  and  was  driven,  it  is  said,  from  Colne,  owing  to  her 
practices  as  a  witch.  Be  that  as  it  may,  soon  after  these  Hewits 
were  settled  at  Wiswall,  comes  this  stranger,  and  fixes  himself 
in  another  part  of  the  hall.  How  he  lives  no  one  can  teil,  but 
it  is  said  he  rambles  all  night  long,  like  a  troubled  spirit,  about 
the  deserted  rooms,  attended  by  Mother  Mould-heels ;  while  in 
the  daytime  he  is  never  seen." 
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''  Can  he  be  of  sound  mind  ?**  asked  Bichard. 

''Hardlj  so,  I  should  think,  Master  Eichard/'  replied  tlie 
Steward.  *'As  to  who  he  maj  be  there  are  many  opinions; 
and  some  aver  he  is  Francis  Paslew,  grandson  of  Francis,  brother 
to  the  abbot,  and  being  a  Jesuit  priest,  f or  you  know  the  Paslews 
have  all  stricÜy  adhered  to  the  old  faith — and  that  is  why  they 
have  fled  the  country  and  abandoned  their  residence— he  is 
obliged  to  keep  himself  concealed." 

"If  such  be  the  case,  he  must  be  crazed,  indeed,  to  venture 
here,"  observed  Nicholas ;  **  and  yet  I  am  hsdf  inclined  to  credit 
the  report.  Look  at  him,  Dick.  He  is  the  yery  image  of  the 
old  abbot." 

"  Ton  Portrait  might  have  been  painted  for  him,"  said  Eichard, 
gazing  at  the  picture  on  the  wall,  and  from  him  to  the  monk, 
as  he  spoke ;  **  the  yery  same  garb,  too." 

"  There  is  an  old  monastic  robe  up-stairs,  in  the  closet  ad- 
joining  the  room  occupied  by  Mistress  Nutter,"  observed  the 
Steward,"  said  to  be  the  garment  in  which  Abbot  Paslew  suffered 
death.  Some  stains  are  upon  it,  supposed  to  be  the  blood  of 
the  wizard  Demdike,  who  perished  in  an  extraordinary  manner 
on  the  same  day." 

''I  have  Seen  it,"  cried  Nicholas;  ''and  the  monk's  habit 
looks  precisely  Hke  it ;  and,  if  my  eyes  deoeive  me  not,  is  stained 
in  the  same  manner." 

"  I  see  the  spots  plainly  on  the  breast,"  cried  Richard.  "  How 
can  he  have  procured  the  robe  ?" 

"  Heaven  only  knows,"  replied  the  old  steward.  "  It  is  a  very 
Strange  occurrence." 

"  I  will  go  question  him,"  said  Bichard. 

So  saying,  he  proceeded  to  the  upper  table,  accompanied  by 
Nicholas.  As  they  drew  near,  the  stranger  arose,  and  fixed  a 
grim  look  upon  Eichard,  who  was  a  little  in  advance. 

''It  is  the  abbot's  ghost!"  cried  Nicholas,  stopping,  and 
detaining  his  cousin.     "  You  shall  not  address  it." 

During  the  contention  that  ensued,  the  monk  glided  towards 
a  side-door  at  the  upper  end  of  the  hall,  and  pasaed  through  it. 
So  general  was  the  constemation,  that  no  one  attempted  to  stay 
him,  nor  would  any  one  follow  to  see  whither  he  went.  Eeleased, 
at  length,  from  the  streng  grasp  of  the  squire,  Eichard  rushed 
forth,  and  not  retuming,  Nicholas,  after  the  lapse  of  a  few 
minutes,  went  in  search  of  him,  but  came  back  presently,  and 
told  the  old  steward  he  could  neither  find  him  nor  the  monk. 

**  Master  Eichard  will  be  back  anon,  I  dare  say,  Adam,"  he 
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remarked;  ''if  not,  I  will  make  forther  search  for  him;  bot 
yon  had  better  not  mention  this  mjsterious  oocurrenoe  to  Sir 
KaJ^h,  at  idl  erents  not  nntil  the  festiTities  are  over,  and  the 
ladies  have  retired.  It  might  disturb  him.  I  fear  the  appear- 
ance  of  this  monk  bodes  no  good  to  our  familj ;  and  what 
makes  it  worse  is,  it  is  not  the  first  ill  omen  that  has  befallen 
ns  to-daj — ^Master  Bichard  was  unlucky  enongh  to  stand  on 
Abbot  Paslew's  grave !" 

**  Mercj  on  ns !  that  was  nnluckj  indeed !"  cried  Adam,  in 
great  trepidation.  "Poor  dear  jonng  gentleman!  Bid  him 
take  especial  care  of  himself ,  good  Master  Nicholas.  I  notioed 
jnst  now,  that  jon  fearsome  monk  regarded  him  more  atten« 
tivelj  tiian  jou.  Bid  him  be  careful,  I  conjure  jou,  sir.  Bat 
here  oomes  m^  honoured  master  and  bis  guests.  Here,  Gregoiy, 
Dickon,  bestir  jourselves,  knaves ;  and  serre  supper  at  tiie 
Upper  table  in  a  trice.'* 

An^  apprehensions  Nicholas  might  entertain  for  Bichardwere 
at  this  moment  reUeved,  for  as  Sir  Balph  and  his  guests  came 
in  at  one  door,  the  joung  man  entered  bj  another.  He  looked 
deathlj  pale.  Nicholas  put  his  finger  to  his  lips  in  token  of 
silence— a  gesture  which  the  other  signified  that  ne  understood. 

Sir  Balph  and  his  guests  having  taken  theirplaces  at  the 
table,  an  excellent  and  plentiful  repast  was  speedily  set  before 
them,  and  if  the^  did  not  do  quite  such  ample  jusüce  to  it  as 
the  hungry  rustics  at  the  lower  board  had  done  to  the  good 
things  proYided  for  them,  the  cook  could  not  reasonablj  com« 
piain.  No  allusion  whateyer  being  made  to  the  recent  stranoe 
occurrence,  the  cheerfulness  of  the  Company  was  uninterrupted ; 
but  the  noise  in  the  lower  part  of  the  hall  had  in  a  great  measure 
subsided,  partlj  out  of  rastet  to  the  host,  and  partlj  in  conse- 
quence  of  the  alarm  occasioned  bj  the  supposed  supematural 
Visitation.  Bichard  continued  silent  and  preoccupied,  and  neither 
ate  nor  drank :  but  Nicholas  appearing  to  think  his  courage 
would  be  best  sustained  b j  an  extra  allowance  of  clarj  and  sack, 
applied  himself  frequentlj  to  the  goblet  with  that  view,  and  ere 
long  his  spirits  improved  so  wonderfuUj,  and  his  natural  bold- 
ness  was  so  much  increased,  that  he  was  ready  to  confront  Abbot 
Fäslew,  or  anj  other  abbot  of  them  all,  whereyer  they  might 
Chance  to  cross  him.  In  this  enterprising  frame  of  mind  he 
drew  Bichard  aside,  and  questioned  him  as  to  what  had  taken 
place  in  his  pursuit  of  the  mysterious  monk. 

"  You  overtook  him,  Dick,  of  coilrse  ?"  he  said,  "  and  put  it 
to  him  roundlj  wh j  he  came  hither,  where  neither  ghost  nor 
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Jesuit  priests,  whicheyer  he  may  be,  are  wanted.  What  answered 
he,  €^  V  Would  I  had  been  there  to  interrogate  him !  He  should 
have  declared  how  he  beeame  possessed  of  that  old  moth-eaten, 
blood-stained,  monkiah  gown,  or  I  would  hare  unfrocked  him» 
even  if  he  had  proved  to  be  a  skeleton.  But  I  interrupt  jou. 
You  have  not  told  me  what  occurred  at  the  interview  F" 

**  There  was  no  i^terview/*  repUed  liichard,  grayelj. 

"No  interview!"  echoed  Nicholas.  "'Sblood,  man! — ^but  I 
must  be  caref ul,  for  Boctor  Ormerod  and  Parson  Dewhurst  are 
within  hearing,  and  may  lecture  me  on  the  wantonnesa  and  pro- 
fanity  of  swearing.  By  Saint  Gregory  de  Northbury! — no, 
that's  an  oath,  too,  and,  what  is  worse,  a  Popish  oath.  By — ^I 
have  several  tremendous  imprecations  at  my  tongue's  end,  but 
they  shall  not  out.  It  is  a  sinful  propensity,  and  must  be  con« 
troÜed.    In  a  word,  then,  you  let  bim  eacape,  Dick  P" 

"  If  you  were  so  anxious  to  stay  him,  I  wonder  you  came  not 
with  vojß"  replied  Bicbard ;  "  but  you  now  hold  very  diSerent 
llMiiguage  from  what  you  uaed  when  I  quitted  the  hall." 

"  Ah,  tfue — ^right — ^Dick,"  replied  Nicholas ;  "  my  sentiments 
have  undergoiie  a  wonderful  cha^e  since  theii.  I  now  regret 
having  stopped  you.  By  my  trotb !  if  I  meet  that  conf ounded 
moiik  again,  he  shall  give  a  good  aocount  of  himself,  I  promise 
him.  But  what  said  he  to  you,  Dick  P  Make  an  end  of  your 
story." 

"  I  have  not  begun  it  yet,"  replied  Biehard.  '^  But  pay  atten- 
tion, and  you  shall  hear  what  occurred.  When  I  rushed  forth, 
the  monk  had  already  gained  the  entranoe-hall.  No  one  was 
within  it  at  the  time,  all  the  serving-men  being  busied  here  with 
the  feasting.  I  summo^ed  him  to  stay,  but  he  answered  not, 
and,  still  grimly  regarding  me,  glided  towards  the  outer  door, 
which  (I  know  oot  by  what  chfuice)  stood  open,  and  passing 
through  it,  dosed  it  upon  me.  This  delayed  me  a  moment; 
and  when  I  got  out,  he  had  already  descended  the  steps,  and 
was  moving  towards  the  garden.  It  was  bright  moonlight,  so  I 
could  see  him  distinctly.  And  mark  this,  Nicholas — the  two 
great  bloodhounds  were  running  about  at  large  in  the  court- 
yard,  but  they  slunk  off,  as  if  alarmed  at  his  appearance.  The 
monk  had  now  gained  the  garden,  and  was  shaping  his  course 
Bwiftly  towards  the  ruined  conventual  church.  Determined  to 
overtake  him,  I  quickened  my  pace ;  but  he  gained  the  old  f ane 
bef ore  me,  and  threaded  the  broken  aisles  with  noiseless  celerity. 
In  ibe  ch<»ir  he  paused  and  confronted  me.  When  within  a  f ew 
j^xia  of  himi  I  paused»  arrested  by  his  fixed  and  terrible  gaze< 
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^ioboUs,  bis  look  froze  mj  blood.  I  would  have  spoken,  but  I 
could  not.  Mj  tongue  clove  to  the  roof  of  mj  mouth  for  T^fj 
fe^.  Before  I  coiüd  «hake  oft  this  apprehension  the  fig^UKf 
raie«d  its  Isiaad  meoacinglj  thrice,  and  passed  into  the  £a9T 
Ghape)..  As  soon  as  he  was  gone  mj  courage  returned,  and  X 
foUowed.  The  little  chapel  was  brilUantl j  ülmninated  by  tlie 
moon ;  but  it  was  empty.  I  could  only  see  the  white  monument 
of  Sir  Henry  de  Lacy  gUstening  in  the  pale  radianoe." 

"  I  must  take  a  cup  of  wine  after  this  horrific  relation/'  said 
Nicholas,  replenishing  his  gebiet.  '^  It  has  chilled  my  blood,  sm 
the  monk's  icy  gaze  froze  yours.  Body  o'  me!  but  this  is 
stränge  indeea.  Another  oath,  Lord  help  me ! — I  shall  noT^ 
get  rid  of  the  infernal — ^I  mean  the  evil  habit.  Will  you  not 
pledge  me,  Dick  ?*' 

The  young  man  shook  his  head. 

"Tou  are  wrong,"  pursued  Nicholas — "decidedly  wrong. 
Wine  gladdeneth  the  heart  of  man,  and  restoreth  courage.  A 
Short  while  ago  I  was  downcast  as  you,  melancholy  as  an  owl,  aa^ 
timorous  as  a  kid,  but  now  I  am  resolute  as  an  eagle,  stout  of 
heart,  and  cheerful  of  spirit ;  and  all  owing  to  a  cup  of  wine. 
Try  ttie  remedy,  Pick,  and  get 'rid  of  your  gloom.  You  look 
like  a  death's  head  at  a  festival.  What  if  you  have  stumbled  oa 
an  ill-omened  grave !  What  if  you  have  been  banned  by  a 
witch !  What  if  you  have  stood  face  tö  face  with  the  devil — or 
a  ghost !  Heed  them  not !  Drink,  and  set  care  at  defianoe. 
And,  not  to  gainsay  my  own  counsel,  I  shall  fiU  my  cup  again. 
"PoTt  in  good  sooth,  tnis  is  rare  clary,  Dick;  and,  talking  of 
wine,  you  shovild  taste  some  of  the  wonderful  Bhenish  found  in 
the  abbot's  cellar  by  our  aDcestor,  Eichard  Assheton — «.  centuiy 
old  if  it  be  a  day,  and  yet  cordial  and  corroborative  as  eyer. 
Th^se  monks  were  lusty  tipplers.  Dick.  I  sometimes  wish  I  had 
been  an  abbot  myself.  I  should  have  made  a  rare  father  coiu 
fessor — especially  to  a  pretty  penitent.  Here,  Gregory,  hie  tbae 
to  th^  master  ceilarer,  and  bid  him  üll  me  a  goblet  of  the  old 
Bhenish^-the'  wine  from  the  abbot's  cellar.  Thou  understandest 
-— or,  stay,  better  bring  the  flask.  I  haye  a  prof oimd  respect  f of 
the  yenerable  bettle,  and  would  pay  my  deyoirs  to  it.  Hie  away^ 
good  fellow  !** 

"You  will  drink  too  much  if  you  go  on  thus,"  remarked 
Bichard. 

"  Not  a  drop,"  rejoined  Nicholas.  "  I  am  blithe  as  a  lark,  and 
would  keep  so.  That  is  why  I  drink.  But  to  return  to  our 
ghosts.     Smce  this    place  must  be  haunted,  I  would  it  wer« 
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visited  by  spirits  of  a  livelier  kind  than  old  Paslew.  There  is 
Isole  de  Heton,  for  instance.  The  fair  votaress  would  be  tlie 
Bort  of  ghost  for  me.  I  would  not  tum  my  back  on  her,  but 
face  her  manfuUy.  Look  at  her  picture,  Dick.  Was  ever  conn- 
tenance  sweeter  than  hers — Ups  more  tempting,  or  eyes  more 
melting !  Is  she  not  adorable  ?  Zounds  !*'  he  exclaimed,  sud- 
denly  pausing,  and  staring-at  the  portrait — "  Would  you  believe 
it,  Dick?  The  fair  Isole  winked  at  me — ^1*11  swear  she  did. 
I  mean — ^I  will  venture  to  aflBirm  upon  oath,  if  required,  that  she 
winked." 

"  Pshaw !"  exclaimed  Bichard.  "  The  fumes  of  the  wine  haye 
mounted  to  your  brain,  and  disordered  it." 

"  No  such  thing,"  cried  Kicholas,  regarding  the  picture  as 
steadily  as  he  could — "  she's  leering  at  me  now.  By  the  Queen 
of  Paphos,  another  wink.  Nay,  if  you  doubt  me,  watch  her  well 
yourself .     A  pleasant  adventure  this — ha ! — ha !" 

"A  truce  to  this  drunken  foolery,"  cried  Bichard,  moving 
away. 

"  Drunken !  s'death !  recall  that  epithet.  Dick,"  cried  Nicholas, 
angrily.  "  I  am  no  more  drunk  than  yourself,  you  dog.  I  can 
walk  as  steadily,  and  see  as  plainly,  as  you ;  and  I  will  maintain 
it  at  the  point  of  the  sword,  that  the  eyes  of  that  picture  have 
lovingly  regarded  me ;  nay,  that  they  foUow  me  now." 

"  A  common  delusion  with  a  portrait,"  said  Bichard ;  "  they 
appear  to  follow  me." 

"  But  they  do  not  wink  at  you  as  they  do  at  me,"  said  Ni- 
cholas  ;  "  neither  do  the  lips  break  into  smiles,  and  display  the 
pearly  teeth  beneath  them,  as  occurs  in  my  case.  Grim  old 
abbots  frown  on  you,  but  fair,  though  frail,  votaresses  smile  on 
me.     I  am  the  favoured  mortal,  Dick." 

"Were  it  as  you  represent,  Nicholas,"  replied  Bichard, 
gravely,  "  I  should  say,  indeed,  that  some  evil  principle  was  at 
work  to  Iure  you  through  your  passions  to  perdition.  But  I 
know  they  are  all  fancies  engendered  by  your  heated  brain, 
which  in  your  calmer  moments  you  will  discard,  as  I  discard 
them  now.  If  I  have  any  weight  with  you,  I  counsel  you  to 
drink  no  more,  or  you  will  commit  some  mad  foolery,  of  which 
you  will  be  ashamed  hereafter.  The  discreeter  course  would  be 
to  retire  altogether ;  and  for  this  you  have  ample  excuse,  as  you 
will  have  to  arise  betimes  to-morrow,  to  set  out  for  Pendle 
Forest  with  Master  Potts." 

"Betire!"  exclaimed  Nicholas,  bursting  into  a  loud,  con- 
temptuous  laugh.    "  I  like  thy  counsel,  lad.    Yes,  I  will  retire 
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when  I  have  finished  the  old  monastic  Bhenisli  which  Gregory 
is  bringing  me.  I  will  retire  when  I  have  danced  the  Morisco 
with  the  May  Queen — the  Cushion  Dance  with  Dame  Tetlow — 
and  the  Brawl  with  the  lovely  Isole  de  Heton.  Another  wink, 
Dick.  By  our  Lady  !  she  assents  to  my  proposition.  When  T 
have  done  all  this,  and  somewhat  more,  it  will  be  time  to  think 
of  retiring.  But  I  haye  the  night  beföre  me,  Dick — not  to  be 
spent  in  drowsy  unconsciousuess,  as  thou  recommendest,  but  in 
active,  pleasuräble  enjoyment.  No  man  requires  lese  sleep  than 
I  do.  Ordinarily,  I  *  retire/  as  thou  termest  it,  at  ten,  and  rise 
with  the  sun.  In  summer  I  am  abroad  soon  after  three,  and 
mend  that  if  thou  canst,  Dick.  To-night  I  shall  seek  my  couch 
about  midnight,  and  yet  I'U  Warrant  me  I  shall  be  the  first 
stirring  in  the  Abbey;  and,  in  any  case,  I  shall  be  in  the 
saddle  before  thee." 

"  It  may  be,"  replied  Eichard ;  "  but  it  was  to  preserve  you 
from  extravagance  to-night  that  I  volunteered  advice,  which, 
from  my  knowledge  of  your  character,  I  might  as  well  have 
withheld.  But  let  me  caution  you  on  another  point.  Dance 
with  Dame  Tetlow,  or  any  other  dame  you  please — dance  with 
the  fair  Isole  de  Heton,  if  you  can  prevail  upon  her  to  descend 
from  her  frame  and  give  you  her  band ;  but  I  object — most  de- 
cidedly  object —  to  your  dancing  with  Alizon  Device." 

•  "  Why  so?"  cried  Nicholas;  "why  should  I  not  dance  with 
whom  I  please  ?  And  what  right  hast  thou  to  f  orbid  me  Alizon  ? 
Troth  lad,  art  thou  so  ignorant  of  human  nature  as  not  to  know 
that  forbidden  fruit  is  the  sweetest.  It  hath  ever  been  so  since 
the  fall,  I  am  now  only  the  more  bent  upon  dancing  with  the 
prohibited  damsel.  But  I  would  fain  know  the  principle  on 
which  thou  erectest  thyself  into  her  guardian.  Is  it  because  she 
fainted  when  thy  sword  was  crossed  with  that  hot-headed  fool, 
Sir  Thomas  Metcalfe,  that  thou  flatterest  thyself  she  is  in  love 
with  thee  ?  Be  not  too  sure  of  it.  Dick.  Many  a  timid  wench 
has  swooned  at  the  sight  of  a  naked  weapon,  without  being 
enamoured  of  the  swordsman.  The  fainting  proves  nothing. 
But  grant  she  loves  thee — what  then  ?  An  end  must  speedily 
come  of  it ;  so  better  finish  at  once,  before  she  be  entangled  in 
a  mesh  from  which  she  cannot  be  extricated  without  danger. 
For  hark  thee.  Dick,  whatever  thou  mayst  think,  I  am  not  so  far 
gone  that  I  know  not  what  I  say,  neither  is  my  vision  so  much 
obscured  that  I  see  not  some  matters  plainly  enough,  and  I 
under stand  thee  and  Alizon  well,  and  see  through  you  both. 
This  matter  must  go  no  further.    It  has  gone  too  fax  already. 
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After  to-niglit  you  must  see  her  no  more.  I  am  serious  in  thig 
— serious  inter  pocula,  if  such  a  thing  can  be.  It  is  necessary 
to  observe  caution,  for  reasons  that  will  at  once  occur  to  thee. 
Thou  canst  not  wed  this  girl — then  why  trifle  with  her  tiU  her 
heart  be  broken." 

"  Broken  it  shall  never  be  by  me !"  cried  Eichard. 

"  But  I  teil  you  it  will  be  broken,  if  you  do  not  desist  at  once," 
rejoined  Nicholas.  "  I  was  but  jesting  when  I  said  I  would  rob 
you  of  her  in  the  Morisco,  though  it  would  be  charity  to  both, 
and  spare  you  many  a  pang  hereafter,  were  I  to  put  my  threat 
into  execution.  However,  I  have  a  soft  heart  where  aught  of 
love  is  concemed,  and,  having  pointed  out  the  risk  you  will 
incur,  I  shall  leave  you  to  foUow  your  own  devices.  But,  for 
Alizon's  sake,  stop  in  time.*' 

"  You  now  speak  soberly  and  sensibly  enough,  Nicholas,"  re- 
plied  Bichard,  "  and  I  thank  you  heartily  for  your  counsel ;  and 
if  I  do  not  f ollow  it  by  withdrawing  at  once  from  a  pursuit 
which  may  appear  to  you  hopeless,  if  not  dangerous,  you  will, 
I  hope,  give  me  credit  for  being  actuated  by  worthy  motives.  I 
will  at  once,  and  frankly  admit,  that  I  love  Alizon ;  and  loving 
her,  you  may  rest  assured  I  would  sacrifice  my  hfe  a  thousand 
times  rather  than  endanger  her  happiness.  But  there  is  a  point 
in  her  history,  with  which  if  you  were  acquainted,  it  might  alter 
your  view  of  the  case ;  but  this  is  not  the  season  for  its  disclo- 
sure,  neither,  I  am  bound  to  say,  does  the  circumstance  so 
materially  alter  the  apparent  posture  of  affairs  as  to  remove  all 
difficulty.  On  the  contrary,  it  leaves  an  insurmountable  obstacl© 
behind  it.*' 

"  Are  you  wise,  then,  in  going  on  ?"  asked  Nicholas. 

"  I  know  not,'*  answered  Eichard,  "  but  I  feel  as  if  I  were  the 
sport  of  fate.  Uncertain  whither  to  turn  for  the  best,  I  leave 
the  disposition  of  my  course  to  chance.  But,  alas !"  he  added, 
sadly,  "  all  seems  to  point  out  that  this  meeting  with  Alizon  will 
be  my  last." 

"  Well,  cheer  up,  lad,"  said  Nicholas.  "  These  afflictions  are 
hard  to  bear  it  is  true ;  but  somehow  they  are  got  over.  Just  as 
if  your  horse  should  fling  you  in  the  midst  of  a  hedge  when  you 
are  making  a  flying  leap,  you  get  scratched  and  bruised,  but 
you  scramble  out,  and  in  a  day  or  two  are  on  your  legs  again. 
Love  breaks  no  bones,  that's  one  comf ort.  When  at  your  age,  I 
was  desperately  in  love,  not  with  Mistress  Nicholas  Assheton — 
Heaven  helpithe  fond  soul !  but  with— »ev^r  mind  with  whom ;. 
buji  it  was  not  ft  yery  prudent  match,  and  so,  in  my  worldl^ 
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wisdom,  I  was  obliged  to  cry  off.  A  sad  business  it  was.  I 
thought  I  should  have  died  of  it,  and  I  made  quite  sure  that  the 
devoted  girl  would  die  fibrst,  in  wliich  case  we  were  to  occupy 
the  same  grave.  But  I  was  not  driven  to  such  a  dire  extremity, 
for  before  I  bad  kept  bouse  a  week,  Jack  Walker,  tbe  keeper  of 
Downbam,  made  bis  appearance  in  my  room,  and  after  telling 
me  of  tbe  miscbief  done  by  a  pair  of  otters  in  tbe  Eibble,  Und- 
ing me  in  a  very  desponding  state,  ventured  tc»  inquire  if  I  bad 
beard  tbe  news.  Expecting  to  bear  of  tbe  deatb  of  tbe  girl,  I 
prepai'ed  myself  for  an  outburst  of  grief,  and  resolved  to  giye 
immediate  directions  for  a  double  f uneral,  wben  be  informed  me 
— ^wbat  do  you  tbink.  Dick  ? — tbat  sbe  was  going  to  be  married 
to  bimself .  I  recovered  at  once,  and  immediately  went  out  to 
bunt  tbe  otters,  and  rare  sport  we  bad.  But  bere  comes 
Gregory  witb  tbe  famous  old  Ebenisb.  Better  take  a  cup,  Dick ; 
tbis  is  tbe  best  eure  for  tbe  beartacbe,  and  for  all  otber  acbes 
and  grievances.  Ab!  glorious  stuff — miraculous  wine!"  he 
added,  smackmg  bis  Ups  with  extraordinaiy  satisfaotion  after  a 
deep  draugbt ;  "  those  wortby  fatbers  were  exceUent  judges.  I 
have  a  great  reverence  for  them.  But  wbere  can  Alizon  be  all 
tbis  wbile  ?  Supper  is  well-nigb  over,  and  tbe  dancing  and 
pastimes  will  commence  anon,  and  yet  sbe  comes  not/' 

"  Sbe  is  bere,"  cried  Eicbard. 

And  as  he  spoke,  Mistress  Nutter  and  Alizon  entered  tbe  ball. 

Bichard  endeayoured  to  read  in  tbe  young  girl's  countenance 
some  intimation  of  wbat  bad  passed  between  her  and  Mrs. 
Kutter,  but  be  only  remarked  tbat  sbe  was  paler  tban  before, 
and  bad  traces  of  anxiety  about  her.  Mistress  Nutter  also 
looked  gloomy  and  tbougbtf  ul,  and  there  was  notbing  in  tbe 
manner  or  deportment  of  eitber  to  lead  to  tbe  conclusion,  tbat  a 
discovery  of  relationship  between  them  bad  taken  place.  As 
Alizon  moved  on,  her  eyes  met  those  of  Richard — ^but  tbe  look 
was  intercepted  by  Mistress  Nutter,  wbo  instantly  called  off  her 
daugbter*s  attention  to  berself ;  and,  wbile  the  young  man  hesi- 
tated  to  join  them,  bis  sister  came  quickly  up  to  bim,  and  drew 
bim  away  in  anotber  direction.  Left  to  bimself,  Nicbolas  tossed 
off  anotber  cup  of  the  miraculous  Ebenisb,  which  improved  in 
flavour  as  be  discussed  it,  and  tben,  placing  a  chair  opposite  tbe 
Portrait  of  Isole  de  Heton,  fiUed  a  bumper,  and  uttering  tbe 
name  of  the  fair  votaress,  drained  it  to  her.  Tbis  time  be  was 
quite  certain  he  received  a  significant  glanoe  in  retum,  and  no 
one  being  near  to  contradict  bim,  be  went  on  indulging  the  idea 
ol  m  9«morous  UQderstanding  between  bimself  and  the  picture, 
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tili  he  had  finished  the  bottle,  and  obtained  as  many  ogles  as  he 
swallowed  draughts  of  wine,  upon  which  he  arose  and  staggered 
ofE  in  search  of  Dame  Tetlow. 

Meanwhile,  Mistress  Nutter  having  made  her  excnses  to  Lady 
Assheton  for  not  attending  the  supper,  walked  down  the  hall  with 
her  daughter,  until  such  time  as  the  dancing  and  pastimes  should 
commence.  As  will  be  readily  supposed  under  the  circumstances, 
this  part  of  the  entertainment  was  distastef ul  to  both  of  them  ; 
but  it  could  not  be  avoided  without  entering  into  explanations, 
which  Mistress  Nutter  was  unwilling  to  make,  and  she,  theref  ore, 
counselled  her  daughter  to  act  in  all  respects  as  if  she  were  still 
Alizon  Device,  and  in  no  way  connected  with  her. 

"  I  shall  take  an  early  opportunity  of  announcing  my  inten- 
tion  to  adopt  you,"  she  saii^  "  and  then  you  can  act  differently. 
Meantime,  keep  near  me  as  much  as  you  can.  Say  little  to 
Dorothy  or  Eichard  Assheton,  and  prepare  to  retire  early  ;  for 
this  noisy  and  riotous  assemblage  is  not  much  to  my  taste,  and  I 
care  not  how  soon  I  quit  it." 

Alizon  assented  to  what  was  Said,  and  stole  a  timidT  glance 
towards  Richard  and  Dorothy :  but  the  latter,  who  alone  per- 
ceived  it,  instantly  averted  her  head,  in  such  a  way  as  to  make  it 
evident  she  wished  to  shun  her  regards.  Slight  as  it  was,  this 
circumstance  occasioned  Alizon  much  pain,  for  she  could  not  con- 
ceive  how  she  had  offended  her  new-made  friend,  and  it  was 
some  relief  to  encounter  a  party  of  acquaintances  who  had  risen 
from  the  lower  table  at  her  approach,  though  they  did  not  pre- 
sume  to  address  her  while  she  was  with  Mistress  Nutter,  but 
waited  respectf ully  at  a  little  distance.  Alizon,  however,  flew 
towards  them. 

"Ah,  Susan! — ah,  Nancy!"  she  cried,  taking  the  band  of 
each — "  how  glad  I  am  to  see  you  here ;  and  you,  too,  Lawrence 
Blackrod — and  you,  Phil  Eawson — and  you,  also,  good  Master 
Harrop.     How  happy  you  all  look  1" 

"  An'  wi'  good  reason,  sweet  Alizon,"  replied  Blackrod.  "  Boh 
we  began  to  be  afeerd  we'd  lost  ye,  an'  that  wad  ha'  bin  a 
ßore  mishap — ^to  lose  our  May  Queen — an'  th'  prettiest  May 
Queen  os  ever  danced  i'  this  ha',  or  i'  onny  other  ha'  i*  Lonky- 
ßhiar." 

"  We  ha'  drunk  your  health,  sweet  Alizon,"  added  Phil — "  an' 
wishin'  ye  may  be  os  happy  os  ye  desarve,  wi'  the  mon  o'  your 
heart,  if  onny  sich  lucky  chap  there  be." 

"  Thank  you — thank  you  both,"  replied  Alizon,  blushing ; 
*'and  in  retum  I  camxot  wish  you  better  fortune,  Philip,  than  t<> 
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be  united  to  the  good  girl  near  you,  for  I  know  her  kindly  dis- 
position  so  well,  that  I  am  sure  she  will  make  you  happy." 

"  Ey^m  satisfied  on*t  myself/*  replied  Eawson ;  "  an'  ey  hope 
ere  long  she*ll  be  missus  o'  a  little  cot  i'  Bowland  Forest,  an' 
that  yo'U  pay  us  a  visit,  Alizon,  an'  see  an'  judge  fo*  yonrself 
how  happy  we  be.     Nance  win  make  a  rare  forester's  wife." 

"  Not  a  bit  better  than  my  Sukey,"  cried  Lawrence  Blackrod. 
"  Ye  shanna  get  th'  start  o'  me,  Phü,  fo'  by  th'  mess !  the  very 
same  day  os  sees  yo  wedded  to  Nancy  Holt  shan  find  me  united 
to  Sukey  Worseley.  And  so  Alizon  win  ha'  two  cottages  i' 
Bowland  Forest  to  visit  i'stead  o'  one." 

"  And  well  pleased  I  shall  be  to  visit  them  both,"  she  rejoined. 
At  this  moment  Mistress  Nutter  came  up. 

"  My  good  friends,"  she  said,  "  as  you  appear  to  take  so  much 
interest  in  Alizon,  you  may  be  glad  to  learn  that  it  is  my  inten- 
tion  to  adopt  her  as  a  daughter,  having  no  child  of  my  own ;  and, 
though  her  position  henceforth  will  be  very  different  from  what 
it  has  been,  I  am  sure  she  will  never  forget  her  old  friends." 

"  Never,  indeed,  never !"  cried  Alizon,  earnestly. 

"  This  is  good  news,  indeed,"  cried  Sampson  Harrop,  joyfullv, 
while  the  others  joined  in  his  exclamation.  "  We  all  rejoice  m 
Alizon's  good  f  ortune,  and  think  she  richly  deserves  it.  For  my 
own  part,  1  was  always  suye  she  would  have  rare  luck,  but  I  did 
not  expect  such  luck  as  this." 

"  "WTiat's  tobecome  o'  me  ?"  cried  Jennet,  Coming  frombehind 
a  chair,  where  she  had  hitherto  concealed  herseif. 

"  I  will  always  take  care  of  you,"  replied  Alizon,  stooping, 
and  kissing  her. 

"Do  not  promise  more  than  you  may  be  able  to  perform, 
Alizon,"  observed  Mistress  Nutter,  coldly,  and  regarding  the  little 
girl  with  a  look  of  disgust ;  "an  ill-favoured  little  creature, 
with  the  Demdike  eyes." 

"  And  as  ill-tempered  as  she  is  ill-favoured,"  rejoined  Sampson 
Harrop ;  "  and,  though  she  cannot  help  being  ugly,  she  might 
help  being  malicious." 

Jennet  gave  him  a  bitter  look. 

"You  do  her  injustice,  Master  Harrop,"  said  Alizon.  "Poor 
little  Jennet  is  quick-tempered,  but  not  malevolent." 

"  Ey  con  hate  weel  if  ey  conna  love,"  replied  Jennet,  "  an'  con 
recoUect  injuries  if  ey  forget  kindnesses. — Boh  dunna  trouble 
yourself  about  me,  sister.  Ey  dunna  envy  ye  your  luck.  Ey 
dunna  want  to  be  adopted  by  a  grand-dame.  Ey'm  content  os 
ey  am.      Boh  are  na  ye   gettin'   on  rayther  too  fast,  lass  ? 
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Mother's  consent  Tias  to  be  axed,  ey  suppose,  eforo  ye  leave 
her." 

"  There  is  little  fear  of  her  ref usal,"  observed  Mistress  Nutter. 

"Ey  dunna  noa  that,"  rejoined  Jennet.  "If  she  were  to 
refuse,  it  wadna  snrprise  me." 

"  Nothing  spitefnl  she  could  do  would  snrprise  me,"  remarked 
Harrop.  "  But  hotv  a.re  you  likely  to  know  what  your  mother 
will  think  and  do,  you  forward  little  hussy  ?*' 

"  Ey  judge  fro'  circumstances,"  replied  the  little  girl.  "  Mother 
has  often  said  she  conna  weel  spare  Alizon.  An*  mayhap  Mis- 
tress Nutter  may  knoa,  that  she  con  be  very  obstinate  when  she 
tays  a  whim  into  her  head." 

'*1  do  know  it,'*  replied  Mistress  Kutter;  "and,  from  my 
experience  of  her  temper  in  former  days,  I  should  be  loth  to 
have  you  near  me,  who  seem  to  inherit  her  obstinacy." 

"Wi*  sich  misgivings  ey  wonder  ye  wish  to  tak  Ahzon, 
madam,"  said  Jennet ;  "  fo'  she's  os  much  o'  her  mother  about 
her  OS  me,  onny  she  dimna  choose  to  show  it." 

"  Peace,  thou  mischievous  urchin,"  cried  Mistress  Nutter, 
losing  all  patience. 

"  Shall  I  take  her  away  ?"  said  Harrop — seizing  her  hand. 

"  Ay,  do,"  said  Mistress  Nutter. 

"No,  no,  let  her  stay!**  cried  Alixon,  quickly;  "I  shall  be 
miserable  if  she  goes." 

"  Oh,  e*ym  quite  ready  to  go,"  said  Jennet,  "  fo'  ey  care  little 
fo'  sich  seets  os  this — boh  efore  ey  leave  ey  wad  fain  say  a  few 
words  to  Mester  Potts,  whom  ey  see  yonder." 

"  What  can  you  want  with  him,  Jennet  ?"  cried  Alizon,  in 
surprise. 

"  Onny  to  teil  him  what  brother  Jem  is  gone  to  Pendle  fo*  to- 
tieet,*'  replied  the  little  girl,  with  a  significant  and  malicious 
look  at  Mistress  Nutter. 

"  Ha  !**  muttered  the  lady.  "  There  is  more  malice  in  this 
little  wasp  than  I  thought.     But  I  must  rob  it  of  its  sting." 

And  while  thus  communing  with  herseif,  she  fixed  a  searching 
look  on  Jennet,  and  then  raising  her  hand  quickly,  waived  it  in 
her  face. 

"  Oh  !**  cried  the  little  girl,  falling  suddenly  backwards. 

"  What*s  the  matter  ?**  demanded  Alizon,  flying  to  her. 

"  Ey  dunna  reetly  knoa,"  replied  Jennet. 

"  She*s  seized  with  a  sudden  faintness,**  said  Harrop.  "  Better 
ßhe  should  go  home,  then,  at  once.  I'll  find  somebody  to  take 
hör.** 
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"Keaw,  neaw,  e'yn  sit  down  here,"  said  Jennet;  "ey  shan  be 
better  soon." 

"  Come  along,  Alizon,"  said  Mistress  Nutter,  apparently  tm- 
concemed  at  the  circnmstance. 

Having  conMed  the  little  girl,  who  was  now  recovered  from 
the  shock,  to  the  care  of  Nancy  Holt,  Alizon  followed  her 
mother. 

At  this  moment,  Sir  Ralph,  who  had  quitted  the  supper-table, 
clapped  his  hands  loudly,  thus  giving  the  signal  to  the  minstrels, 
who,  having  repaired  to  the  gallery,  now  Struck  up  a  merry  tune, 
and  instantly  the  whole  hall  was  in  motion.  Snatching  up  his 
wand,  Sampson  Harrop  hurried  after  Alizon,  beseeching  her  to 
retum  with  him,  and  join  a  procession  about  to  be  formed  by 
the  revellers,  and,  of  course,  as  May  Queen,  and  the  most  im- 
portant  personage  in  it,  she  could  not  refuse.  Very  short  space 
Bufficed  the  morris-dancers  to  find  their  partners  ;  Bobin  Hood 
and  the  f oresters  got  into  their  places ;  the  hobby-horse  curveted 
and  capered  ;  Friar  Tuck  resumed  his  drolleries  ;  and  even  Jack 
Boby  was  so  far  recovered  as  to  be  able  to  get  on  his  legs, 
though  he  could  not  walk  very  steadily.  Marshailed  by  the 
gentleman-usher,  and  headed  by  Robin  Hood  and  the  May 
Queen,  the  procession  marched  round  the  hall,  the  minstrels 
playing  merrily  the  while,  and  then  drew  up  before  the  upper 
table,  where  a  brief  oration  was  pronounced  by  Sir  Ralph.  A 
shout  that  made  the  rafters  ring  again  followed  the  address, 
after  which  a  couranto  was  called  f or  by  the  host,  who,  taldng 
Mistress  Nicholas  Assheton  by  the  band,  led  her  into  the  body 
of  the  hall,  whither  he  was  speedily  followed  by  the  other 
guests,  who  had  found  partners  in  like  manner. 

Before  relating  how  the  ball  was  opened,  a  word  must  be 
bestowed  upon  Mistress  Nicholas  Assheton,  whom  I  have 
neglected  nearly  as  much  as  she  was  neglected  by  her  unworthy 
spouse,  and  I  therefore  hasten  to  repair  the  injustice  by  declar- 
ing  that  she  was  a  very  amiable  and  very  charming  woman,  and 
daaced  delightfully.  And  recollect,  ladies,  these  were  dancing 
days — I  mean  days  when  knowledge  of  figures  as  well  as  skill 
was  required,  more  than  twenty  f orgotten  dances  being  in  vogue, 
the  very  names  of  which  may  surprise  you  as  I  recapitulate 
them.  There  was  the  Passamezzo,  a  great  favourite  with 
Queen  Elizabeth,  who  used  to  foot  it  merrily,  when,  as  you  are 
told  by  Gray — 

"  The  great  Lord-keeper  led  the  brawls, 
And  seals  and  maces  danced  before  him  !" 
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the  grave  Pavane,  likewise  a  favourite  with  tlie  Virgin  Queen, 
and  which  I  should  like  to  see  supersede  tho  etemal  polka  at 
Almack's  and  elsewhere,  and  in  which — 

"  Fivo  wns  thc  numbor  of  tho  mnsic's  fcet, 
Which  Rtill  tho  dance  did  with  five  pacos  meet," 

the  Conranto,  with  its  "  cmrent  traverses,"  "  sliding  passages," 
and  solemn  tune,  wherein,  according  to  Sir  John  Davies — 

. "  that  dancer  greatcst  pmise  hath  wen, 

Who  with  best  order  can  all  order  shun ;" 

the  Lavolta,  also  delineated,  by  the  same  knowing  hand — 

"  Whero  arm  in  arm  two  dancers  aro  entwinod, 
And  whirl  thomselvea  with  strict  embracementa  bound, 
And  still  thcir  feet  an  anapest  do  sonnd.'* 

Is  not  this  very  mueh  like  a  waltz  ?  Yes,  ladies,  you  have 
been  dancing  the  lavolta  of  the  sixteenth  and  seventeenth  cen- 
turies,  without  being  aware  of  it.  But  there  was  another  waltz 
still  older  called  the  Salteuse,  which  I  suspect  answered  to  your 
favourite  polka.  Then  there  were  brawls,  galliards,  paspys, 
sarabands,  country  dances  of  various  figures,  cushion  dances 
(another  dance  I  long  to  see  revived),  kissing  dances,  androunds, 
any  of  which  are  better  than  the  objectionable  polka.  Thus 
you  will  see  that  there  was  infinite  variety  at  least  at  the  period 
under  consideration,  and  that  you  have  rather  retrograded  than 
advanced  in  the  saltatory  art.     But  to  return  to  the  ball. 

Mistress  Nicholas  Assheton,  I  have  said,  excelled  in  the  grace- 
ful  accomplishment  of  dancing,  and  that  was  probably  the 
reason  why  she  had  been  selected  for  the  conranto  by  Sir  Balph, 
who  knew  the  value  of  a  good  partner.  By  many  persons  she 
was  accounted  the  handsomest  woman  in  the  room,  and  in 
dignity  of  carriage  she  was  certainly  unrivalled.  This  was  pre- 
cisely  what  Sir  Ealph  required,  and  having  executed  a  few 
"  current  traverses  and  sliding  passages "  with  her,  with  a 
gravity  and  stateliness  worthy  of  Sir  Christopher  Hatton  him- 
self,  when  graced  by  the  hand  of  his  sovereign  mistress,  he  con- 
ducted  her,  amid  the  hushed  admiration  of  the  beholders,  to  a 
seat.  Still  the  dance  continued  with  unabated  spirit :  all  those 
engaged  in  it  running  up  and  down,  or  "  turning  and  winding 
with  unlooked-for  change."  Alizon*s  hand  had  been  claimed  by 
Eichard  Assheton,  and  next  to  the  stately  host  and  his  dignified 
partnev,  they  came  in  for  the  largest  share  of  admiration  and 
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attention;  and  if  the  untutored  girl  feil  sliort  of  the  aecom- 
plished  dame  in  precision  and  skill,  slie  made  up  for  the  want  of 
them  in  natural  grace  and  freedom  of  movement,  for  the  displaj 
of  which  the  couranto,  with  its  frequent  and  impromptu  changes, 
afforded  ample  opportunity.  Even  Sir  Balph  was  Struck  with 
her  extreme  gracefulness,  and  pointed  her  out  to  Mistress 
Kicholas,  who,  imenvying  and  amiable,  joined  heartily  in  his 
praises.  Overhearing  what  was  said,  Mistress  Nutter  thought  it  a 
fitting  opportunity  to  announce  her  intention  of  adopting  the 
young  girl ;  and  though  Sir  Ealph  seemed  a  good  deal  surprised 
at  the  suddenness  of  the  dedaration,  he  raised  no  objection  to 
the  plan ;  but,  on  the  contrary,  applauded  it.  But  another  per- 
Bon,  by  no  means  disposed  to  regard  it  in  an  equally  favourable 
light,  became  acquainted  with  the  intelligeuce  at  the  same  time. 
This  was  Master  Potts,  who  instantly  set  his  wits  at  work  to 
discover  its  Import.  Ever  on  the  alert,  his  little  eyes,  sharp  as 
needles,  had  detected  Jennet  amongst  the  rustic  Company,  and 
he  now  made  his  way  towards  her,  resolved,  by  dint  of  cross- 
questioning  and  otherwise,  to  extract  all  the  information  he 
possibly  could  from  her. 

The  dance  over,  Richard  and  his  partner  wandered  towards 
a  more  retired  part  of  tbe  hall. 

"  Why  does  your  sister  shun  me  ?"  inquired  Alizon,  with  a 
look  of  great  distress.  "  What  can  I  have  done  to  offend  her  ? 
Whenever  I  regard  her  she  averts  her  head,  and  as  I  approached 
her  just  now,  she  moved  away,  making  it  evident  she  designed 
to  avoid  me.  If  I  could  think  myself  in  any  way  difEerent  from 
what  I  was  this  moming,  when  she  treated  me  with  such  un- 
bounded  confidence  and  kindness,  or  accuse  myself  of  any  offence 
towards  her,  even  in  thought,  I  could  understand  it ;  but  as  it 
is,  her  present  coldness  appears  inexplicable  and  unreasonable, 
and  gives  me  great  pain.  I  would  not  forfeit  her  regard  for 
worlds,  and  therefore  beseech  you  to  teil  me  what  I  have  done 
amiss,  that  I  may  endeavour  to  repair  it." 

"You  have  done  nothing — ^nothing  whatever,  sweet  girl," 
replied  Eichard.  **  It  is  only  caprice  on  Dorothy's  part,  and 
except  that  it  distresses  you,  her  conduct,  which  you  justly  call 
*  unreasonable,*  does  not  deserve  a  moment's  serious  considera- 
tion." 

"Oh  no  !  you  cannot  deceive  me  thus,"  cried  Alizon.  "  She 
is  too  kind — too  well  judging,  to  be  capricious.  Something 
must  have  occurred  to  make  her  change  her  opinion  of  me, 
though  what  it  is  I  cannot  conjecture.     I  have  gained  much  to- 


202  THE  LANCASHIRE  WITCHES. 

day — more  than  I  had  any  right  to  expect ;  but  if  I  have  for- 
feited  tlie  good  opinion  of  your  sister,  tne  loss  of  her  friendsliip 
will  counterbalance  all  the  rest." 

"  But  you  have  not  lost  it,  Alizon/'  replied  Eichard,  eamestly. 
"Dorothy  has  got  some  stränge  notions  into  her  head,  which 
only  reqnire  to  be  combated.  She  does  not  Hke  Mistress 
Kutter,  and  is  piqued  and  displeased  by  the  extraordinary  in- 
terest  which  that  lady  displays  towards  you.     That  is  all." 

"But  wby  should  slie  not  like  Mistress  Nutter?"  inquired 
Alizon. 

"  Nay,  there  is  no  accounting  for  fancies,"  returned  Eichard, 
with  a  faint  smile.  "I  do  not  attempt  to  defend  her,  but 
simply  offer  the  only  excuse  in  my  power  for  her  conduct." 

"I  am  concemed  to  hear  it,"  said  Alizon,  sadly,  "because 
henceforth  I  shall  be  so  intimately  connected  with  Mistress 
Nutter,  that  this  estrangement,  which  I  hoped  arose  only  from 
some  trivial  cause,  and  merely  required  a  little  explanation  to  be 
set  aside,  may  become  widened  and  lasting.  Owing  everything 
to  Mistress  Nutter,  I  must  espouse  her  cause ;  and  if  your  sister 
likes  her  not,  she  likes  me  not  in  consequence,  and  theref ore  we 
must  continue  divided.  But  surely  her  dislike  is  of  very  recent 
date,  and  cannot  have  any  streng  hold  upon  her ;  for  when  she 
and  Mistress  Nutter  met  this  moming,  a  very  different  feeling 
seemed  to  animate  her." 

"  So,  indeed,  it  did,"  replied  Eichard,  visibly  embarrassed  and 
distressed.  "  And  since  you  have  made  me  acquainted  with  the 
new  tie  and  interests  you  have  f  ormed,  I  can  only  regret  alluding 
to  the  circumstance." 

"  That  you  may  not  misunderstand  me,"  said  Alizon,  "  I  will 
explain  the  extent  of  my  obligations  to  Mistress  Nutter,  and 
then  you  will  perceive  how  much  I  am  bounden  to  her.  Childless 
herseif,  greatly  interested  in  me,  and  feeling  for  my  unf ortunate 
Situation,  with  infinite  goodness  of  heart  she  has  declared  her 
Intention  of  removing  me  from  all  chance  of  baneful  influence, 
from  the  family  with  whom  I  have  been  heretofore  connected, 
by  adopting  me  as  her  daughter." 

"  I  should  indeed  rejoice  at  this,"  said  Eichard,  "  were  it  not 
that " 

And  he  stopped,  gazing  anxiously  at  her. 

"  Were  not  what  ?"  cried  Alizon,  alarmed  by  his  looks.  "  What 
do  you  mean  ?" 

"  Do  not  press  me  further,"  he  rejoined^  "  I  cannot  auswar 
you.    Indeed,  I  have  said  toor^much  already." 
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"  You  havc  Said  too  mucli  or  too  little,"  cried  Alizon.  "  Speak» 
I  implore  you.  ,What  mean  these  dark  hints  which  you  throw 
out,  and  which  like  sliadows  elude  all  attempts  to  grasp  them ! 
Do  not  keep  me  in  tliis  state  of  suspenso  and  agitation.  Tour 
looks  speak  more  than^your  words.  Oh,  give  your  thoughts 
utterance !" 

"  I  cannot,"  replied  Eichard.  "  I  do  not  believe  what  I  hate 
heard,  and  theref ore  will  not  repeat  it.  It  would  only  increase 
the  mischief .  But  oh  !  teil  me  tnis  !  Was  it,  indeed,  to  remoye 
vou  f rom  the  banef  ul  influence  of  Elizabeth  Device  that  Mistrefm 
Nutter  adopted  you  r" 

"  Other  motives  may  have  swayed  her,  and  I  have  said  they 
did  so,"  replied  Alizon ;  '*  but  that  wish,  no  doubt»  had  great 
weight  with  her.  Nay,  notwithstanding  her  abhorrence  of  the 
family,  ehe  has  kindly  consented  to  use  her  best  endeavoUrs  to 
preserve  little  Jennet  from  further  ill,  as  well  as  to  reclaim  poor 
misguided  Elizabeth  herseif." 

"  Oh !  what  a  weight  you  have  taken  from  my  heort,"  cried 
Eichard,  joyfully.  "  I  will  teil  Dorothy  what  you  say,  and  it 
will  at  once  remove  all  her  doubt  and  suspicions.  She  will  now 
be  the  same  to  you  as  ever,  and  to  Mistress  Nutter." 

"  I  wiU  not  ask  you  what  those  doubts  and  suspicions  were, 
since  you  so  confidently  promise  me  this,  which  is  all  I  dtesire," 
replied  Alizon  smiling ;  "  but  any  unfavourable  opinions  enter- 
tained  of  Mistress  Nutter  are  wholly  undeserved.  Poor  lady !  she 
)ias  endured  many  severe  trials  and  sufferings,  andwhenever  yoü 
leam  the  whole  of  her  history,  she  will,  I  am  suro,  have  your 
sincere  sympathy." 

"You  have  certainly  produced  a  complete  revolution  in  my 
feelings  towards  her,"  saad  Richard,  "  and  I  shall  not  be  easy  tiÜ 
I  have  made  a  like  convert  of  Dorothy." 

At  this  moment  a  loud  clapping  of  hands  was  heard,  and 
Nicholas  was  seen  marching  towards  the  centre  of  the  hall, 
preceded  by  the  minstrels,  who  had  descended  for  the  purpo^e 
from  the  gallery,  and  bearing  in  his  arms  a  large  red  velvet 
cushion.  As  soon  as  the  dancers  had  formed  a  wide  circle  round 
him,  a  very  lively  tune  called  "  Joan  Sanderson,"  from  which  the 
dance  about  to  be  executed  sometimes  received  its  name,  was 
Struck  up)  and  the  squire,  after  a  few  preliminary  flourishes,  set 
down  the  cushion,  and  gave  chase  to  Dame  Tetlow,  who,  thread* 
ing  her  way  rapidly  through  the  ring,  contrived  to  elude  him. 
This  chase,  accompanied  by  music,  excited  shouts  of  laughter 
on  all  hands,  and  no  one  knew  which  most  to  admire,  the  eager- 
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ness  of  the  squire,  or  the  dexterity  of  the  lissom  dame  in  avoid- 
ing  him. 

Exhausted  at  length,  and  baffled  in  his  qtiest,  Kicholas  came 
to  a  halt  before  Tom  the  Piper,  and,  taking  up  the  cushion,  thus 
preferred  his  complaint : — ^*  This  dance  it  can  no  further  go — no 
rurther  go." 

Whereupon  the  piper  chanted  in  reply, — "  I  pray  von,  good 
flir,  why  say  you  so — why  say  you  so  ?" 

Amidst  general  laughter,  the  sqnire  tenderly  and  touchingly 
responded — "  Because  Dame  Tetlow  will  not  come  to — ^will  not 
come  to." 

Whereupon  Tom  the  Piper,  waxing  furious,  blew  a  shrill 
whistle,  accompanied  by  an  encouraging  rattle  of  the  tamborine, 
and  enforcing  the  mandate  by  two  or  three  energetic  stamps  on 
tho  floor,  dellvered  himself  in  this  fashion :  "  She  must  come  to, 
and  she  shall  come  to.  And  she  must  come,  whether  she  will 
or  no." 

lipon  this  two  of  the  prettiest  female  morris-dancers,  taking 
each  a  hand  of  the  blushing  and  over-heated  Dame  Tetlow,  for 
she  had  f ound  the  chase  rather  warm  work,  led  her  f  orward ; 
while  the  squire  advancing  very  gallantly  placed  the  cushion 
upon  the  ground  before  her,  and  as  she  knelt  down  upon  it, 
bestowed  a  smacking  kiss  upon  her  lips.  This  ceremony  being 
performed  amidst  much  tittering  and  flustering,  accompanied 
by  many  knowing  looks  and  some  expressed  wishes  among  the 
swains,  who  hoped  that  their  tum  might  come  next,  Dame 
Tetlow  arose,  and  the  squire  seizing  her  hand,  they  began  to 
whisk  round  in  a  sort  of  jig,  singing  merrily  as  they  danced : 

**  Prinkum  prankum  is  a  fine  dance, 
And  we  shall  go  dance  it  once  again  I 

Onco  again  I 
And  we  shall  go  dance  it  once  again!" 

And  they  made  good  the  words  too ;  for  on  coming  to  a  stop, 
Dame  Tetlow  snatched  up  the  cushion,  and  ran  in  search  of  the 
squire,  who  retreating  among  the  siurounding  damsels,  made 
sad  havoc  among  them,  scarcely  leaving  a  pretty  pair  of  lips  un- 
visited.  Oh,  Nicholas !  Nicholas !  I  am  thoroughly  ashamed 
of  you,  and  regret  becoming  your  historian.  You  get  me  into 
an  infinitude  of  scrapes.  But  there  is  a  rod  in  pickle  for  you, 
sir,  which  shall  be  used  with  good  effect  presently.  Tired  of 
such  unprofitable  quest,  Dame  Tetlow  came  to  a  sudden  halt, 
addressed  the  piper  as  Nicholas  had  addressed  him,  and  receiv- 
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ing  a  like  answer,  summoned  the  delinquent  to  come  f orward ; 
but  as  lie  knelt  down  on  the  cusliion,  instead  of  receiving  the 
anticipated  salute,  he  got  a  sound  box  on  the  ears,  the  dame 
actuated  probablj  by  some  feeling  of  jealousy,  taking  advan- 
tage  of  the  favourable  opportunity  afforded  her  of  avenging 
herseif.  No  one  coidd  refrain  from  laughing  at  this  unexpected 
tum  in  afPairs,  and  Nicholas,  to  do  him  justice,  took  it  in  ex- 
cellent  part,  and  laughed  louder  than  the  rest.  Spr inging  to 
his  feet,  he  snatched  the  kiss  denied  him  bj  the  spirited  dame, 
and  led  her  to  obtain  some  refreshment  at  the  lower  table,  of 
which  they  both  stood  in  need,  while  the  cushion  being  appro- 
priated  by  other  couples,  other  boxes  on  the  ear  and  kisses  were 
interchanged,  leading  to  an  infinitude  of  merriment. 

Long  bef ore  this  Master  Potts  had  found  his  way  to  Jennet, 
and  as  he  drew  near,  affecting  to  notice  her  for  the  first  time, 
he  made  some  remarks  upon  her  not  looking  very  well. 

"  'Deed,  an'  ey'm  nah  varry  weel,"  replied  the  little  girl,  "  boh 
ey  knoa  who  ey  han  to  thonk  fo'  my  ailment." 

"  Your  sister,  most  probably,"  suggested  the  attomey.  "  It 
must  be  very  vexatious  to  see  her  so  much  noticed,  and  be  your- 
self  so  much  neglected — very  vexatious,  indeed — ^I  quite  feel 
for  you." 

"  Ey  dunna  want  yonr  feelin',"  replied  Jennet,  nettled  by  the 
remark ;  "  boh  it  wasna  my  sister  os  made  me  ill." 

"  Who  was  it,  then,  my  little  dear  ?"  said  Potts. 

"  Dunna  *  dear  me,'  "  retorted  Jennet ;  "  yoVe  too  ceevil  by 
half,  OS  the  lamb  said  to  the  wolf .  Boh  sin  ye  mun  knoa,  it  wur 
Mistress  Nutter." 

"  Aha !  very  good — ^I  mean — ^very  bad,"  cried  Potts.  "  What 
did  Mistress  Nutter  do  to  you,  my  little  dear  ?  Don't  be  afraid 
of  telling  me.  If  I  can  do  anything  for  you  I  shall  be  very 
happy.     Speak  out — and  don't  be  afraid." 

"  Nay,  fo*  shure,  ey'm  nah  afeerd,"  returned  Jennet.  "  Boh 
whot  mays  ye  so  inqueesitive  ?  Ye  want  to  get  summat  out'n 
me,  ey  con  see  that  piain  enough,  and  os  ye  stond  there  glenting 
at  me  wi'  your  sly  little  een,  ye  look  loike  an  owd  fox  ready  to 
snap  up  a  chicken  o'  th'  fürst  opportunity." 

"  Your  comparison  is  not  very  flattering,  Jennet,"  replied 
Potts ;  "  but  I  pass  it  by  for  the  sake  of  its  cleverness.  You 
are  a  sharp  child,  Jennet — a  very  sharp  child.  I  remarked  that 
from  the  first  moment  I  saw  you.  But  in  regard  to  Mistress 
Nutter,  she  seems  a  very  nice  lady — and  must  be  a  very  kind 
lady,  since  she  has  made  up  her  mind  to  adopt  your  sister.   Not 
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that  I  am  surprised  at  her  determinatioii,  for  reallj  Alizon  is  so 
superior — so  unlike "   • 

"  Me,  ye  wad  say,"  interrupted  Jennet.  "  Danna  be  afe3rd  to 
speak  out,  sir." 

"No,  no,"  replied  Potts,  "on  the  contrary,  there*s  a  very 
ereat  likeness  between  you.  I  saw  you  were  sisters  at  once.  1 
don't  know  which  is  the  cleyerest  or  prettiest — ^but  perhaps  von 
are  the  sharpest.  Yes,  you  are  tne  sbarpest,  undouDtealy, 
Jennet.  If  I  wished  to  adopt  any  one,  which  unfortunately, 
I'm  not  in  a  condition  to  do,  naving  only  bachelor's  Chambers  m 
Chancery-lane,  it  should  be  you.  But  I  can  put  you  in  a  way  of 
making  your  f ortune,  Jennet,  and  that's  the  next  best  thing  to 
adopting  you.     Indeed,  it's  much  better  in  my  case." 

**  May  my  fortime !"  cried  the  little  girl,  pricking  up  her  ears, 

ey  should  loike  to  knoa  how  ye  wad  contadve  that." 

I'll  show  you  how  directly,  Jennet,"  returned  Potts.  ^*  Pay 
particular  attention  to  what  I  say,  and  think  it  over  carefully, 
when  you  are  by  yourself .  You  are  quite  aware  that  there  is  a 
great  talk  about  witches  in  these  parts  :  and,  if  I  may  speak  it 
without  offence  to  you,  your  own  ramily  eome  under  the  charge. 
There  is  your  grandmother  Demdike,  for  instance,  a  notorious 
witch  —  your  mother,  Dame  Device,  suspected  —  your  brother 
James  suspected." 

"  Weel,  sir,"  cried  Jennet,  eyeing  him  sharply,"  "  what  does 
all  this  suspicion  tend  to  F" 

"  You  shall  hear,  my  little  dear,"  returned  Potts.  "  It  would 
not  Burprise  me,  if  every  one  of  your  family,  including  yourself, 
should  De  arrested,  shut  up  in  Lancaster  Castle,  and  bumt  for 
witches !" 

"  Alack  a  day !  an*  this  ye  ca*  makin*  my  fortin,"  cried  Jennet, 
derisively.  "  Much  obleeged  to  ye,  boh  ey*d  leefer  be  without 
the  luck." 

"  Listen  to  me,"  pursued  Potts,  chuckling,  "  and  I  wiU  point 
out  to  you  a  way  of  escaping  the  general  fate  of  your  family — 
not  merely  of  escaping  it—but  of  acquiring  a  large  reward. 
And  that  is  by  giving  evidence  against  them — ^by  telling  aU 
you  know — you  understand — eh  ?" 

"  Yeigh,  ey  think  ey  do  onderstond,"  replied  Jennet,  sullenly. 
"  An'  so  this  is  your  grand  scheme,  eh,  sir  ?" 

"  This  is  my  scheme,  Jennet,"  said  Potts,  "  and  a  notable 
scheme  it  is,  my  little  lass.  Think  it  over.  You*re  an  admissible 
and  indeed  a  desirable  witness  ;  for  our  sagacious  sovereign  has 
expressly  obeerved  that  'bairns'  (I  believe  you  call  childreji 
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*  baims/  in  Lancashire,  Jennet ;  your  uncouth  dialect  very  much 
resembles  the  Scottisli  language,  in  which  our  leamed  monarch 
writes  as  well  as  speaks), — *  baims/  says  he,  *  or  wiyes,  or  neyer 
so  defamed  persons,  may  of  our  law  serve  f or  sufficient  witnesses 
and  proofs  ;  f or  who  but  witches  can  be  proofs,  and  so  witnesses 
of  tbe  doings  of  tbe  witches  ?*  " 

"  Boh,  ey  am  neaw  witch,  ey  teil  yo  nion/'  cried  Jennet, 
angrily. 

"  But  you're  a  witch's  baim,  my  little  lassie,"  replied  Potts, 
"  and  that*s  just  as  bad,  and  you'U  grow  up  to  be  a  witch  in  due 
time — that  is,  if  your  career  be  noj;  cut  short.  Tm  sure  you 
must  have  witnessed  some  stränge  things  when  you  visited  your 
grandmother  at  Malkin  Tower — that,  if  I  mistake  not,  is  the 
name  of  her  abode  ? — and  a  fearf ul  and  witch-like  name  it  is ; — 
you  must  have  heard  frequent  mutterings  and  curses,  spells, 
charms,  and  diabolical  incantations — beheld  stränge  and  mon- 
strous  visions — ^listened  to  threats  uttered  against  people  who 
have  afterwards  perished  unaccountably." 

"  Ey've  heerd  an*  seen  nowt  o*t  sort,"  replied  Jennet ;  "  boh 
ey  han  heerd  my  mother  threaten  yo." 

"  Ah,  indeed,"  cried  Potts,  f  orcing  a  laugh,  but  looking  rather 
blank  afterwards;  "and  how  did  she  threaten  me,  Jennet,  eh? 
But  no  matter.  Let  that  pass  for  the  moment.  As  I  was  say- 
iag,  you  must  have  seen  mysterious  proceedings  both  at  Malkin 
Tower  and  your  own  house.  A  black  gentleman  with  a  club  f oot 
must  visit  you  occasionally,  and  your  mother  must,  now  and 
then— say  once  a  week — take  a  fancy  to  riding  on  a  broomstick, 
Are  you  quite  sure  you  have  never  ridden  on  one  yourself, 
Jennet,  and  got  whisked  up  the  chimney  without  being  aware  of 
it  ?  It's  the  common  witch  conveyance,  and  said  to  be  very  ex- 
peditious  and  agreeable — but  I  can*t  vouch  for  it  myself — ^ha ! 
ha !  Possibly — though  you  are  rather  young— but  possibly,  I 
gay,  you  may  have  attended  a  witch's  Sabbath,  and  seen  a  huge 
He-Goat,  with  four  horns  on  his  head,  and  a  large  tail,  seated 
in  the  midst  of  a  large  circle  of  devoted  admirers.  K  you  have 
seen  this,  and  can  recollect  the  names  and  faces  of  the  assembly, 
it  would  be  highly  important." 

"  When  ey  see  it,  ey  shanna  f orget  it,"  replied  Jennet.  "  Boh 
ey  am  nah  quite  so  familiär  wi'  Owd  Scrat  os  yo  seem  to 
suppose." 

"  Has  it  ever  occurred  to  you  that  Alizon  might  be  addicted 
to  these  practices  ?"  pursued  Potts,  "  and  that  she  obtained  her 
pjittraordinar^  an4  otherwise    unaccpuntable   beauty  by  some 
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magical  procoss — some  charm — some  diabolical  unguent  pre- 
pared  as  the  Lord  Keeper  of  the  Privy  Seals,  tlie  singularlj 
learned  Lord  Bacon,  declares,  from  fat  of  unbaptized  babes, 
compounded  with  henbaue,  bemlock,  mandrake,  moonshade,  and 
other  terrible  ingredieuts.  She  could  not  be  so  beautif  ul  with- 
out  some  such  aid/* 

"  That  shaws  how  Httle  you  knoaw  about  it,"  replied  Jennet. 
"Alizon  is  os  good  as  she's  protty,  and  dunna  you  think  to 
wheedle  me  into  sayin'  out  agen  her,  fo'  yo  winna  do  it.  Ey'd 
dee  rayther  than  härm  a  hure  o*  her  heoad." 

"  Very  praiseworthy,  indöed,  my  little  dear,"  replied  Potts, 
ironically.  "  I  honour  you  for  your  sisterly  affection  ;  but  not- 
withstanding  all  this,  I  cannot  help  thinking  she  has  bewitched 
Mistress  Nutter." 

"  Licker,  Mistress  Nutter  has  bewitched  her,"  replied  Jennet. 

"  Then  you  think  Mistress  Nutter  is  a  witch,  eh  ?"  cried  Potts, 
eagerly. 

"  Ey'st  neaw  teil  yo  what  ey  think,  mon,"  rejoined  Jennet, 
doggedly. 

"  But  hear  me,"  cried  Potts,  "  Ihave  my  own  suspicions,  also, 
nay,  more  than  suspicions." 

"  If  ye're  shure,  yo  dunna  want  me,"  said  Jennet. 

"  But  I  want  a  witness,"  pursued  Potts,  "  and  if  you'll  serve 


as  one " 


**  Whot'll  ye  gi'  me  ?"  said  Jennet. 

"  Whatever  you  like,"  rejoined  Potts.  "  Only  name  the  sum. 
So  you  can  prove  the  practice  of  witchcraft  against  Mistress 
Nutter,  eh  ?" 

Jennet  nodded.  **  Wad  ye  loike  to  knoa  why  brother  Jem  is 
gone  to  Pendle  to-neet?"  she  said. 

**  Very  much,  indeed,"  replied  Potts,  drawing  still  nearer  to 
her.    "  Very  much  indeed." 

The  little  girl  was  about  to  speak,  but  on  a  sudden  a  sharp 
convulsion  agitated  her  f rame  ;  her  utterance  totally  f ailed  her ; 
and  she  feil  back  in  the  seat  insensible. 

Very  much  startled,  Potts  flew  in  search  of  some  restorative, 
and  on  doing  so,  he  perceived  Mistress  Nutter  moving  away 
from  this  part  of  the  hall. 

"  She  has  done  it,"  he  cried.  "  A  piece  of  witchcraft  before 
my  very  eyes.  Has  she  killed  the  child  ?  No ;  she  breathes, 
and  her  pulse  beats,  though  faintly.  She  is  only  in  a  swoon, 
but  a  deep  and  deathlike  one.  It  would  be  useless  to  attempt 
to  revive  her;   she  must  como  to  in  her  own  way,  or  at  tho 
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pleasure  of  the  wicked  woman  who  has  thrown  her  into  this 
condition.  I  have  now  an  assured  witness  in  this  girl.  But  I 
luust  keep  watcli  npon  Mistress  Nutter's  further  movements." 

And  he  walked  cautiously  after  her. 

As  Eichard  had  anticipated,  his  explanation  was  perfectlj 
satisf actory  to  Dorothy ;  and  the  young  lady  who  had  suffered 
greatly  from  the  restraint  she  had  imposed  upon  herseif,  flew  to 
Alizon,  and  poured  f  orth  excuses,  which  were  as  readily  accepted 
as  they  were  freely  made.  They  were  instantly  as  great  friends 
as  before,  and  their  brief  estrangement  only  seemed  to  make 
them  dearer  to  each  other.  Dorothy  could  not  forgive  herseif, 
and  Alizon  assured  her  there  was  nothing  to  be  forgiven,  and  so 
they  took  hands  upon  it,  and  promised  to  forget  all  that  had 
passed.  Bichard  stood  by,  delighted  with  the  change,  and 
wrapped  in  the  contemplation  of  the  object  of  his  love,  who, 
thus  engaged;  seemed  to  him  more  beautiful  than  he  had  ever 
beheld  her. 

Towards  the  close  of  the  evening,  while  all  three  were  still 
together,  Kicholas  came  up  and  took  Eichard  aside.  The  squire 
looked  flushed ;  and  there  was  an  nndefined  expression  of  alarm 
in  his  countenance. 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?"  inqnired  Eichard,  dreading  to  hear 
of  some  new  calamity. 

"  Have  you  not  noticed  it,  Dick  ?"  said  Nicholas,  in  a  hollow 
tone.     "  The  portrait  is  gone." 

"  What  Portrait?*'  exclaimed  Eichard,  forgetting  the  previous 
circumstances. 

"  The  Portrait  of  Isole  de  Heton,"  returned  Nicholas,  be- 
coming  more  sepulchral  in  his  accents  as  he  proceeded ;  ''  it  has 
vanished  from  the  wall.     See  and  believe." 

**  Who  has  taken  it  down?"  cried  Eichard,  remarking  that 
the  picture  had  certainly  disappeared. 

"  No  mortal  band,"  replied  Nicholas.  "  It  has  come  down  of 
itself .  I  knew  what  woidd  happen,  Dick.  I  told  you  the  fair 
Yotaress  gave  me  the  cZiw-d'ogii— the  wink.  You  woidd  not 
believe  me  then — and  now  you  see  your  mistake." 

"  I  See  nothing  but  the  bare  wall,"  said  Eichard. 

"  But  you  will  see  something  anon,  Dick,"  rejoined  Nicholas, 
with  a  hollow  laugh,  and  in  a  dismally  deep  tone.  "  You  will 
see  Isole  herseif.  I  was  f oolhardy  enough  to  invite  her  to  dance 
the  brawl  with  me.  She  smiled  her  assent,  and  winked  at  me 
thus — very  significantly,  I  protest  to  you — and  she  will  be  as 
good  as  her  word." 
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"  Absurd !"  exclaimed  Eicliard. 

"  Absurd,  sayest  thou  ? — ^thou  art  an  infidel,  and  believesi 
notbing,  Dick/'  cried  Nicbolas.  "  Dost  tbou  not  see  that  the 
picture  is  gone  ?  Sbe  will  be  here  presently.  Hia !  tbe  briftwl  is 
called  for — tbe  very  dance  I  invited  ber  to.  Sbe  musi  be  in  the 
room  now.  I  will  go  in  searcb  of  ber.  Look  out,  Dick.  Thou 
wilt  bebold  a  sigbt  presently  sball  make  tbine  hair  stand  on 
end." 

And  he  moved  away  with  a  rapid  but  uncertain  step. 

''  Tbe  potent  wine  bas  confused  bis  brain/'  said  Richard. 
"  I  must  see  that  no  miscbance  befalls  bim." 

And,  waving  bis  band  to  bis  sister,  be  f  ollowed  the  squire, 
wbo  moved  on,  staring  inquisitively  into  tbe  countenance  of 
every  pretty  damsel  be  encountered. 

Time  bad  flown  fleetly  with  Dorothy  and  Aüzon,  wbo,  occupied 
•with  eacb  otber,  bad  taken  little  note  of  its  progress,  and  were 
surprised  to  find  bow  quickly  tbe  bours  bad  gone  by.  Mean** 
wbila  several  dances  bad  been  perf  ormed ;  a  Morisco,  in  wbich 
all  tbe  May-day  revellers  took  part,  with  tbe  exception  of  the 
queen  herseif,  wbo,  notwithstaiiding  tbe  united  entreaties  of 
fiobin  Hood  and  ber  gentleman-usber,  could  not  be  prevailed 
upon  to  join  it:  a  trenchmore,  a  sort  of  long  country-dance, 
extending  from  top  to  bottom  of  tbe  ball,  and  in  wbich  the 
wbole  of  tbe  rustics  stood  up  :  a  galliard,  confined  to  tbe  more 
important  guests,  and  in  wbich  both  Alizon  and  Dorothy  were 
included,  the  former  dancing,  of  couree,  with  Richard,  and  tho 
latter  with  one  of  ber  cousins,  young  Joseph  Robinson  ;  and  a 
jig,  quite  promiscuous  and  unexclusive,  and  not  the  less  merry 
on  that  account.  In  this  way,  wbat  with  the  dances,  wbich  were 
of  some  duration — the  trenchmore  alone  occupying  more  than 
an  bour — and  the  necessary  breatbing.time  between  them,  it 
was  on  tbe  stroke  of  ten  without  anybody  being  aware  of  it. 
Now  this,  thougb  a  very  early  bour  for  a  modern  party,  being 
about  the  time  when  tbe  first  guest  woidd  arrive,  was  a  very 
late  one  even  in  f  ashionable  assemblages  at  the  period  in  question, 
and  the  guests  began  to  think  of  retiring,  when  the  brawl,  in- 
tended  to  wind  up  tbe  entertainment,  was  called.  Tbe  higbest 
animation  still  prevailed  througbout  the  Company,  for  the 
generous  host  bad  taken  care  that  the  intervals  between  the 
dances  sbould  be  well  filled  up  with  refreshments,  and  large 
bowls  of  spiced  wines,  with  burnt  oranges  and  crabs  fioating  in 
them,  were  placed  on  tbe  side-table,  and  liberally  dispensed  to 
all  applicants.  Thus  all  s^emed  destined  to  be  brought  to  a 
happy  conclusion. 
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Throughout  tlie  evening  Alizon  had  been  closely  watched  by 
Mistress  Nutter,  who  remarked,  with  feelings  akin  to  jealousj 
and  distrust,  the  marked  predilection  exhibited  hy  her  for 
Bichard  and  Dorothy  Assheton,  as  well  as  her  inattention  to 
her  own  expressed  injunctions  in  remaining  constantlj  near 
them.  Though  secretly  displeased  by  this,  she  put  a  ealm  face 
upon  it,  and  neither  remonstrated  by  Word  or  look.  Thus 
Alizon,  feeling  encouraged  in  the  course  she  had  adopted,  and 
prompted  by  her  inclinations,  soon  forgot  the  interdiction  she 
had  received.  Mistress  Nutter  even  went  so  f ar  in  her  duplicity 
as  to  promise  Dorothy  that  Alizon  should  pay  her  an  early 
Visit  at  Middleton — ^though  inwardly  resolving  no  such  visit 
should  ever  take  place.  However,  she  now  received  the  proposal 
very  graciously,  and  made  Alizon  quite  happy  in  acceding  to  it. 

"  I  woidd  f ain  have  her  go  back  with  me  to  Middleton  when  I 
retum,"  said  Dorothy,  "  but  I  fear  you  would  not  like  to  part 
with  your  newly-adopted  daughter  so  soon ;  neither  would  it  be 
quite  fair  to  rob  you  of  her.  But  I  shall  soon  hold  you  to  your 
promise  of  an  early  visit." 

Mistress  Nutter  replied  by  a  bland  smile,  and  then  observed 
to  Alizon  that  it  was  time  for  them  to  retire,  and  that  she  had 
stayed  on  her  account  far  later  than  she  intended — a  mark  of 
eonsideration  duly  appreciated  by  Alizon.  Farewells  for  the 
night  were  then  exchanged  between  the  two  girls,  and  Alizon 
looked  round  to  bid  adieu  to  Bichard,  but  unfortunately,  at  this 
very  juncture,  he  was  engaged  in  pursuit  of  Nicholas,  Before 
quittmg  the  haU  she  made  inquiries  after  Jennet,  and  receiving 
lor  answer  that  she  was  still  in  the  hall,  but  had  fallen  asleep, 
in  a  chair  at  one  comer  of  the  side-table,  and  could  not  be 
wakened,  she  instantly  flew  thither  and  tried  to  rouse  her,  but 
in  -vain ;  when  Mistress  Nutter,  coming  up  the  next  moment, 
merely  touched  her  brow,  and  the  little  girl  opened  her  eyes  and 
gazed  about  her  with  a  bewildered  look. 

"  She  is  unused  to  these  late  hours,  poor  child,"  said  Alizon. 
"  Some  one  must  be  f ound  to  take  her  home." 

"  You  need  not  go  far  in  search  of  a  convoy,'*  said  Potts,  who 
had  been  hovering  about,  and  now  stepped  up  ;  "I  am  going  to 
the  Dragon  myseÖ,  and  shall  be  happy  to  take  charge  of  her." 

"  You  are  over-officious,  sir,"  rejoined  Mistress  Nutter,  coldly ; 
"  when  we  need  your  assistance  we  will  ask  it.  My  own  servant, 
Simon  Blackadder,  will  see  her  safely  home." 

And  at  a  sign  from  her,  a  tall  fellow,  with  a  dark,  scowKng 
countenance,  came  from  among  the  other  serving-men,  and  re- 
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ceiving  his  instnictions  from  liis  mistresd,  deized  Jennet's  hand^ 
and  strode  off  with  her.  During  all  tliis  time,  Mistress  Nutter 
kept  her  eyes  steadily  fixed  on  the  little  girl,  who  spoke  not  a 
Word,  nor  replied  even  by  a  gesture  to  Alizon's  affectionate 
good-night,  retaining  her  da^ed  look  to  the  moment  of  quitting 
the  hall. 

"  I  never  saw  her  thus  bef ore,"  said  AJizon.  "  What  can  be 
the  matter  with  her  ?" 

"I  think  I  could  teil  you,"  rejoined  Potts,  glancing  mali- 
ciously  and  significantly  at  Mistress  Nutter. 

The  lady  darted  an  ireful  and  piercing  look  at  him,  which 
seemed  to  produce  much  the  same  consequences  as  those  ex- 
perienced  by  Jennet,  for  bis  visage  instantly  elongated,  and  he 
sank  back  in  a  chair. 

"Oh  dear!"  he  cried,  putting  his  band  to  his  head;  "Tm 
Struck  all  of  a  heap.  I  feel  a  sudden  qualm — ^a  giddiness — ^a 
sort  of  don't-know-howishness.  Ho,  there !  some  aquavitse — or 
imperial  water — or  cinnamon  water — or  whatever  reviving 
cordial  may  be  at  band.  I  feel  very  ill — ^very  ill  indeed — oh 
dear !" 

While  his  requirements  were  attended  to,  Mistress  Nutter 
moved  away  with  her  daughter ;  but  they  had  not  proceeded  f ar 
when  they  encountered  Eichard,  who,  having  f ortunately  descried 
them,  came  up  to  say  good-night. 

The  brawl,  meanwhüe,  had  commenced,  and  the  dancers  were 
whirling  round  giddily  in  every  direction,  somewhat  like  the 
couples  in  a  grand  polka,  danced  after  a  very  boisterous,  romp- 
ing,  and  extravagant  f  ashion. 

"Who  is  Nicholas  dancing  with?"  asked  Mistress  Nutter, 
suddenly. 

"  Is  he  dancing  with  any  one  ?**  rejoined  Eichard,  looking 
amidst  the  crowd. 

"  Do  you  not  see  her  ?"  said  Mistress  Nutter ;  "  a  very  beau- 
tif  ul  woman  with  flashing  eyes :  they  move  so  quickly,  that  I 
can  scarce  discem  her  features  ;  but  she  is  habited  like  a  nun." 

"  Like  a  nun !"  cried  Richard,  his  blood  growing  chill  in  his 
veins.     "  *Tis  she  indeed,  then !     Where  is  he  ?" 

"Yonder,  yonder,  whirling  madly  roimd,"  replied  Mistress 
Nutter. 

"  I  see  him  now,"  said  Richard,  "but  he  is  alone.    He  has  lost 
his  wits  to  dance  in  that  stränge  manner  by  himself .     How  wild, 
too,  is  his  gaze !" 
.    "  I  teil  you  he  is  dancing  with  a  very  beautiful  woman  in  the 
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habit  of  a  nun/'  said  Mistress  Nutter.  ''  Strange  I  should  never 
kaye  remarked  her  bef  ore.  No  one  in  tlie  room  is  to  be  compared 
witb  her  in  loveliness — ^not  even  Alizon.  Her  ejes  seem  to  flash 
fire,  and  she  bonnds  like  the  wild  roe.'' 

**  Does  she  resemble  the  portrait  of  Isole  de  Heton  ?"  asked 
Bichard,  shuddering. 

"  She  does — she  does,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter.  *'  See !  she 
whirls  past  us  now." 

"  I  can  see  no  one  but  Nicholas,"  cried  Bichard. 

"Nor  I,"  added  Alizon,  who  shared  in  the  young  man*8 
alarm. 

"  Are  you  sure  you  behold  that  figure  ?"  said  Bichard,  draw- 
ing  Mistress  Nutter  aside,  and  breathing  the  words  in  her  ear. 
**  ä  so,  it  is  a  phantom,  or  he  is  in  the  power  of  the  fiend.  He 
was  rash  enough  to  invite  that  wicked  votaress,  Isole  de  Heton, 
condemned,  it  is  said,  to  penal  fires  for  her  earthly  enormitiesy 
to  dance  with  him,  and  she  has  come." 

"  Ha !"  exclaimed  Mistress  Nutter. 

"  She  will  whirl  him  round  tili  he  expires,"  cried  Bichard ;  "I 
must  free  him  at  all  hazards." 

"  Stay,"  said  Mistress  Nutter ;  **  it  is  I  who  have  been  de- 
oeived.     Now  Ilook  again,  I  see  that  Nicholas  is  alone." 

"  But  the  nun's  dress,  the  wondrous  beauty,  the  flashin g  eyes !" 
cried  Bichard.     "  You  described  Isole  exactly." 

"  It  was  mere  fancy,"  said  Mistress  Nutter.  "I  had  just  been 
looMng  at  her  portrait,  and  it  dwelt  on  my  nünd,  and  created 
the  image.'* 

"  The  portrait  is  gone,"  cried  Bichard,  pointing  to  the  empty 
wall. 

Mistress  Nutter  looked  confounded. 

And  without  a  word  more,  she  took  Alizon,  who  was  füll  of 
alarm  and  astonishment,  by  the  arm,  and  hurried  her  out  of  the 
haU. 

As  they  disappeared,  the  young  man  flew  towards  Nicholas, 
whose  extraordinary  proceedings  had  excited  general  amaze- 
ment.  The  other  dancers  had  moved  out  of  the  way,  so  that 
free  space  was  left  for  his  mad  gyrations.  Greatly  scandalised 
by  the  exhibition,  which  he  looked  upon  as  the  efPect  of  intoxica- 
tion,  Sir  Balph  called  loudly  to  him  to  stop,  but  he  paid  no 
attention  to  the  summons,  but  whirled  on  with  momently-in- 
creased  velocity,  oversetting  old  Adam  Whitworth,  Gregory, 
and  Dickon,  who  severally  ventured  to  place  themselyes  in  his 
path,  to  enforce  their  master's  injunctions ;  until  at  last,  just 
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•as  Bichard  reached  him,  he  uttered  a  loud  cry,  and  feil  to  the 
groimd  insensible.  Bj  Sir  Ealph's  command  he  was  instantlj 
lif  ted  up  and  transported  to  his  own  Chamber. 

This  unexpected  and  extraordinarj  incident  put  an  end  to  the 
bau,  and  the  whole  of  the  guests,  after  taldng  a  respectfol  and 
grateful  leave  of  the  host,  departed — not  in  "  most  admired" 
disorder,  bnt  fuU  of  wonder.  By  most  persons  the  sqnire's 
"  fantastical  vagaries,"  as  they  were  termed,  were  traced  to  the 
vast  quantity  of  wine  he  had  drunk,  but  a  few  other«»  shook 
their  heads,  and  said  he  was  evidently  bewitched,  and  that 
Mother  Chattox  and  Nance  Eedfeme  were  at  the  bottom  of  it. 
As  to  the  Portrait  of  Isole  de  Heton,  it  was  found  under  the 
table,  and  it  was  said  that  Nicholas  himseK  had  puUed  it  down ; 
but  this  he  obstinately  denied,  when  afterwards.  taken  to  task 
f or  his  indecorous  behaviour ;  and  to  his  dying  day  he  asserted, 
and  believed,  that  he  had  danced  the  brawl  with  Isole  de  Heton. 
"And  never,"  he  would  say,  "had  mortal  man  such  a  partner." 

From  that  night  the  two  portraits  in  the  banqueting-hall  were 
regarded  with  great  awe  by  the  inmates  of  the  Abbey. 
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On  gaining  the  head  of  the  staircase  leading  to  the  corridor, 
Mistress  Nutter,  whose  movements  had  hitherto  been  extremely 
rapid,  paused  with  her  daughter  to  listen  to  the  sounds  arising 
from  below.  Suddenly  was  heard  a  loud  cry,  and  the  music, 
which  had  waxed  fast  and  furious  in  order  to  keep  pace  with 
the  frenzied  boundings  of  the  squire,  ceased  at  once,  showing 
Bome  interruption  had  occurred,  while  from  the  confused  noise 
that  ensued,  it  was  evident  the  sudden  stoppage  had  been  the 
result  of  accident.  With  blanched  cheek  Alizon  Üstened,  scarcely 
daring  to  look  at  her  mother,  whose  expression  of  countenance, 
revealed  by  the  lamp  she  held  in  her  hand,  almost  frightened 
her ;  and  it  was  a  great  relief  to  hear  the  voices  and  laughter  of 
the  serving-men  as  they  came  f  orth  with  Nicholas,  and  bore  him 
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towards  another  part  of  the  mansion;  and  though  much  shocked, 
she  was  glad  wlien  one  of  them,  wlio  appeared  to  be  Nicholas'« 
own  servant,  assured  the  others  "  that  it  was  only  a  dninken  fit, 
and  tliat  the  squire  would  wake  up  next  moming  as  i£  nothing 
had  happened.'* 

Apparentlj  satisfied  with  this  explanation,  Mistress  Nutter 
moved  on ;  but  a  new  feeling  of  nneasiness  came  over  Alizon  aa 
she  f  ollowed  her  down  the  long  dusky  corridor,  in  the  direction 
of  the  mysterious  Chamber,  where  they  were  to  pass  the  night« 
The  fitf ul  flame  of  the  lamp  feil  upon  manj  a  grim  painting 
depicting  the  sufferings  of  the  early  martyrs  ;  and  theso  ghasÜj 
representations  did  not  serve  to  reassure  her.  The  grotesque 
carvings  on  the  panels  and  ribs  of  the  vaulted  roof ,  likewiso 
impressed  her  with  vague  terror,  and  there  was  one  large  piece 
of  scnlpture — Saint  Theodora  subjected  to  diabolical  temptation, 
as  described  in  the  Golden  Legend — that  absolutely  scared  her, 
Their  footsteps  echoed  hollowly  overhead,  and  more  than  once, 
deceived  by  the  sound,  Alizon  tnrned  to  see  if  any  one  was 
behind  them.  At  the  end  of  the  corridor  lay  the  room  onca 
oecupied  by  the  superior  of  the  religious  establishment,  and  still 
known  from  that  circumstance  as  the  "  Abbot's  Chamber."  Con- 
nected with  this  apartment  was  the  beautiful  oratory  built  by 
Paslew,  wherein  he  had  kept  his  last  yigils ;  and  though  now  no 
longer  applied  to  purposes  of  worship,  still  wearing  from  the 
chaxacter  of  its  architecture,  its  sculptured  omaments,  and  the 
painted  glass  in  its  casements,  a  dim  religious  air.  The  abbot's 
room  was  allotted  to  Dorothy  Assheton ;  and  from  its  sombre 
magnificence,  as  well  as  the  ghostly  tales  connected  with  it,  had 
impressed  her  with  so  much  superstitious  misgiying,  that  she 
besought  Alizon  to  share  her  couch  with  her,  but  the  young  girl 
did  not  dare  to  assent.  Just,  however,  as  Mistress  Nutter  was 
about  to  enter  her  own  room,  Dorothy  appeared  on  the  corridor, 
and,  calling  to  Alizon  to  stay  a  moment,  flew  quickly  towards 
her,  and  renewed  the  proposition.  Alizon  looked  at  her  mother, 
but  the  latter  decidedly,  and  somewhat  sternly,  negatived  it. 

The  young  girls  thßn  said  good-night,  kissing  each  other  affec- 
tionately,  after  which  Alizon  entered  the  room  with  Mistress 
Nutter,  and  the  door  was  closed.  Two  tapers  were  buming  on 
the  dressing-table,  and  their  light  feil  upon  the  carved  figures 
of  the  wardrobe,  which  stiU  exercised  the  same  weird  influence 
over  her.  Mistress  Nutter  neither  seemed  disposed  to  retire  to 
rest  ijnmediately,  nor  willing  to  talk,  but  sat  down,  and  was 
soon  lost  in  thought.     After  awhile,  an  impulse  of  curiosity 
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wbicli  Bhe  could  not  resist,  prompted  Alizon  to  peep  into  the 
closet,  and  pnshing  aside  the  tapestry,  partly  drawn  over  the 
entrance,  she  held  the  lamp  forward,  so  as  to  throw  its  light 
into  the  little  Chamber.  A  mere  glance  was  all  she  was  allowed, 
bnt  it  siifficed  to  show  her  the  large  oak  ehest,  though  the 
monkish  robe  lately  suspended  above  it,  and  which  had  parti- 
cularly  attracted  her  attention,  was  gone*.  Mistress  Nutter  had 
noticed  the  movement,  and  instantly  and  somewhat  sharply 
recalled  her. 

As  Alizon  obeyed,  a  slight  tap  was  heard  at  the  door.     The 

Soung  girl  tumed  pale,  for  in  her  present  frame  of  mind  any 
ttle  matter  affected  her.  Nor  were  her  apprehensions  mate- 
rially  allayed  by  the  entrance  of  Dorothy,  who,  looking  white  as 
a  sheet,  said  she  did  not  dare  to  remain  in  her  own  room,  having 
been  terribly  frightened,  by  seeing  a  monkish  figure  in  moulder- 
ing  white  garments,  exactly  resembling  one  of  the  carved  images 
on  the  wardrobe,  issne  from  behind  the  hangings  on  the  wall, 
and  glide  into  the  oratory,  and  she  entreated  Mistress  Nutter  to 
let  Alizon  go  back  with  her.  The  request  was  peremptorily 
refused,  and  the  lady,  ridiculing  Dorothy  for  her  fears,  bade  her 
return  ;  but  she  still  lingered.  This  relation  fiUed  Alizon  with 
inexpressible  alarm,  for  though  she  did  not  dare  to  allude  to  the 
disappearance  of  the  monkish  gown,  she  could  not  help  connect- 
ing  the  circumstance  with  the  ghostly  figure  seen  by  Dorothy. 

TJnable  otherwise  to  get  rid  of  the  terrified  intruder,  whose 
presence  was  an  evident  restraint  to  her,  Mistress  Nutter,  at 
length,  consented  to  accompany  her  to  her  room,  and  convince 
her  of  the  f olly  of  her  fears,  by  an  examination  of  the  oratory. 
Alizon  went  with  them,  her  mother  not  choosing  to  leave  her 
behind,  and  indeed  she  herseif  was  most  anxious  to  go. 

The  abbot*s  Chamber  was  large  and  gloomy,  nearly  twice  the 
size  of  the  room  occupied  by  Mistress  Nutter,  but  resembling  it 
in  many  respects,  as  well  as  in  the  dusky  hue  of  its  hangings 
and  furniture,  most  of  which  had  been  undisturbed  since  the 
days  of  Paslew.  The  very  bed,  of  carved  oak,  was  that  in  which 
he  had  slept,  and  his  arms  were  still  displayed  upon  it,  and  on 
the  painted  glass  of  the  Windows.  As  Alizon  entered  she  Iboked 
round  with  apprehension,  but  nothing  occurred  to  justifiy  her 
uneasiness.  Having  raised  the  arras,  from  behind  which  Dorothy 
averred  the  figure  had  issued,  and  discovering  nothing  but  a 
panel  of  oak;  with  a  smile  of  incredulity,  Mistress  Nutter 
walked  boldly  towards  the  oratory,  the  two  girls,  hand  in  hand, 
following  tremblingly  after  her  ;  but  no  fearful  object  met  their 
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view.  A  dressing-table,  with  a  large  mirror  upon  it,  occupied 
the  spot  where  tlie  altar  had  f ormerly  stood ;  but,  in  spite  of 
this,  and  of  other  furniture,  the  little  place  of  prayer,  as  has 
previoiislj  been  observed,  retained  mucb  of  its  original  character, 
and  seemed  more  calculated  to  inspire  sentiments  of  devotional 
awe  than  any  other. 

After  remaining  for  a  short  time  in  the  oratory,  during  which 
ßhe  pointed  out  the  impossibility  of  any  one  being  concealed 
there,  Mistress  Nutter  assured  Dorothy  she  might  rest  quite 
easy  that  nothing  f urther  would  occur  to  alarm  her,  and  re- 
commending  her  to  lose  the  sense  of  her  fears  as  speedily  as  she 
could  in  sleep,  took  her  departure  with  Alizon. 

But  the  recommendation  was  of  little  avail.  The  poor  girl's 
heart  died  within  her,  and  all  her  former  terrors  retumed,  and 
with  additional  force.  Sitting  down,  she  looked  fixedly  at  the 
hangin  gs  tili  her  eyes  ached,  and  then  covering  her  face  with 
her  hands,  and  scarcely  daring  to  breathe,  she  Ustened  intently 
for  the  slightest  sound.  A  rustle  would  have  made  her  scream 
— but  all  was  stiU  as  death,  so  profoundly  quiet,  that  the  very 
hush  and  silence  became  a  new  cause  of  disquietude,  and  longing 
for  some  cheerful  sound  to  break  it,  she  would  have  spoken 
aloud  but  from  a  fear  of  hearing  her  own  voice.  A  book  lay 
before  her  and  she  essayed  to  read  it,  but  in  vain.  She  was 
ever  glancing  fearfuUy  round — ever  listening  intently.  This 
State  could  not  endure  for  ever,  and  feeling  a  drowsiness  steal 
over  her  she  yielded  to  it,  and  at  length  dropped  asleep  in  her 
chair.  Her  dreams,  however,  were  influenced  by  her  mental 
condition,  and  slumber  was  no  refuge,  as  promised  by  Mistress 
Nutter,  from  the  hauntings  of  terror. 

At  last  a  jarring  sound  aroused  her,  and  she  found  she  had 
been  awakened  by  the  clock  striking  twelve.  Her  lamp  required 
trimming  and  bumt  dimly,  but  by  its  imperfect  light  she  saw 
the  arras  move.  This  coiüd  be  no  fancy,  for  the  next  moment 
the  hangings  were  raised,  and  a  figure  looked  from  behind  them; 
and  this  time  it  was  not  the  monk,  but  a  f  emale  robed  in  white. 
A  glimpse  of  the  figure  was  all  Dorothy  caught,  for  it  instantly 
retreated,  and  the  tapestry  feil  back  to  its  place  against  the 
wall. 

Scared  by  this  apparition,  Dorothy  rushed  out  of  the  room  so 
hurriedly  that  she  forgot  to  take  her  lamp,  and  made  her  way, 
she  scarcely  knew  how,  to  the  adjoining  Chamber.  She  did  not 
tap  at  the  door,  but  trying  it,  and  finding  it  unfastened,  opened 
it  softly,  and  closed  it  after  her,  resolved  if  the  occupants  of  the 
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Toom  were  asleep  not  to  disturb  them,  but  to  pass  the  niglit  in 
a  cliair,  the  presenoe  o£  some  living  beings  beside  her  Bufficing^, 
in  some  degree,  to  dispel  her  terrors.  The  room  was  bnried  in 
darkness,  the  tapers  being  extinguished. 

Adyancing  on  tiptoe  she  soon  discovered  a  seat,  when  whai 
was  her  surprise  to  find  Alizon  asleep  within  it.  She  was  sure 
it  was  Alizon — for  she  had  tonched  her  hair  and  face,  and  she 
feit  snrprised  that  the  contact  had  not  awakened  her.  Still 
more  snrprised  did  she  feel  that  the  young  girl  had  not  retired 
to  rest.  Again  she  stepped  f orward  in  search  of  another  chair, 
when  a  gleam  of  light  snddenlj  shot  from  one  side  of  the  bed, 
and  the  tapestrj,  masking  the  entrance  to  the  closet,  was  slowlj 
drawn  aside.  From  behind  it,  the  next  moment,  appeared  the 
same  female  figure,  robed  in  white,  that  she  had  previouslj  be- 
held  in  the  abbot's  Chamber.  The  figure  held  a  lamp  in  one 
hand,  and  a  smaU  box  in  the  other ;  and,  to  her  imspeakable 
horror,  disdosed  the  ÜYid  and  contorted  countenance  of  Mistress 
Nntter. 

Dreadful  though  undefined  snspicions  crossed  her  mind,  and 
she  f eared,  if  discovered,  she  wonld  be  sacrificed  to  the  fuij  of 
this  stränge  and  terrible  woman.  Lnckily,  where  she  stood, 
though  Mistress  Nutter  was  revealed  to  her,  she  herseif  was 
screened  from  view  bj  the  hangings  of  the  bed,  and  looking 
around  for  a  hiding-place,  she  observed  that  the  mysterious 
wardrobe,  close  behind  her,  was  open,  and  without  a  mo- 
ment's  hesitation,  she  slipped  into  the  covert  and  drew  the 
door  to,  noiselessly.  But  her  curiosity  over-mastered  her  fear, 
and,  firmly  believing  some  magical  rite  was  about  to  be  per« 
f ormed,  she  sought  for  means  of  beholding  it ;  nor  was  she  long 
in  discoYcring  a  small  eyelet-hole  in  the  carving  which  com- 
manded  the  room. 

ünconsdous  of  any  other  presence  than  that  of  Alizon,  whose 
Stupor  appeared  to  occasion  her  no  uneasiness,  Mistress  Nutter 
placed  the  lamp  upon  the  table,  made  fast  the  door,  and, 
muttering  some  unintelligible  words,  unlocked  the  box.  It  con- 
tained  two  singularly-shaped  glass  vessels,  the  one  filled  with  a 
bright  sparkling  liquid,  and  the  other  with  a  greenish-coloured 
unguent.  Pouring  f orth  a  f ew  drops  of  the  liquid  into  a  glass 
near  her,  Mistress  Nutter  swallowed  them,  and  tiben  taking  some 
of  the  unguent  upon  her  hands,  proceeded  to  anoint  her  face  and 
neck  with  it,  exclaiming  as  she  did  so,  "  Emen  hetan !  Emen 
hetan!" — words  that  fixed  themselves  upon  the  listener's 
memory. 
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Wondering  wliat  would  f  ollow,  Dorothy  gazed  on,  when  she 
suddenlj  lost  sight  o£  Mistress  Nutter,  and  af ter  loolang  for  her 
as  far  as  her  ränge  of  vision,  limited  bj  the  aperture,  wonld 
extend,  she  became  convinced  that  she  had  left  the  room.  AU 
remaining  quiet,  she  yentured,  after  awhile,  to  qnit  her  hiding- 
place,  and  flying  to  Alizon,  tried  to  waken  her,  but  in  Tain. 
The  poor  girl  retained  the  same  moyeless  attitude,  and  appeared 
plunged  in  a  deathly  Stupor. 

Much  frightened,  Dorothy  resolved  to  alarm  the  house, 
but  some  fears  of  Mistress  Nutter  restrained  her,  and  she  crept 
towards  the  closet  to  see  whether  that  dread  lady  could  be  there. 
All  was  perfectly  still ;  and  somewhat  emboldened,  she  retumed 
to  the  table,  where  the  box,  which  was  left  open  and  its  content» 
unguarded,  attracted  her  attention. 

What  was  the  liquid  in  the  phial  ?  What  could  it  do  ?  These 
were  questions  she  asked  herseif,  and  longing  to  try  the  efEect, 
^he  ventured  at  last  to  pour  f  orth  a  f  ew  drops  and  taste  it.  It 
was  like  a  potent  distiUation,  and  she  became  instantly  sensible 
of  a  stränge  bewildering  excitement.  Presently  her  brain  reeled^ 
and  she  k.ughed  wildly.  Never  before  had  she  feit  so  light 
and  buoyant,  and  wings  seemed  scarcely  wanting  to  enable  her 
to  fly.  An  idea  occurred  to  her.  The  wondrous  liquid  might 
arouse  Alizon.  The  experiment  should  be  tried  at  once,  and, 
dipping  her  finger  in  the  phiaJ,  she  touched  the  lips  of  the 
sleeper,  who  sighed  deeply  and  opened  her  eyes.  Another  drop, 
and  Alizon  was  on  her  feet^  gazing  at  her  in  astonishment,  and 
laughing  wildly  as  herseif. 

Poor  girls !  how  wild  and  stränge  ihey  looked — and  how  un- 
like  themselyes ! 

Whither  are  you  going  ?"  cried  Alizon. 
To  the  moon !  to  the  stars  ! — anywhere  !'*  rejoined  Dorothy, 
with  a  laugh  of  frantic  glee.  - 

"I  will  go  with  you,"  cried  Alizon,  echoing  the  laugh. 

"Here  and  there! — ^here  and  there!"  exclaimed  Dorothy, 
taking  her  band.     *^  Emen  hetan  !  Emen  hetan !" 

As  the  mystic  words  were  uttered  they  started  away.  It 
seemed  as  if  no  impediments  could  stop  them;  how  they 
crossed  the  closet,  passedthrough  asliding  panel  into  the  abbot's 
room,  entered  the  oratory,  and  from  it  descended,  by  a  secret 
staircase,  to  the  garden,  they  knew  not — ^but  there  they  were, 
gliding  swiftly  along  in  the  moonlight,  like  winged  spirits. 
What  took  them  towards  the  conventual  church  they  could  not 
say.    But  they  were  drawn  thither  as  the  ship  was  irresistibly 
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dragged  towards  the  loadstone  rock  described  in  the  Eastem 
legend.  Nothing  surprised  them  then,  or  they  might  have  been 
Struck  bj  the  dense  vapour,  enveloping  the  monastic  ruins,  and 
shrouding  them  from  view ;  nor  was  it  nntil  they  entered  the 
desecrated  fabric,  that  any  consciousness  of  what  was  passing 
aronnd  retumed  to  them. 

Their  ears  were  then  assailed  by  a  wild  hubbub  of  discordant 
Sounds,  hootings  and  croakings  as  of  owls  and  ravens,  shrieks 
and  jarring  cries  as  of  night-birds,  bellowing  as  of  cattle, 
groans  and  dismal  sounds,  mixed  with  unearthly  laughter. 
Ündefined  and  extraordinary  shapes,  whether  men  or  women, 
beings  of  this  world  or  of  another  they  could  not  teil,  though 
they  judged  them  the  latter,  flew  past  with  wild  whoops  and 
Piercing  cries,  flapping  the  air  as  if  with  great  leathern  bat- 
uke  wings,  or  bestridmg  black,  monstrous,  misshapen  steeds, 
Fantastical  and  grotesque  were  these  objects,  yet  hideous  and  ap- 
paling.  Now  and  then  a  red  and  liery  star  would  whiz  crackling 
through  the  air,  and  then  exploding  break  into  numerous  pale 
phosphoric  lights,  that  danced  awhile  overhead,  and  then  flitted 
away  among  the  ruins.  The  ground  seemed  to  heave  and  tremble 
beneath  the  footsteps,  as  if  the  graves  were  opening  to  give  f orth 
their  dead,  while  toads  and  hissing  reptiles  crept  forth. 

Appalled,  yet  partly  restored  to  herseif  by  this  confused  and 
horrible  din,  Alizon  stood  still  and  kept  fast  hold  of  Dorothy, 
who  seemingly  under  a  stronger  influence  than  herseif,  was 
drawn  towards  the  eastern  end  of  the  fane,  where  a  fire  ap- 
peared  to  be  blazing,  a  strong  ruddy  glare  being  cast  upon  the 
broken  roof  of  the  choir,  and  the  mouldering  arches  around  it. 
The  noises  around  them  suddenly  ceased,  and  all  the  uproar 
seemed  concentrated  near  the  spot  where  the  fire  was  buming. 
Dorothy  besought  her  friend  so  earnestly  to  let  her  see  what 
was  going  f  orward,  that  Alizon  reluctantly  and  tremblingly  as- 
sented,  and  they  moved  slowly  towards  the  transept,  taking  care 
to  keep  under  the  shelter  of  the  columns. 

On  reaching  the  last  pillar,  behind  which  they  remained,  an 
extraordinary  and  fearful  spectacle  burst  upon  them.  As  they 
had  supposed,  a  large  fire  was  burning  in  the  midst  of  the  choir, 
the  smoke  of  which,  ascending  in  eddying  wreaths,  formed  a 
dark  canopy  overhead,  where  it  was  mixed  with  th<3  steam  issuing 
from  a  large  black  bubbling  caldron  set  on  the  blazing  embers. 
Around  the  fire  were  ranged,  in  a  wide  circle,  an  assemblage  of 
men  and  women,  but  chiefly  the  latter,  and  of  these  almost  all 
old,  hideous,  and  of  malignant  aspect,  their  grim  and  sinister 
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featured  looking  ghastlj  in  the  lurid  light.  Above  them,  amid 
the  smoke  and  steam,  wheeled  bat  and  flitter-mouse,  horned  owl 
and  screecli-owl,  in  mazj  circles.  The  weird  assemblage  chat- 
tered  together  in  some  wild  Jargon,  mumbling  and  muttering 
spells  and  incantations,  cbanting  fearfully  with  hoarse,  cracked 
Toices,  a  wild  chorus,  and  anon  breaking  into  a  loud  and  long- 
continued  peal  o£  laugbter.  Then  there  was  more  mumbling, 
chattering,  and  singing,  and  one  of  the  troop  producing  a  wallet, 
hobbled  forward. 

She  was  a  fearful  cid  crone ;  hunchbacked,  toothless,  blear- 
eyed,  bearded,  halt,  with  huge  gouty  feet  swathed  in  flannel.  As 
iuie  cast  in  the  ingredients  one  bj  one,  she  chanted  thus  : 

*^  Head  of  monkey,  brain  of  cat, 
Eye  of  wease],  tail  of  rat, 
Juice  of  mugwort,  mastic,  myrrh — 
All  within  the  pot  I  stir." 


(t 


Well  sung,  Mother  Mould-heels^'*  cried  a  little  old  man, 
whose  doublet  and  hose  were  of  rusty  black,  with  a  short  cloak, 
of  the  same  hue,  over  his  Shoulders.  "  Well  sung,  Mother 
Mould-heels,"  he  cried,  advancing  as  the  old  witch  retired, 
amidst  a  roar  of  laughter  f  rom  the  others,  and  chanting  as  he 
fiUed  the  caldron : 

*^  Here  is  foam  from  a  mad  dog's  lips, 
Gather'd  beneath  the  moon's  eclipse, 
Ashes  of  a  shroud  consumed, 
And  with  deadly  yapour  fumed, 
These  within  the  mess  I  cast — 
Stir  the  caldron — stir  it  fast !" 

A  red-haired  witch  then  took  his  place,  singing : 

"  Here  are  snakes  from  out  the  river, 
Bones  of  toad,  and  sea-calf's  liver ; 
Swine's  flesh  fatten'd  on  her  brood, 
Wolfs  tooth,  hare's  foot,  weasel's  blood. 
Skull  of  ape  and  fierce  baboon, 
And  panther  spotted  like  the  moon ; 
Feathers  of  the  horned  owl, 
Daw,  pie,  and  otiior  fatal  fowl. 
Fruit  from  fig-tree  never  sown, 
Seed  from  cypress  never  grown. 
All  within  the  mess  I  cast, 
Stir  the  caldron — stir  it  fast  I" 

Trance  'Redfeme  then  advanced,  and,  taking  from  her  wallet  a 
Ismail  claj  Image,  tricked  out  in  attire  intended  to  resemble  that 
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of  James  Device,  plunged  several  pins  deeplj  into  its  breast, 
singing  as  she  did  so,  thus : 

^  In  his  likeness  it  is  moulded, 
In  his  vestments  'tis  enf  olded 
Ye  may  know  it,  as  I  show  it  I 
In  its  breast  sharp  pins  I  stick, 
And  I  drive  tliem  to  the  quick. 
They  are  in — they  aro  in — 
And  the  wretch's  pangs  bogin. 
Now  his  heart 
Feels  the  smart ; 
Through  his  marrow, 
Sharp  as  arrow, 
Torments  quiver. 
He  shall  shiver, 
He  shall  bnm, 

He  shall  toss,  and  ho  shall  tarn, 
Unavailingly. 
Aches  shall  rack  him, 
Grunps  attack  him ; 
He  shiedl  waü, 
Strength  shall  f  ail, 
Tül  he  die 
Miserahly  I" 

As  Nance  retired,  another  witch  advanced,  and  stmg  &aff ; 

"  Over  mountain,  over  Valley,  over  woodland,  over  waste, 
On  cur  gallant  broomsticks  riding,  -we  have  come  with  frantic  haste, 
And  the  reason  of  our  Coming,  as  ye  wot  well,  is  to  .see 
Who  this  night,  as  new-made  witch,  to  oor  i:anks  shall  added  be." 

A  wild  burst  of  laughter  f ollowed  this  address,  and  another 
wizard  succeeded,  cbanting  thiis  : 

"Beat  th3  water,  Demdike's  daughterl 

Till  the  tempest  gather  o'er  us  ; 

Till  the  thunder  strike  with  wonder 

And  the  lightnings  flash  before  us  I 
Beat  the  water,  Demdike*s  daughter  I 
Ruin  soizo  our  foes,  and  slaughter!" 

As  the  words  were  uttered,  a  woman  stepped  from  ont  the 
circle,  and  throwing  back  the  grey-hooded  cloak  in  which  she 
was  enveloped,  disclosed  the  features  of  Elizabeth  Device.  Her 
presence  in  that  fearful  assemblage  occasioned  no  surprise  to 
Alizon,  though  it  increased  her  horror.  A  pail  of  water  was  next 
set  before  the  witch,  and  a  broom  being  placed  in  her  hand,  she 
Struck  the  lymph  with  it,  sprinkling  it  aloft,  and  uttering  this 
spell : 
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«<  Monnt,  water,  to  the  skies ! 
Bid  the  sudden  storm  ai*ifte. 
Bid  the  pitchy  clonds  advance, 
Bid  the  forked  lightnings  glanoe^ 
Bid  the  angry  thunder  growl, 
Bid  the  wild  wind  fieroely  howll 
Bid  the  tempest  oome  amain, 
Thundw,  lightning,  wind,  and  raln  I** 

As  she  concluded,  clouds  gatbered  thicHy  overhead,  obscuring 
the  stars  that  had  hitherto  shone  down  from  the  heavens.  The 
wind  suddenly  arose,  but  in  lieu  of  dispersing  the  vapours,  it 
seemed  onlj  to  condense  them.  A  flash  of  forked  lightning  cut 
through  the  air,  and  a  loud  peal  of  thunder  rolled  overhead. 

Tben  the  whole  troop  sang  together  : 

**  Beat  the  water,  Demdike's  danghter! 
See  the  tempest  gathers  o'er  us  ^ 
Lightning  flashes — tfannder  crashes, 
Wild  winde  sing  in  lotity  Oharas  I'* 

Por  a  brief  space  the  storm  raged  fearfuUy,  and  recalled  the 
terror  of  that  previonslj  witnessed  by  Alizon,  which  she  now 
began  to  think  might  have  originated  in  a  similax  manner.  The 
wind  raved  around  the  ruined  pile,  but  its  breath  was  not  feit 
within  it,  and  the  rain  was  heard  descending  in  deluging  showers 
without,  thougii  no  drop  came  through  the  open  roof.  The 
thunder  shook  the  walls  and  pillars  of  the  old  fabric,  and 
threatened  to  topple  them  down  from  their  foundations,  but 
they  resisted  the  shocks.  The  lightning  played  around  the  tall 
Spiro  springing  from  this  part  of  the  &ne,  and  ran  down  from 
its  ishattered  summit  to  its  base,  without  doing  any  damage. 
The  red  bolts  Struck  iihe  ground  innocuously,  though  they  feil 
at  the  very  f  eet  of  the  weird  assemblage,  who  laughed  wildly  at 
the  awful  tumult. 

Whilst  the  storm  was  at  its  worst,  while  the  lightning  was 
flashing  fiercely,  and  the  thimder  rättHng  loudly,  Mother  Chat- 
tox,  with  a  chafing-dish  in  her  band,  advanced  towards  the  fire, 
and  placing  the  pan  upon  it,  threw  certain  herbs  and  roots  into 
it,  chanting  thus : 

'•*  Here  is  jnice  of  pöppy  Ibmised, 
With  black  hellebore  infnsed ; 
Here  is  mandrake's  bleeding  root, 
Mixed  with  moonshade's  deadly  fmit; 
Viper's  bag,  with  venom  fill*d 
Taken  ere  the  beast  was  kill^d ; 
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Adder  8  skin,  and  raven's  foather, 
With  Shell  of  beetle  blent  together ; 
Dragonwort  and  barbatus, 
Hemlock  black  and  poisonons ; 
Hörn  üf  hart,  and  slorax  red, 
Lapwmg'8  blood,  at  midnight  shed 
In  the  heatdd  pan  they  bum, 
And  to  pungent  yapours  tum, 
Bj  this  strong  suffumigation, 
By  this  potent  invocation, 
Spmts  I  I  compel  you  here  I 
All  who  list  my  call  appear  I** 

After  a  moment's  pause,  she  resumed  as  follows : 

"  White-robed  brethren,  Tvho  of  old, 
Nightly  paced  yon  cloisters  colJ,- 
Sleeping  now  beneath  the  mould, 

I  bid  ye  rise. 

•*  Abbots !  by  tho  weakling  f  ear'd,  ' 

By  the  credulous  revered, 
Who  this  mighty  fabric  rear'd  I 

I  bid  ye  rise ! 

"  And  thou  last  and  guilty  one ! 
By  thy  lust  of  power  undone, 
"Whöm  in  death  thy  f ellows  shun  I 

I  bid  theo  come  I 

And  thon,  fair  one,  -who  disdain'd 
To  keep  the  tows  thy  lips  had  feign'd ; 
And  thy  snowy  garments  stain'd  I 

I  bid  thee  come  ! 

During  tliis  invocation,  the  glee  of  the  assemblage  ceased,  and 
they  looked  aronnd  in  hushed  expectation  of  the  result.  Slowly 
then  did  a  long  procession  of  monkish  forms,  robed  in  white, 
glide  along  the  aisles,  and  gather  round  the  altar.  The  brass- 
covered  stones  within  the  presbytery  were  lifted  up,  as  if  they 
moved  on  hinges,  and  from  the  yawning  graves  beneath  them 
arose  solemn  shapes,  sixteen  in  number,  each  with  mitre  on  head 
and  crosier  in  band,  which  likewise  proceeded  to  the  altar. 
Then  a  loud  cry  was  heard,  and  from  a  side  chapel  burst  the 
monkish  form,  in  mouldering  garments,  which  Dorothy  had  seen 
enter  the  oratory,  and  which  would  have  mingled  with  its 
brethren  at  the  altar,  but  they  waved  it  off  menacingly.  Another 
Piercing  shriek  foUowed,  and  a  female  shape,  habited  like  a  nun, 
and  of  surpassing  loveliness,  issued  from  the  opposite  chapel, 
and  hovered  near  the  fire.  Content  with  this  proof  of  her  power, 
Mother  Chattox  waved  her  band,  and  the  long  shadowy  train 
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glided  off  as  they  came.  The  ghostlj  abbots  returned  to  their 
tombs,  and  the  stones  closed  over  them.  Bui  the  shades  of 
Paslew  and  Isole  de  Heton  still  lingered. 

The  storm  had  well-nigh  ceased,  the  thnnder  rolled  hoUowIy 
at  intervals,  and  a  flash  of  lightning  now  and  then  licked  the 
walls.  The  weird  crew  had  resumed  their  rites,  when  the  door 
of  the  Lacj  Chapel  flew  open,  and  a  tall  female  figure  came 
forward. 

Alizon  doubted  if  she  beheld  aright.  Could  that  terrific 
woman  in  the  strangely-fashioned  robe  of  white,  girt  by  a  brazen 
Zone  graven  with  mystic  characters,  with  a  long  glittering  blade 
in  her  hand,  infernal  f ury  in  her  wildly-rolling  orbs,  the  livid 
hue  of  death  on  her  cheeks,  and  the  red  brand  upon  her  brow — 
could  that  fearful  woman,  with  the  black,  dishevelled  tresses 
floating  over  her  bare  Shoulders,  and  whose  gestures  were  so 
imperious,  be  Mistress  Nutter  ?  Mother  no  longer,  if  it  indeed 
were  she !  How  came  she  there  amid  that  weird  assemblage  ? 
Why  did  they  so  humbly  salute  her,  and  fall  prostrate  before 
her,  kissing  the  hem  of  her  garment  ?  Why  did  she  stand 
proudly  in  the  midst  of  them,  and  extend  her  hand,  armed  with 
the  knife,  over  them  ?  Was  she  their  sovereign  mistress,  that 
they  bent  so  lowly  at  her  coming,  and  rose  so  reverentially  at 
her  bidding  ?  Was  this  terrible  woman,  now  seated  on  a  dilapi- 
dated  tomb,  and  regarding  the  dark  conclave  with  the  eye  of  a 
queen  who  held  their  lives  in  her  hands — ^was  she  her  mother  ? 
Oh,  no  ! — no ! — it  could  not  be !  It  must  be  some  fiend  that 
usurped  her  likeness. 

StiU,  though  Alizon  thus  strove  to  discredit  the  evidence  of 
her  senses,  and  to  hold  all  she  saw  to  be  delusion,  and  the  work 
of  darkness,  she  could  not  entirely  convince  herseif,  but  imper- 
fectly  recaUing  the  fearful  vision  she  had  witnessed  during  her 
former  Stupor,  began  to  connect  it  with  the  scene  now  passing 
before  her.  The  storm  had  wholly  ceased,  and  the  stars  again 
twinkled  down  through  the  shattered  roof .  Deep  silence  pre- 
vailed,  broken  only  by  the  hissing  and  bubbling  of  the  cal- 
dron. 

Alizon' s  gaze  was  riveted  upon  her  mother,  whose  slightest 
gestures  she  watched.  After  numbering  the  assemblage  thrice, 
Mistress  Nutter  majestically  arose,  and  motioning  Mother 
Chattox  towards  her,  the  old  witch  tremblingly  advanced,  and 
some  words  passed  between  them,  the  import  of  which  did  not 
reach  the  listener*s  ear.  In  conclusion,  however,  Mistress  Nutter 
exclaimed  aloud,  in  accents  of  command — "  Oo,  bring  it  at  once, 
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the  sacrifice  must  be  made." — ^And  on  this,  Mother  Chattox 
hobbled  off  to  one  of  the  side  chapels. 

A  iiiortal  terror  seized  Alizon,  and  sbe  could  scarcely  draw 
brcath.  Dark  tales  had  been  told  her  that  unbaptized  infants 
were  soinetimes  sacrificed  by  witches,  and  their  flesh  boiled  and 
devoured  at  their  impions  banquets;  and  dreading  lest  some  such 
atrocity  was  now  about  to  be  practised,  she  mustered  all  her 
resolution,  determined,  at  any  risk,  to  interfere,  and,  if  possible, 
provent  its  accomplishment. 

In  another  moment,  Mother  Chattox  returned,  bearing  some- 
thing  living,  wrapped  in  a  white  cloth,  which  struggled  feebly 
for  liberation,  apparently  confirming  Alizon's  suspicions,  and 
she  was  about  to  rush  forward,  when  Mistress  Nutter,  snatching 
the  btindle  from  the  old  witch,  opened  it,  and  disclosed  a  beau- 
tif ul  bird,  with  plumage  white  as  driven  snow,  whose  legs  were 
tied  together,  so  that  it  could  not  escape.  Conjecturing  what 
was  to  foUow,  Alizon  averted  her  eyes,  and  when  she  looked 
round  again,  the  bird  had  been  slain,  while  Mother  Chattox  was 
in  the  act  of  throwing  its  body  into  the  caldron,  muttering  a 
charm  as  she  did  so.  Mistress  Nutter  held  the  ensanguined 
knife  aloft,  and  casting  some  ruddy  drops  upon  the  glowing 
embers,  pronounced,  as  they  hissed  and  smoked,  the  following 
adjuration : 

"  Thy  aid  I  seek,  infernal  Power  ! 
Be  thy  word  sent  to  Malkin  Tower, 
That  the  beldame  old  may  know 
Where  I  will,  thou'dst  have  her  go — 
What  I  will,  thou'dst  have  her  do !'» 

An  immediate  response  was  made  by  an  awful  voice  issuing 
apparently  from  the  beweis  of  the  earth. 

"  Thou  who  seek'st  the  Demon's  aid, 
Know'st  the  price  that  must  be  paid.** 

The  queen  witch  rejoined : 

**  I  do.    But  grant  the  aid  I  crave, 
And  that  thou  wishest  thou  shalt  havo. 
Another  worshipper  is  won, 
Thine  to  be  when  all  iß  done." 

Agaln  the  deep  voice  spake,  with  something  of  mockery  in  its 
accents :  ^ 

"Enough,  proud  witch,  I  am  content, 
To  Malkin  Tower  the  word  is  sent, 
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Forth  to  her  task  the  beldame  goes, 
And  where  ehe  pointä  the  streamlet  flowB ; 
Its  customary  bed  forsaking, 
Another  distant  Channel  making. 
Round  about  like  elfets  tripping, 
Stock  and  stone,  and  tree  are  skipping ; 
Halting  where  she  plants  her  staff, 
With  a  wild  exulting  langh. 

Ho !  ho  I  'tis  a  merry  sight, 

Thou  hast  given  the  hag  to-night. 

*^  Lo  !   the  shoepfold,  and  the  herd, 
To  another  site  are  etirr'd  ! 
And  the  rugged  limcstono  quarry, 
Where  'twas  digg'd  may  no  moro  tarry ; 
While  the  goblin-haunted  dingle, 
With  another  dell  must  mingle. 
Pendle  Moor  is  in  commotion, 
Like  the  billows  of  the  ocean, 
When  the  winde  are  o*er  it  ranging, 
Heaving,  falling,  bursting,  changing. 

Ho !  ho !  'tis  a  merry  sight, 

Thou  hast  giyen  the  hag  to-night. 

«Lo !  the  moss-pool  sudden  flies, 
In  another  spot  to  rise ; 
And  the  scanty-grown  plantation 
Finds  another  Situation, 
And  a  more  congenial  seil, 
Without  needing  woodman's  toil. 
Now  the  warren  moTes — and  see  I 
How  the  burrowing  rabbits  flee, 
Hither,  thither  tili  they  find  it, 
With  another  brake  behind  it. 

Ho  I  ho  !  'tis  a  merry  sight, 

Thou  hast  given  the  hag  to-night 

**  Lo  !  new  lines  the  witch  is  tracing. 
Every  well-known  mark  effacing, 
Elsewhere,  other  bounds  erecting, 
So  the  old  there's  no  detecting. 

Ho !  ho !  'tis  a  pastime  quite, 

Thou  hast  given  the  hag  to-night. 

**  Tho  bind  at  evo,  who  wander'd  o'er 
The  dreary  waste  of  Pendle  Moor, 
Shall  wf.ke  at  dawn,  and  in  surprise, 
Doubt  the  stränge  sight  that  meets  his  eyes 
The  pathway  leading  to  his  hut 
Winds  differently — the  gate  is  shut. 
The  ruin  on  the  right  that  stood, 
Lies  on  the  lef t,  and  nigh  the  wood ; 
The  paddock  fenced  with  wall  of  stone, 
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Well  Btock'd  with  kine,  a  xnile  hath  flown, 
The  sheepfold  and  the  herd  aro  gone. 
Through  Channels  new  the  brooklet  nishes, 
Its  ancient  course  conceard  by  bushes. 
Where  the  hoUow  was,  a  mound 
Rises  fi-om  the  upheived  ground. 
Doubting,  shouting  with  surprise, 
How  the  fool  Stares,  and  rubs  his  eyes ! 
Airs  so  changed,  the  sunplo  elf 
Fancies  he  is  changed  himself  I 
Ho !  ho !  'tis  a  morry  sight 
The  hag  shall  have  when  dawns  the  light, 
But  Boe  I  sho  halts  and  waves  her  haud. 
All  is  done  as  thou  hast  plann'd.'' 

After  a  moment's  pause,  the  voice  added, 

**  I  haTO  done  as  thou  hast  will'd — 
Now  be  thy  path  straight  fulfill'd." 

"It  shall  be,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter,  whose  features  gleamed 
with  fierce  exuLtation.  "  Bring  f orth  the  proselyte !"  she  shouted. 

And  at  the  words,  her  swarthy  serving-man,  Blackadder,  came 
f orth  from  the  Lacy  Chapel,  leading  Jennet  by  the  band.  They 
were  foUowed  by  Tib,  who,  dilated  to  twice  his  former  size, 
walked  with  tail  erect,  and  eyes  glowing  like  carbuncles. 

At  sight  of  her  daughter,  a  loud  cry  of  rage  and  astonishment 
burst  from  Elizabeth  Device,  and,  rushing  forward,  she  would 
have  seized  her,  if  Tib  had  not  kept  her  ofE  by  a  formidable 
display  of  teeth  and  talons.  Jennet  made  no  effort  to  join  her 
mother,  but  regarded  her  with  a  malicious  and  triumphant  grin. 

"This  is  my  chilt!"  screamed  Elizabeth.  "She  canna  be 
bapteesed  without  my  consent,  an*  ey  refuse  it.  Ey  dunna  want 
her  to  be  a  witch — at  least  not  yet  awhile.  What  may  yo  here, 
yo  little  plague  ?" 

"  Ey  wur  brought  here,  mother,"  replied  Jennet,  with  afEected 
simplicity. 

"  Then  get  whoam  at  once,  and  stop  there,"  rejoined  Eliza- 
beth, furiously. 

"  Nay,  eyst  nah  go  just  yet,"  replied  Jennet.  "  Ey'd  fain  be 
a  witch  as  weel  as  yo." 

"  Ho !  ho !  ho !"  laughed  the  voice  from  below. 

"  Nah,  nah — ey  forbid  it !"  shrieked  Elizabeth ;  "  ye  shanna 
be  bapteesed.  Whoy  ha'  he  brought  her  here,  madam  ?"  she 
added  to  Mistress  Nutter.  "  Yo  ha'  stolen  her  fro'  me.  Boh 
ey  Protest  agen  it." 
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"Your  consent  is  not  required,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter, 
waving  her  off.  "  Tour  daughter  is  anxious  to  become  a  witchr 
That  is  enough." 

"  She  is  not  owd  enough  to  act  for  herseif,"  said  Elizabeth. 

"  Age  matters  not,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter. 

"  "WTiat  mun  ey  do  to  become  a  witch  "  asked  Jennet. 

"  Tou  must  renounce  all  hopes  of  heaven,"  replied  Mistress 
Nutter,  "  and  devote  yourself  to  Satan.  Tou  will  then  be 
baptized  in  his  name,  and  become  one  of  his  worshippers.  Tou 
will  have  power  to  afflict  all  persons  with  bodily  ailments — to 
destroy  cattle— blight  com— bum  dwellings— and,  if  you  be  so 
minded,  kill  those  you  hate,  or  who  molest  you.  Do  you  desire 
to  do  aU  this  ?" 

"  Eigh,  that  ey  do,'*  replied  Jennet.  "  Ey  ha'  more  pleasure 
in  evil  than  in  good,  an'  wad  rather  see  f olk  weep  than  laugh ; 
an'  if  ey  Kad  the  power,  ey  wad  so  punish  them  os  jeer  at  me, 
that  they  should  rue  it  to  their  deein'  day. 

"  All  this  you  shall  do,  and  more,"  rejoined  Mistress  Nutter, 
"  Tou  renounce  all  hopes  of  salvation,  then,  and  devote  yourself, 
soul  and  body,  to  the  Powers  of  Darkness." 

Elizabeth,  who  was  still  kept  at  bay  by  Tib,  shaking  her  arms, 
and  gnashing  her  teeth,  in  impotent  rage,  now  groaned  aloud  j 
but  ere  Jennet  could  answer,  a  piercing  cry  was  heard,  which 
thrilled  through  Mistress  Nutter's  bosom,  and  Alizon,  rushing 
from  her  place  of  concealment,  passed  through  the  weird  circle, 
and  stood  beside  the  group  in  the  midst  of  it. 

"  Forbear,  Jennet  1"  she  cried  ;  "  forbear !  Pronounce  not 
those  impious  words,  or  you  are  lost  for  ever.  Come  with  me, 
and  I  will  save  you." 

"  Sister  Alizon !"  cried  Jennet,  staring  at  her  in  surprise, 
"  what  makes  you  here  ?" 

"  Do  not  ask — ^but  come,"  cried  Alizon,  trying  to  take  her 
hand. 

"  Oh !  what  is  this  ?"  cried  Mistress  Nutter,  now  partly  re- 
covered  from  the  consternation  and  astonishment  into  which 
she  had  been  thrown  by  Alizon' s  unexpected  appearance.  "  Why 
are  you  here  ?  How  have  you  broken  the  chains  of  slumber  in 
which  I  bound  you  ?  Fly — fly — at  once,  this  girl  is  past  your 
help.  Tou  cannot  save  her.  She  is  already  devoted.  Fly.  I 
am  powerless  to  protect  you  here." 

"  Ho !  ho  !  ho !"  laughed  the  voice. 

"Do  you  not  hear  that  laughter?"  cried  Mistress  Nutter» 
with  a  haggard  look.     "  Oto !" 
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"  Never,  without  Jennet,"  replied  Alizon,  firmly. 

"  My  child — ^my  child — on  my  knees  I  implore  you  to  depart,** 
cried  Mistress  Nutter,  throwing  herself  before  her — "  You 
know  not  your  danger — oh,  fly — fLj !" 

But  Alizon  continned  inflexible. 

"  To  are  caught  i*  your  own  snare,  madam,"  cried  Elizabeth 
Device,  with  a  taunting  laugh.  "  Sin  Jennet  mun  be  a  witch, 
Alizon  con  be  bapteesed  os  welL  Your  consent  is  not  required 
• — and  age  matters  not — ^ha !  ha !" 

"Curses  upon  thy  malice,"  cried  Mistress  Nutter,  rising. 
"  What  can  be  done  in  this  extremity  P' 

"  Nothing,"  replied  the  voice.  "  Jennet  is  mine  already.  If 
not  brought  hither  by  thee,  or  by  her  mother,  she  would  have 
come  of  her  own  accord.  I  have  watched  her,  and  marked  her 
for  my  own.  Besides,  she  is  fated.  The  curse  of  Paslew  clings 
toher." 

As  the  words  were  uttered,  the  shade  of  the  abbot  glided  for- 
wards,  and,  touching  the  shuddering  child  upon  the  brow  with 
its  finger,  vanished  with  a  lamentable  cry. 

**  'Kn.eel,  Jennet,"  cried  Alizon  ;  **  kneel,  and  pray !" 

**  To  me,"  rejoined  the  voice ;  "  she  can  bend  to  no  other 
power.  Alice  Nutter,  thou  hast  sought  to  deceive  me,  but  in 
vain.  I  bade  thee  bring  thy  daughter  here,  and  in  place  of  her 
thou  ofEerest  me  the  chUd  of  another,  who  is  mine  already.  I 
am  not  to  be  thus  trifled  with.  Thou  knowest  my  will. 
Sprinkle  water  over  her  head,  and  devote  her  to  me." 

Alizon  would  fain  have  thrown  herself  on  her  knees,  but  ex- 
tremity of  horror,  or  some  overmastering  influence,  held  her 
fast ;  and  she  remained  with  her  gaze  fixed  upon  ker  mother, 
who  seemed  tom  by  conflicting  emotions. 

"  Is  there  no  way  to  avoid  this  ?"  cried  Mistress  Nutter. 

"  No  way  but  one,"  replied  the  voice.  "Ihave  been  offered 
a  new  devotee,  and  I  claim  fulfilment  of  the  promise.  Thy 
daughter  or  another,  it  matters  not — but  not  Jennet.** 

"  I  embrace  the  alternative,"  cried  Mistress  Nutter. 

**  It  must  be  done  upon  the  instant,**  said  the  voice. 

"  It  shall  be,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter.  And,  stretching  her 
arm  in  the  direction  of  the  mansion,  she  called  in  a  loud  im- 
perious  voice,  *♦  Dorothy  Assheton,  come  hither  !** 

A  minute  elapsed,  but  no  one  appeared ;  and,  with  a  look  of 
disappointment,  Mistress  Nutter  repeated  the  gesture  and  the 
words. 

Still  no  one  came. 
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"  Baffled !"  ßhe  exclaimed.     "  Wkat  can  it  mean  ?" 

"  There  is  a  maiden  within  the  south  transept,  who  is  not  one 
of  my  servants,"  cried  the  voice.     "  Call  her." 

"  *Tis  she !"  cried  Mistress  Nutter,  stretching  her  arm  to- 
wards  the  transept.  "  This  time  I  am  answered,"  she  added,  as 
with  a  wild  laugh  Dorothy  obeyed  the  simimons. 

"  I  have  anointed  myself  with  the  imguent,  and  drank  of  the 
potion,  ha  !  ha !  ha !"  cried  Dorothy  with  a  wild  ge&ture,  and 
wilder  laughter. 

^*  Ha !  this  accounts  for  her  presence  here,"  muttered  Mistress 
Nutter.  "  But  it  could  not  be  better.  She  is  in  no  mood  to 
offer  resistance.     Dorothy,  thou  shalt  be  a  witch." 

"  A  witch !"  exclaimed  the  bewildered  maiden.  "  Is  Aliz  jn  a 
witch  ?" 

"  We  are  aU  witches  here,'*  replied  Mistress  Nutter. 

Alizon  had  no  power  to  contradict  her. 

"  A  merry  Company  !*'  exclaimed  Dorothy,  laughing  loudly. 

"  Yöu  will  say  so  anon,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter,  waving  her 
hand  over  her,  and  muttering  a  spell ;  "  but  you  see  them  not 
in  their  true  forms,  Dorothy.  Look  again — what  do  you  behold 
now  ?" 

"In  place  of  a  troop  of  old  wrinkled  crones  in  wretched 
habiliments,"  replied  Dorothy,  "  I  behold  a  band  of  lovely 
nymphs  in  light  gauzy  attire,  wreathed  with  flowers,  and  hold- 
ing  myrtle  and  olive  branches  in  their  hands.  See,  they  rise, 
and  prepare  for  the  dance.  Strains  of  ravishing  music  salute 
the  ear.  I  never  heard  sounds  so  sweet  and  stirring.  The  roimd 
is  formed.  The  dance  begins.  How  gracefuUy — how  lightly 
they  move — ^ha !  ha !" 

Alizon  could  not  check  her — could  not  undeceive  her — ^for 
power  of  Speech  as  of  movement  was  denied  her ;  but  she  compre- 
hended  the  stränge  delusion  under  which  the  poor  girl  laboured. 
The  figures  Dorothy  described  as  young  and  lovely,  were  still  to 
her  the  same  loathsome  and  abhorrent  witches  ;  the  ravishing 
music  jarred  discordantly  on  her  ear,  as  if  produced  by  a  shrill 
cornemuse ;  and  the  lightsome  dance  was  a  fantastic  round, 
perf ormed  with  shouts  and  laughter  by  the  whole  unhallowed 
crew. 

Jennet  laughed  immoderately,  and  seemed  delighted  by  1;he 
antics  of  the  troop. 

"  Ey  never  wished  to  dance  efore,"  she  cried,  "  boh  ey  should 
like  to  try  now." 

"  Join  them,  then,"  said  Mistress  Nutter. 
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And  to  the  little  girrs  infinite  deHght,  a  place  was  made  for 
her  in  the  round,  and  taking  liands  with  Mother  Mould-lieels 
and  the  red-haired  witch,  she  footed  it  as  merrily  as  the  rest. 

**  Who  is  she  in  the  nunlike  habit  ?"  inqnired  Dorothy,  point- 
ing  to  the  shade  of  Isole  de  Heton,  which  still  hovered  near 
the  weird  assemblage.  ^'  She  seems  more  beautifiil  than  all  the 
others.    "Will  she  not  dance  with  me  ?" 

"  Ileed  her  not,"  said  Mistress  Nutter. 

Dorothy,  however,  would  not  be  gainsaid,  but,  spite  of  the 
caution,  beckoned  the  figure  towards  her.  It  came  at  once,  and 
in  another  instant  its  arms  were  enlaced  around  her.  The  same 
frenzy  that  had  seized  Nicholas  now  took  possession  of  Dorothy, 
and  her  dance  with  Isole  might  haye  come  to  a  similar  conclusion, 
if  it  had  not  been  abruptly  checked  by  Mistress  Nutter,  who, 
waving  her  hand,  and  pronouncing  a  spell,  the  figure  instantly 
quitted  Dorothy,  and,  with  a  wild  shriek,  fled. 

"  How  like  you  these  diversions  ?"  said  Mistress  Nutter,  to 
the  panting  and  almost  breathless  maiden. 

"  MarveUously,"  replied  Dorothy ;  "  but  why  have  you  scared 
my  partner  away  ?" 

"Because  she  would  have  done  you  a  mischief,"  rejoined 
Mistress  Nutter.  "  But  now  let  me  put  a  question  to  you.  Are 
you  willing  to  renounce  your  baptism,  and  enter  into  a  covenant 
with  the  Prince  of  Darkness  ?" 

Dorothy  did  not  seem  in  the  least  to  comprehend  what  was 
said  to  her ;  but  she  nevertheless  replied,  "  I  am." 

"Bring  water  and  salt,"  said  Mistress  Nutter  to  Mother 
Chattox. 

"  By  these  drops  I  baptize  you,"  she  added,  dipping  her  fingere 
in  the  liquid,  and  preparing  to  sprinkle  it  over  the  brow  of  the 
proselyte." 

Then  it  was  that  Alizon,  by  an  almost  superhuman  effort, 
burst  the  spell  that  bound  her,  and  clasped  Dorothy  in  her 
arms. 

"  You  know  not  what  you  do,  dear  Dorothy,"  she  cried.  "  I 
answer  for  you.  You  will  not  yield  to  the  snares  and  tempta- 
tions  of  Satan,  however  subtly  devised.  You  defy  him  and  all 
his  works.  You  will  make  no  covenant  with  him.  Though 
Burrounded  by  his  bond-slaves,  you  fear  him  not.  Is  it  not  so  ? 
Speak !" 

But  Dorothy  could  only  answer  with  an  insane  laugh — "  I  will 
be  a  witch." 

"  It  is  too  lato,"  interposed  Mistress  Niitter.     "  You  cannot 
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Bare  her.  And,  remeinber !  she  Stands  in  your  place.  Or  you 
or  she  must  be  devoted." 

"  I  will  never  desert  her,"  cried  Alizon,  twining  her  arms 
round  her  "  Dorothy — dear  Dorothy — address  yoiu'sclf  to 
Heaven," 

An  angry  growl  of  thunder  was  heard. 

"  Beware !"  cried  Mistress  Nutter. 

"  I  am  not  to  be  discouraged,"  rejoined  Alizon,  firmly.  "  You 
cannot  gain  a  yictory  oyer  a  soul  in  this  condition,  and  I  shall 
effect  her  deliverance.     Heaven  will  aid  us,  Dorothy." 

A  louder  roll  of  thunder  was  heard,  f ollowed  by  a  f orked  flash 
of  lightning. 

"  Provoke  not  the  vengeance  ot  the  Prince  of  Darkness,"  said 
Mistress  Nutter. 

"  I  have  no  fear,"  repHed  Alizon.  "  Cling  to  me,  Dorothy.  No 
härm  shall  befall  you." 

"  Be  speedy !"  cried  the  voice. 

"  Let  her  go,"  cried  Mistress  Nutter  to  Alizon,  "  or  you  will 
me  this  disobedience.  Why  should  you  interfere  with  my  pro- 
jects,  and  bring  ruin  on  yourself  ?  I  would  save  you.  What, 
still  obstinate  ?  Nay,  then,  I  will  no  longer  show  f orbearance. 
Help  me,  sisters.  Force  the  new  witch  from  her.  But  beware 
how  you  härm  my  child." 

At  these  words  the  troop  gathered  round  the  two  girls.  But 
Alizon  only  clasped  her  hands  more  tightly  round  Dorothy; 
while  the  latter,  on  whose  brain  the  maddening  potion  still 
worked,  laughed  frantically  at  thom.  It  was  at  this  moment  that 
Elizabeth  Device,  who  had  conceived  a  project  of  revenge,  put 
it  into  execution.  While  near  Dorothy,  she  stamped,  spat  on 
the  ground,  and  then  cast  a  little  mould  over  her,  breathing  in 
her  ear,  "  Thou  art  bewitched — bewitched  by  Alizon  Device." 

Dorothy  instantly  struggled  to  free  herseÖ  from  Alizon. 

"Oh!  do  not  you  strive  against  me,  dear  Dorothy,"  cried 
Alizon.     "  Romain  with  me,  or  you  are  lost." 

"  Hence  !  ofE !  set  me  free !"  shrieked  Dorothy ;  "  you  have 
bewitched  me.     I  hcard  it  this  moment." 

"  Do  not  believe  the  false  Suggestion,"  cried  Alizon. 

"  It  is  true,"  exclaimed  all  the  other  witches  together.  "  Alizon 
has  bewitched  you,  and  will  kill  you.  Shake  her  ofE — shake  her 
ofE !" 

"  Away !"  cried  Dorothy,  mustering  all  her  forc^.     "  Away !" 

But  Alizon  was  still  too  strong  for  her,  and,  in  spite  of  her 
efforts  at  liberation,  detained  her. 
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"  My  patience  is  well-nigli  exhausted,"  exclaimed  the  voice. 

"  AHzon!'*  cried  Mistress  Nutter,  imploringly. 

And  again  the  witclies  gathered  furiously  round  tlie  two 
girls. 

'*  Kneel,  Dorothy,  Imeel !"  wliispered  Alizon.  And  forcing  her 
down,  she  feil  on  her  knees  beside  her,  exclahning,  with  uplifted 
hands,  "  Gracious  Heaven !  deliver  us." 

As  the  words  were  uttered,  a  fearful  cry  was  heard,  and  the 
weird  troop  fled  away  screaming,  like  ill-omened  birds.  The 
caldron  sank  into  the  ground ;  the  dense  mist  arose  like  a 
curtain :  and  the  moon  and  st>ars  shone  brightly  down  upon  the 
ruined  pile. 

Alizon  prayed  long  and  fervently,  with  clasped  hands  and 
closed  eyes,  for  deliverance  from  evil.  When  she  looked  round 
again,  all  was  so  ealm,  so  beautiful,  so  holy  in  its  rest,  that  she 
could  scarcely  believe  in  the  recent  fearful  occurrences.  Her 
hair  and  garments  were  damp  with  the  dews  of  night ;  and  at 
her  feet  lay  Dorothy,  insensible. 

She  tried  to  raise  her — to  revive  her,  but  in  vain ;  when  at 
this  moment  footsteps  were  heard  approaching,  and  the  next 
moment  Mistress  Nutter,  accompanied  by  Adam  Whitworth  and 
some  other  serving-men,  entered  the  choir  . 

"I  see  them — they  are  here!"  cried  the  lady,  rushing  for- 
ward. 

"Heaven  be  praised  you  have  found  them,  madam!"  ex- 
claimed the  old  Steward,  Coming  quickly  after  her. 

"Oh!  what  an  alarm  you  have  given  me,  Alizon!"  said 
Mistress  Nutter.  "  What  could  induce  you  to  go  forth  secretly 
at  night  in  this  way  with  Dorothy  ?  I  dreamed  you  were  here, 
and  missing  vou  when  I  awoke,  roused  the  house  and  came  in 
search  of  you.  What  is  the  matter  with  Dorothy?  She  has 
been  frightened,  I  suppose.  I  will  give  her  to  breathe  at  this 
phial.     It  will  revive  her.     See,  she  opens  her  eyes." 

Dorothy  looked  round  wildly  f ör  a  moment,  and  then  pointing 
her  finger  at  Alizon,  said  : 

"  She  has  bewitched  me." 

"  Poor  thing!  she  rambles,"  observed  Mistress  Nutter  to  Adam 
Whitworth,  who,  with  the  other  serving-men,  stared  aghast  at 
the  accusation ;  "  she  has  been  scared  out  of  her  senses  by  some 
fearful  sight.  Let  her  be  conveyed  quickly  to  my  Chamber,  and 
I  will  see  her  cared  for." 

The  Orders  were  obeyed.  Dorothy  was  raised  gently  by  the 
serving-men,  but  she  still  kept  pointing  to  Alizon,  and  re- 
peatedly  exclaimed : 


TH£  LANOASHIBE  WITCHES.  235 

"  She  has  bewitched  me !" 

The  serving-men  sliook  their  heads,  and  looked  significantlj 
at  each  otlier,  wliile  Mistress  Nutter  lingered  to  speak  to  hei 
daughter. 

"You  look  greatlj  disturbed,  Alizon,  as  if  jou  had  been 
visited  hj  a  nightmare  in  your  sleep,  and  were  still  linder  its 
influence." 

Alizon  made  no  reply. 

"A  few  hours'  tranquil  sleep  will  restore  you,"  pursued 
Mistress  Nutter,  "  and  you  will  forget  your  fears.  You  must 
not  indulge  in  these  noctumal  rambles  again,  or  they  may  be 
attended  with  dangerous  consequences.  I  may  not  have  a 
second  waming  dream.     Come  to  the  house." 

And,  as  Alizon  followed  her  along  the  garden  path,  she  could 
not  help  asking  herseif,  though  with  little  hope  in  the  question, 
if  all  she  had  witnessed  was  indeed  nothing  more  than  a  troubled 
dream. 


ENP  OF  THE  FISST  BOOK. 
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PENDLE   FOEEST. 


I. 

F  It  I  N  T. 

A  LOVBLY  morning  succeeded  tlie  stränge  and  terrible  night. 
Brightly  shone  the  sun  upon  the  fair  Calder,  as  it  winded  along 
the  green  meads  above  the  bridge,  as  it  rushed  rejoicingly  over 
the  weir,  and  pursued  its  rapid  course  throngh  the  broad  piain 
below  the  Abbey.  A  few  white  vapours  hung  upon  the  snmmit 
of  Whalley  Nab,  but  the  warm  rays  tinging  them  with  gold, 
and  tipping  with  fire  the  tree-tops  that  pierced  through  them, 
angured  their  speedy  dispersion.  So  beautiful,  so  tranquil, 
looked  the  old  monastic  fane,  that  none  would  have  deemed  its 
midnight  rest  had  been  broken  by  the  impious  rites  of  a  foul 
troop.  The  choir,  where  the  unearthly  scream  and  the  demon 
laughter  had  resoimded,  was  now  vocal  with  the  melodies  of  the 
blackbird,  the  thnish,  and  other  songsters  of  the  grove.  Beils 
of  dew  glittered  upon  the  bushes  rooted  in  the  waUs,  and  upon 
the  ivy-grown  pillars ;  and  gemming  the  countless  spider*s  webs 
stretched  from  bough  to  bough,  showed  they  were  all  unbroken. 
No  traces  were  visible  on  the  sod  where  the  unhallowed  crew 
had  danced  their  round ;  nor  were  any  ashes  lef t  where  the  fire 
had  bumt  and  the  caldron  had  bubbled.  The  brass-covered 
tombs  of  the  abbots  in  the  presbytery  looked  as  if  a  Century 
had  passed  over  them  without  disturbance  ;  while  the  graves  in 
the  cloister  cemetery,  obliterated,  and  only  to  be  detected  when 
a  broken  coffin  or  a  mouldering  bone  was  tumed  up  by  the  tiller 
of  the  ground,  preserved  their  wonted  appearance.  The  face  of 
uature  hadreceived  neither  impress  nor  inj  ury  from  the  fantastic 
freaks  and  necromantic  exhibitions  of  the  witches.  Everything 
looked  as  it  was  left  ovemight ;  and  the  only  footprints  to  be 
detected  were  those  of  the  two  girls,  and  of  the  party  who  came 
in  quest  of  them,    All  eise  had  passed  by  like  a  vision  or  a 
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dream.  The  rooks  cawed  loudly  in  the  neighbouring  trees,  as  if 
discussing  tlie  question  of  breakfast,  and  the  jackdaws  wheeled 
merrily  round  the  tall  spire,  which  sprang  from  the  eastem  end 
of  the  f  ane. 

Brightly  shone  the  sxin  upon  the  noble  timber  embowering 
the  mansion  of  the  Asshetons  ;  upon  the  ancient  gateway,  in  the 
Upper  Chamber  of  which  Ned  Huddiestone,  the  porter,  and  the 
burly  representative  of  Friar  Tuck,  was  rubbiiig  his  sleepy  eyes, 
preparatory  to  habiting  himself  in  his  ordinary  attire ;  and 
upon  the  wide  court-yard,  across  which  Nicholas  was  Walking  in 
the  direction  of  the  stables.  Notwithstanding  his  excesses 
ovemight,  the  squire  was  astir,  as  he  had  declared  he  should 
be,  before  daybreak ;  and  a  plunge  into  the  Calder  had  cooled 
his  feverish  limbs  and  cured  his  racking  headache,  while  a 
draught  of  ale  set  his  stomach  right.  Still,  in  modern  parlance, 
he  looked  rather  "  seedy,"  and  his  recollection  of  the  events  of 
the  previous  night  was  somewhat  confused.  Aware  he  had 
committed  many  fooleries,  he  did  not  desire  to  investigate 
matters  too  closely,  and  only  hoped  he  should  not  be  reminded 
öf  them  by  Sir  Ealph,  or  worse  stiU,  by  Parson  Dewhurst.  As 
to  his  poor,  dear,  uncomplaining  wife,  he  never  once  troubled 
his  head  about  her,  feeling  quite  sure  she  would  not  upbraid 
him.  On  his  appearance  in  the  court-yard,  the  two  noble  blood- 
hounds  and  several  lesser  dogs  came  forward  to  greet  him, 
and,  attended  by  this  noisy  pack,  he  marched  up  to  a  groom, 
who  was  rubbing  down  his  horse  at  the  stable-door. 

"  Poor  Robin  !"  he  cried  to  the  steed,  who  neighed  at  his  ap- 
proach.  "  Poor  Robin  !"  he  said,  patting  his  neck  affectionately, 
"  there  is  not  thy  match  for  speed  or  endurance,  for  fence  or 
ditch,  for  beck  or  stone  wall,  in  the  country.  Half  an  hour  on 
thy  back  will  make  all  right  with  me ;  but  I  would  rather  take 
thee  to  Bowland  Forest,  and  hunt  the  stag  there,  than  go  and 
perambulate  the  boundaries  of  the  Rough  Lee  estates  with  a 
rascally  attorney.     I  wonder  how  the  fellow  will  be  mounted.** 

"  If  yo  be  speering  about  Mester  Potts,  squoire,"  observed 
the  gi-oom,  "  ey  con  teU  ye.  He*s  to  ha'  little  Flint,  the  Welsh 
pony." 

"  Why,  zounds,  you  don't  say  so,  Peter!'*  exclaimed Nicholas, 
laughing;  "  he'll  never  be  able  to  manage  him.  Flint's  the 
wickedest  and  most  wilful  little  brüte  I  ever  knew.  We  shall 
have  Master  Potts  run  away  with,  or  thrown  into  a  moss-pit. 
Better  give  him  something  quieter." 

"  It's  Sir  Roaph's  orders,"  replied  Peter,  "  an'  ey  darna  dis- 
obey  'em.     Boh  Flint' s  far  steadier  than  when  yo  seed  him  last, 
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squoire.    E^  dar  say  he'll  carry  Mester  Potts  weel  enough,  if 
he  dusna  mislest  him." 

"  Toa  think  nothing  of  the  sort,  Peter,"  said  Nicholas.  "  You 
expect  to  see  the  Httle  gentleman  flj  over  the  pony's  head,  and 
perhaps  break  his  own  at  starting.  But  if  Sir  !E£alph  has  ordered 
it,  he  must  abide  by  the  consequences.  I  sha'n't  interfere  further 
How  goes  on  the  yoting  colt  you  were  breaking  in  ?  You  should 
take  care  to  show  him  the  saddle  in  the  manger,  let  him  smell 
it,  and  jingle  the  stirrups  in  his  ears,  before  you  put  it  on  his 
back.  Better  ground  for  his  first  lessons  could  not  be  desired 
than  the  field  below  the  grange,  near  the  Calder.  Sir  Ealph 
was  saying  yesterday,  that  the  roan  mare  had  pricked  her  foot. 
You  must  wash  the  sore  well  with  white  wine  and  salt,  rub  it 
with  the  ointment  the  farriers  call  »gyptiacum,  and  then  put 
upon  it  a  hot  plaster  compounded  of  flax  hards,  turpentine,  oil 
and  wax,  bathing  the  top  of  the  hoof  with  hole  armeniac  and 
vinegar.  This  is  the  best  and  quiekest  remedy.  And  recollect 
Peter,  that  for  a  new  strain,  vinegar,  hole  armeniac,  whites  of 
eggs,  and  bean-flour,  make  the  best  salve.  How  goes  on  Sir 
Ralph's  black  charger,  Dragon?  A  brave  horse  that,  Peter, 
and  the  only  one  in  your  master's  whole  stud  to  compare  with 
my  Eobin !  But  Diugon,  though  of  high  courage  and  great 
swiftness,  has  not  the  strength  and  endurance  of  Eobin — neither 
can  he  leap  so  well.  Why,  Eobin  would  almost  clear  the  Calder, 
Peter,  and  makes  nothing  of  Smithies  Brook,  near  Downham, 
and  you  know  how  wide  that  stream  is.  I  once  tried  him  at  the 
Eibble,  at  a  narrow  point,  and  if  horse  could  have  done  it,  he 
would — ^but  it  was  too  much  to  expect." 

"  A  great  deal,  ey  should  say,  squoire,"  replied  the  groom, 
opening  his  eyes  to  their  widest  extent.  "Whoy,  th'  Eibble, 
where  yo  speak  on,  mun  be  twenty  yards  across,  if  it  be  an 
inch ;  and  no  nag  os  ever  wur  bred  could  clear  that,  onless  a 
witch  wur  on  his  back." 

"  Don't  allude  to  witches,  Peter,"  said  Nicholas.  "  IVe  had 
enough  of  them.  But  to  come  back  to  our  steeds.  Colour  is 
matter  of  taste,  and  a  man  must  please  his  own  eye  with  bay  or 
grey,  chestnut,  sorrel,  or  black  ;  but  dun  is  my  fancy.  A  good 
horse,  Peter,  should  be  clean-limbed,  short-jointed,  strong- 
hoofed,  out-ribbed,  broad-chested,  deep-necked,  loose-throttled, 
thin-crested,  lean-headed,  full-eyed,  with  wide  nostrils.  A 
horse  with  half  these  points  would  not  be  wrong,  and  Eobin 
has  them  all." 

"  So  he  has,  sure  enough,  squoire,"  replied  Peter,  regarding 
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the  animal  with  an  approving  eye,  as  Nicholas  enmnerated  liis 
merits.  "Boh,  if  ey  might  choose  betwixt  Lim  an'  yunk 
Mester  Eucliot  Assheton's  grey  gelding,  Merlin,  ey  knoes  which 
ey'd  tak." 

"  Eobin,  of  course,'*  said  Nicliolas 

"Nah,  squoire,  it  shonld  be  t*otlier,'*  replied  the  groom. 

"  You're  no  judge  of  ahorse,  Peter,"  rejoined  Nicholas,  shrug- 
grng  bis  Shoulders. 

"  May  be  not,"  said  the  groom  ;  "boh  ey*m  bound  to  speak 
truth.  Ah  see !  Tum  Lomax  is  bringin'  out  Merlin.  We  con 
put  th'  two  liags  soide  by  soide,  if  yo  choose." 

"  They  shall  be  put  side  by  side  in  the  field,  Peter — that's  the 
way  to  test  their  respective  merits,"  returned  Nicholas ;  "  and 
they  won't  remain  long  together,  TU  Warrant  you.  I  ofEered  to 
make  a  match  for  twenty  pieces  with  Master  Richard,  but  he 
declined  the  offer.  Harkee,  Peter,  break  an  egg  in  Eobin's 
mouth  before  you  put  on  bis  bridle.  It  strengthens  the  wind, 
and  adds  to  a  horse's  power  of  endurance.  You  understand  ?" 
•  "  Parfitly,  squoire,"  replied  the  groom.  "  By  th'  mess !  that's 
a  secret  worth  knoain'.     Onny  more  Orders  ?" 

"  No,"  replied  Nicholas."  "  We  shall  set  out  in  an  hour — or 
it  may  be  sooner." 

"  Aw  shan  be  ready,"  said  Peter.  And  he  added  to  himself, 
as  Nicholas  moved  away,  "  Ey'st  tak  care  Tum  Lomax  gies  an 
egg  to  Merlin,  and  that'll  may  aw  fair,  if  they  chance  to  try  their 
osses'  mettle." 

As  Nicholas  returned  to  the  house,  he  perceived  to  his  dismay 
Sir  Ealph  and  Parson  Dewhurst  standing  upon  the  steps ;  and 
convinced  from  their  grave  looks,  that  they  were  prepared  to 
lecture  him,  he  endeavoured  to  nerve  himself  for  the  infliction. 

"  Two  to  one  are  awkward  odds,"  said  the  squire  to  himself, 
"  especially  when  they  have  the  'vantage  ground.  But  I  must 
face  them,  and  make  the  best  fight  circumstances  will  allow.  I 
shall  never  be  able  to  explain  that  mad  dance  with  Isole  de 
Heton.  No  one  but  Dick  will  believe  me,  and  the  chances  ßore  he 
will  not  Support  my  story.  But  I  must  put  on  an  air  of  peni- 
tence,  and  sooth  to  say,  in  my  present  state,  it  is  not  very  difficult 
to  assume." 

Thus  pondering,  with  slow  step,  affectedly  humble  demeanour, 
and  surprisingly-lengthened  visage,  he  approached  the  pair  who 
were  waiting  for  him,  and  regarding  him  with  severe  looks. 

Thinking  it  the  best  plan  to  open  the^  fire  himself,  Nicholas 
salut^d  them,  and  said : 
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"  Give  you  good  day,  Sir  Ealpli,  and  you,  too,  worthy  Master 
Dewhurst.  I  scarcely  expected  to  see  you  so  early  astir,  good 
sirs  ;  but  the  inorning  is  too  beautiful  to  allow  us  to  be  sluggards. 
For  my  own  part,  I  have  been  awake  for  hours,  and  have  passed 
the  time  wholly  in  self-reproaches  for  my  folly  and  sinfulness 
last  night,  as  well  as  in  forming  resolutions  for  self-amendment, 
and  bettcr  governance  in  future." 

"  I  hope  you  will  adhere  to  those  resolutions,  then,  Nicholas," 
rejoined  Sir  Ealph,  stemly ;  "  for  change  of  conduct  is  absolutely 
necessary,  if  you  would  maintain  your  character  as  a  gentleman. 
I  can  make  allowance  for  high  animal  spirits,  and  can  excuse 
sonie  license,  though  I  do  not  approve  of  it ;  but  I  will  not  permit 
decorum  to  be  outraged  in  my  house,  and  suffer  so  iU  an  example 
to  be  set  to  my  tenantry." 

"  Fortunately,  I  was  not  present  at  the  exhibition,*'  said  Dew- 
hurst ;  "  but  I  am  told  you  conducted  yourself  like  one  possessed, 
and  committed  such  freaks  as  are  rarely,  if  ever,  acted  by  a 
rational  being." 

"  I  can  off  er  no  defence,  worthy  sir,  and  you,  my  respected 
relative,"  retumed  Nicholas,  with  a  contrite  air ;  "  neither  can 
you  reprove  me  more  strongly  than  I  deserve,  nor  than  I  upbraid 
myselr.  I  allowod  myself  to  be  overcome  by  wine,  and  in  that 
condition  was  undoubtedly  guilty  of  follies  I  must  ever  regret." 

*  A mengst  others,  I  belicve  you  stood  upon  your  head,*'  re- 
marked  Dewhurst. 

"  I  am  i:ot  aware  of  the  circumstance,  reverend  sir,"  replied 
Nicholas,  with  difficulty  repressing  a  smile ;  "  but  as  I  certainly 
lost  my  hcad,  I  may  have  stood  upon  it  unconsciously.  But  I 
do  recollcct  enough  to  make  me  heartily  ashamed  of  myself,  and 
determine  to  avoid  all  such  excesses  in  future." 

"  In  that  caso,  sir,"  rejoined  Dewhurst,  "  the  occurrences  of  last 
night,  though  suf&ciently  discreditable  to  you,  wiU  not  be  with- 
out  profit ;  for  I  have  observed  to  my  infinite  regret  that  you 
are  apt  to  indulge  in  immoderate  potations,  and  when  under 
their  influcnce  to  lose  due  command  of  yourself,  and  commit 
follies  which  your  sober  reason  must  condemn.  At  such  times 
I  scarcely  recognise  you.  You  speak  with  unbecoming  levity, 
and  Oven  allow  oaths  to  escape  your  lips." 

"  It  is  too  true,  reverend  sir,"  said  Nicholas ;  "  but,  zounds  !— 
a  plague  upon  my  tongue — it  is  an  unruly  member.  Forgivo 
mo,  good  sir,  but  my  brain  is  a  little  confused.** 

"  I  do  not  wonder,  from  tho  grievous  assaults  made  upon  it 
last  night,  Nicholas,"  observed  Sir  Ealph.     "  Perhaps  you  ai*:? 
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not  aware  that  your  crowning  act  was  whisking  wildly  round  the 
room  by  yourself,  like  a  frantic  dervish." 

"  I  was  dancing  with  Isole  de  Heton/'  said  Nicholas. 

"  With  whom  ?**  inquired  Dewhurst,  in  surprise. 

"  With  a  wicked  votaress,  who  has  been  dead  nearly  a  couple 
of  centuries/*  interposed  Sir  Balph ;  "  and  who,  by  her  sinful  hfe, 
inerited  the  punishment  she  is  said  to  have  incnrred.  This  de- 
lusion  shows  how  dreadfully  intoxicated  you  were,  Nicholas« 
For  the  time  you  had  quite  lost  your  reason." 

"  I  am  sober  enough  now,  at  all  events,'*  rejoined  Nicholag ; 
"  and  I  am  convinced  that  Isole  did  dance  with  me,  nor  will  any 
arguments  reason  me  out  of  that  belief." 

''  I  am  sorry  to  hear  you  say  so,  Nicholas,"  retumed  Sir 
Ealph.  "  That  you  were  under  the  impression  at  the  time  I  can 
easily  understand ;  but  that  you  should  persist  in  such  a  senseless 
and  wicked  notion  is  more  than  I  can  comprehend." 

"  I  saw  her  with  my  own  eyes  as  plainly  as  I  see  you,  Sir 
Balph,"  xeplied  Nicholas,  warmly;  "that  I  declare  upon  my 
honour  and  conscience,  and  I  also  feit  the  pressure  of  her  arms. 
Whether  it  may  not  have  been  the  Fiend  in  her  likeness  I  will 
not  take  upon  me  to  declare — and,  indeed,  I  have  some  mis- 
givings  on  the  subject;  but  that  a  beautiful  creature,  exactly 
resembling  the  votaress,  danced  with  me,  I  will  ever  maintain." 

"  If  so,  she  was  invisible  to  others,  for  I  beheld  her  not,"  said 
Sir  Ealph ;  "  and,  though  I  cannot  yield  credence  to  your  ex- 
planation,  yet,  granting  it  to  be  correct,  I  do  not  see  how  it 
mends  your  case." 

"  On  the  contrai'y,  it  only  proves  that  Master  Nicholas  yielded 
to  the  snares  of  Satan,"  said  Dewhurst,  shaking  his  head.  "  I 
woidd  recommend  you  long  fasting  and  frequent  prayer,  my 
good  sir,  and  I  shall  prepare  a  lecture  for  your  special  edifica- 
tion,  which  I  will  propound  to  you  on  your  retum  to  Downham, 
and,  if  it  fails  in  efEeet,  I  will  persevere  with  other  godly  dis- 
courses." 

"  With  your  aid,  I  trust  to  be  set  free,  reverend  sir,"  retumed 
Nicholas ;  "  but  as  I  have  already  passed  two  or  three  hours  in 
prayer,  I  hope  they  may  stand  me  in  lieu  of  any  present  fasting, 
and  induce  you  to  omit  the  article  of  penance,  or  postpone  it  to . 
Bome  future  occasion,  when  I  may  be  better  able  to  perform  it ; 
for  I  am  just  now  particularly  hungry,  and  am  always  better 
able  to  resist  temptation  with  a  füll  stomach  than  an  empty  one. 
As  I  find  it  displeasing  to  Sir  Ealph,  I  will  not  insist  upon  my 
visionary  partner  in  the  dance,  at  least  until  I  am  better  able  to 
substantiate  the  f  act ;  and  I  shall  listen  to  yo>rc  l<^^\!V3C£fö^^^<stS^ 
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SIT,  with  great  delight,  and,  I  doubt  not,  withequalbenefit;  but, 
in  the  meantime,  as  carnal  wants  must  be  supplied,  and  mnndane 
matters  attended  to,  I  propose,  with  our  excellent  bost's  per- 
mission,  that  we  proceed  to  breakfast." 

Sir  EaJph  made  no  answer,  but  ascended  the  steps,  and  was 
followed  by  Dewburst,  heaving  a  deep  sigh,  and  turning  up 
the  whites  of  his  eyes,  and  by  Nicholas,  who  feit  his  bosom  eased 
o£  half  its  load,  and  secretly  congratulated  himself  upon  getting 
out  of  the  scrape  so  easily. 

In  the  hall  they  found  Eichard  Assheton,  habited  in  a  riding- 
dress,  booted,  spurred,  and  in  all  respects  prepared  for  the  ex- 
pedition.  There  were  such  evident  traces  of  anxiety  and  suffer- 
ing  about  him,  that  Sir  ßalph  questioned  him  as  to  the  cause, 
and  Eichard  replied  that  he  had  passed  a  most  restless  night. 
He  did  not  add,  that  he  had  been  made  acquainted  by  Adam 
Whitworth  with  the  midnight  visit  of  the  two  girls  to  the  con- 
ventual  church,  because  he  was  well  aware  Sir  Ealph  would  be 
greatly  displeased  by  the  circumstance,  and  because  Mistress 
Nutter  had  expressed  a  wish  that  it  should  be  kept  secret.  Sir 
Ealph,  however,  saw  there  was  more  upon  his  young  relative' s 
mind  than  he  chose  to  confess,  but  he  did  not  urge  any  further 
ddmission  into  his  confidence. 

Meantime,  the  party  had  been  increased  by  the  arrival  of 
Master  Potts,  who  was  likewise  equipped  for  the  ride.  The 
hour  was  too  early,  it  might  be,  for  him,  or  he  had  not  rested 
well,  like  Eichard,  or  had  been  troubled  with  bad  dreams,  but 
certainly  he  did  not  look  very  well,  or  in  very  good  humour. 
He  had  slept  at  the  Abbey,  having  been  accommodated  with  a 
bed  after  the  sudden  seizure  which  he  attributed  to  the  in- 
strumentality  of  Mistress  Nutter.  The  little  attorney  bowed 
obsequiously  to  Sir  Ealph,  who  returned  his  salutation  very 
stiffly,  nor  was  he  much  better  received  by  the  rest  of  the 
Company. 

At  a  sign  from  Sir  Ralph,  his  guests  then  knelt  down,  and  a 
prayer  was  uttered  by  the  divine — or  rather  a  discourse,  for  it 
partook  more  of  the  latter  character  than  the  former.  In  the 
course  of  it,  he  took  occasion  to  paint  in  strong  colours  the 
terrible  consequences  of  intemperance,  and  Nicholas  was  obliged 
to  endure  a  well-merited  lecture  of  half  an  hour's  duration. 
But  even  Parson  Dewhurst  could  not  hold  out  for  ever,  and,  to 
the  relief  of  all  his  hearers,  he  at  length  brought  this  discourse 
to  a  close. 

Breakfast  at  this  period  was  a  much  more  substantial  alEair 
than  a  modern  meming  repast,  and  differed  little  from  dinner 
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or  supper,  except  in  respect  to  quantity.  On  the  present  occa- 
sion,  there  were  carbonadoes  of  fish  and  fowl,  a  cold  chine,  a 
huge  pasty,  a  capon,  neats*  tongues,  sausages,  botargos,  and 
other  matters  as  provocative  of  thirst  as  sufficing  to  the  appetite. 
Nicholas  set  to  work  bravely.  Broiled  trout,  steaks,  and  a  huge 
slice  of  venison  pasty  disappeared  quickly  before  him,  and  he 
was  not  quite  so  sparing  of  the  ale  as  seemed  consistent  with 
his  previously  expressed  resolutions  of  temperance.  In  vain 
Parson  Dewhurst  fiUed  a  goblet  with  water,  and  looked  signi- 
ficantly  at  him.  He  would  not  take  the  hint,  and  tumed  a  deaf 
ear  to  the  admonitory  cough  of  Sir  Ealph.  He  had  little  help 
from  the  others,  for  Eichard  ate  sparingly,  and  Master  Potts 
made  a  very  poor  figure  beside  him.  At  length,  having  cleared 
his  plate,  emptied  his  cup,  and  wiped  his  ups,  the  squire  arose 
and  Said  he  must  bid  adieu  to  his  wife,  and  should  then  be  ready 
to  attend  them. 

While  ho  quitted  the  hall  for  this  purpose,  Mistress  Nutter 
entered  it.  She  looked  paler  than  ever,  and  her  eyes  seemed 
larger,  darker,  and  brighter.  Nicholas  shuddered  slightly  as 
she  approached,  and  even  Potts  feit  a  thrill  of  apprehension  pass 
through  his  frame.  He  scarcely,  indeed,  ventured  a  look  at  her, 
for  he  dreaded  her  mysterious  power,  and  feared  she  coidd 
fathom  the  designs  he  secretly  entertained  against  her.  But 
she  took  no  notice  whatever  of  him.  Acknowledging  Sir  Ralph's 
salutation,  she  motioned  Eichard  to  foUow  her  to  the  further 
end  of  the  room. 

"  Your  sister  is  very  ill,  Eichard,"  she  said,  as  the  young  man 
attended  her,  "feverish,  andalmostlight-hcEided.  Adam  Whit- 
worth  has  told  you,  I  know,  that  she  was  imprudent  enough,  in 
Company  with  Alizon,  to  visit  the  ruins  of  the  conventual  church 
late  last  night,  and  she  there  sustained  some  fright,  which  has 
produced  a  great  shock  upon  her  System.  When  found,  she  was 
fainting,  and  though  I  have  taken  every  care  of  her,  she  still 
continues  much  excited,  and  rambles  strangely.  You  will  be 
surprised  as  well  as  grieved  when  I  teil  you,  that  she  charges 
Alizon  with  having  bewitched  her.'* 

"How,  madaml"  cried  Eichard.  "Alizon  bewitch  her!  It 
is  impossible." 

"  You  are  right,  Eichard,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter ;  "  the 
thing  is  impossible ;  but  the  accusation  will  find  easy  credence 
among  the  superstitious  household  here,  and  may  be  highly 
prejudicial,  if  not  fatal  to  poor  Alizon.  It  is  most  rgilucky  she 
should  have  gone  out  in  this  way,  for  the  circumstanc«  cannot 
]^  explained,  and  in  itself  serves  to  throw  ßuspicion  upon  hex'* 
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**  I  must  see  Dorotby  before  I  go,'*  said  Eichard ;  **  perhaps  I 
may  be  able  to  soothe  her,'* 

"  It  was  for  that  end  I  came  hither,'*  replied  MistressITutter; 
"but  I  thought  it  well  you  should  be  prcpared.  Now  come 
with  me." 

lipon  this  they  left  the  hall  together,  and  proceeded  to  the 
abbot's  Chamber,  where  Dorothy  was  lodged.  Richard  was 
greatly  shocked  at  the  sight  of  his  sister,  so  utterly  changed  was 
she  from  the  blithe  being  of  yesterday — then  so  füll  of  health 
and  happiness.  Her  cheeks  bumt  with  fever,  her  eyes  were 
unnaturally  bright,  and  her  fair  hair  hung  about  her  face  in 
disorder.     She  kept  fast  hold  of  Alizon.  who  stood  beside  her. 

"  Ah,  Richard !"  she  cried  on  seeing  him,  "  I  am  glad  you 
are  come.  You  will  persuade  this  girl  to  restore  me  to  reason — 
to  free  me  from  the  terrors  that  beset  me.  She  can  do  so  if 
shewiU." 

"  Calm  yourself,  dear  sister,"  said  Richard,  gently  endeavour- 
ing  to  free  Alizon  from  her  grasp. 

"  No,  do  not  take  her  from  me,"  said  Dorothy,  wildly ;  "  I  am 
better  when  she  is  near  me — ^much  better.  My  brow  does  not 
throb  so  violently,  and  my  limbs  are  not  twisted  so  painfuUy. 
Do  you  know  what  ails  me,  Richard  ?" 

"  You  have  caught  cold  from  wandering  out  indiscreetly  last 
night,"  said  Richard. 

"  I  am  bewitched !"  rejoined  Dorothy,  in  tones  that  pierced 
her  brother*s  brain — '*  bewitched  by  Alizon  Device — by  your 
love — ha!  ha!  She  wishes  to  kill  me,  Richard,  because  she 
thinks  I  am  in  her  way.     But  you  will  not  let  her  do  it." 

"  You  are  mistaken,  dear  Dorothy.  She  means  you  no  härm," 
said  Richard. 

"  Heaven  knows  how  much  I  grieve  for  her,  and  how  fondly 
I  love  her !"  exclaimed  Alizon,  tearfully. 

"  It  is  false !"  cried  Dorothy.  "  She  will  teil  a  different  tale 
when  you  are  gone.  She  is  a  witch,  and  you  shall  never  marry 
her,  Richard — never ! — never !" 

Mistress  Nutter,  who  stood  at  a  little  distance,  anxiously 
observing  what  was  passing,  waved  her  band  several  times 
towards  the  sufferer,  but  without  efPect. 

"  I  have  no  influence  over  her,"  she  muttered.  "  She  is  really 
bewitched.     I  must  find  other  means  to  quieten  her." 

Though  both  greatly  distressed,  Alizon  and  Richard  redoubled 
theii  attentions  to  the  poor  sufferer.  For  a  few  moments  she 
remained  quiet,  but  with  her  eyes  constantly  fixed  on  Alizon, 
and  then  said,  quicklv  and  fiercely,  "  I  have  been  told,  if  you 
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Bcratch  one  wlio  lias  bewitched  you  tili  you  draw  blood,  you  will 
be  cured.     I  will  plunge  my  nails  in  her  flesh." 

"  I  will  not  oppose  you,"  replied  Alizon,  gcntly;  '*tear  my 
flesh,  if  you  will.  You  should  bave  my  life's  blood  if  it  would 
eure  you ;  but  if  tbe  success  of  the  experiment  depends  on  my 
having  bewitched  you,  it  will  assuredly  fail." 

'*  This  is  dreadful,"  interposed  Richard.  "  Lcave  her,  Alizon, 
I  entreat  of  you.     She  will  do  you  an  injury." 

"  I  care*not,"  replied  the  young  maid.  "  I  will  stay  by  her 
tili  she  voluntarily  releases  me." 

The  almost  tigress  fury  with  which  Dorothy  had  seized  lipon 
the  unresisting  girl  here  suddenly  deserted  her,  and,  sobbing 
hysterically,  she  feil  upon  her  neck.  Oh,  with  what  delight 
Alizon  pressed  her  to  her  bosom  ! 

**  Dorothy,  dear  Dorothy  !'*  she  cried. 

"  Alizon,  dear  Alizon !"  responded  Dorothy.  "  Oh !  how 
could  I  suspect  you  of  any  ill  de  sign  against  me  !" 

"  She  is  no  witch,  dear  sister,  be  assured  of  that !"  said 
Richard. 

"  Oh,  no — no — no !  I  am  quite  sure  she  is  not,"  cried  Dorothy, 
kissing  her  afPectionately. 

This  change  had  been  wrought  by  the  low-breathed  spells  of 
Mistress  Nutter. 

"  The  access  is  over,"  she  mentally  ejaculated ;  "  but  I  must 
get  him  away  before  the  fit  returns.  You  had  better  go  now, 
Eichard,"  she  added  aloud,  and  touching  his  arm;  "  I  will 
answer  for  your  sister' s  restoration.  An  opiate  will  produce 
sleep,  and  if  possible,  she  shall  retum  to  Middleton  to-day." 

"  If  I  go,  Alizon  must  go  with  me,"  said  Dorothy. 

"  Well,  well,  I  will  not  thwart  your  desires,"  rejoined  Mistress 
Nutter.     And  she  made  a  sign  to  Eichard  to  depart. 

The  young  man  pressed  his  sister's  hand,  bade  a  tender  fare- 
well  to  Alizon,  and,  infinitely  relieved  by  the  improvement  which 
had  taken  place  in  the  former,  and  which  he  firmly  believed 
would  speedily  lead  to  her  entire  restoration,  descended  to  the 
entrance-hall,  where  he  found  Sir  Ealph  and  Parson  Dewhurst, 
who  told  him  that  Nicholas  and  Potts  were  in  the  court-yard, 
and  impatient  to  set  out.  ' 

Shouts  of  laughter  saluted  the  ears  of  the  trio  as  they  de- 
scended the  Steps.  The  cause  of  the  merriment  was  speedily 
explained  when  they  looked  towards  the  stables,  and  beheld 
Potte  struggling  for  mastery  with  a  stout  Welsh  pony,  who 
showed  every  disposition,  by  plunging,  kicking,  and  rearing,  to 
remove  him  from  his  seat,  though  without  success,  for  the  ^0 
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attomey  was  not  quite  such  a  contemptible  horseman  as  miglit 
be  imagined.  A  wicked-looking  little  fellow  was  Flint,  with  a 
rough,  rusty-black  coat,  a  thick  tail  that  swept  the  groiind,  a 
mane  to  match,  and  an  eye  of  mixed  fire  and  CTinning.  When 
brought  forth,  he  had  allowed  Potts  to  mount  him  quietly 
enough  ;  but  no  sooner  was  the  attomey  conifortably  in  posses- 
sion,  then  he  was  served  with  a  notice  of  ejectment.  Down 
went  Flint's  head  and  up  went  his  heels ;  while  on  the  next 
instant  he  was  rearing  aloft,  with  his  fore  feet  beating  the  air, 
so  nearly  perpendicular,  that  the  chances  seemed  in  favour  of 
his  Coming  down  on  his  back.  Then  he  whirled  suddenly  round, 
shook  himself  violently,  threatened  to  roll  over,  and  performed 
antics  of  the  most  extraordinary  kind,  to  the  dismay  of  his 
rider,  bnt  to  the  infinite  amusement  of  the  spectators,  who  were 
ready.  to  split  their  sides  with  laughter — indeed,  tears  fairly 
streamed  down  the  squire's  cheeks.  However,  when  Sir  Ealph 
appeared,  it  was  thought  desirable  to  put  an  end  to  the  f un ;  and 
Peter,  the  groom,  advanced  to  seize  the  restive  little  animars 
bridle,  but,  eluding  the  grasp,  Flint  started  off  at  füll  gallop, 
and,  accompanied  by  the  two  bloodhounds,  careered  round  the 
court-yard,  as  if  running  in  a  ring.  Vainly  did  poor  Potts  tug 
at  the  bridle.  Flint,  having  the  bit  firmly  between  his  teeth, 
defied  his  utmost  efforts.  Away  he  went,  with  the  hounds  at 
his  heels,  as  if,  said  Nicholas,  "the  devil  were  behind  him." 
Though  annoyed  and  angry,  Sir  Ealph  could  not  help  laughing 
at  the  ridiculous  scene,  and  even  a  smile  crossed  Parson  Dew- 
hurst's  grave  countenance  as  Flint  and  his  rider  scampered 
madly  past  them.  Sir  Ealph  called  to  the  grooms,  and  attempts 
were  instantly  made  to  check  the  furious  pony's  career ;  but  he 
baffled  them  all,  swerving  suddenly  round  when  an  endeavour 
was  made  to  intercept  him,  leaping  over  any  trifling  obstacle, 
and  occasionally  charging  any  one  who  stood  in  his  path.  What 
with  the  grooms  running  hither  and  thither,  vociferating  and 
swearing,  the  barking  and  springing  of  the  hounds,  the  yelping 
of  lesser  dogs,  and  the  screaming  of  poultry,  the  whole  yard  was 
in  a  State  of  uproar  and  confusion.   . 

"  Flint  mun  be  possessed,"  cried  Peter.  "  Ey  never  seed  him 
go  on  i*  this  way  efore.  Ey  noticed  Elizabeth  Device  near  th' 
Stahles  last  neet,  an'  ey  shouldna  wonder  if  hoo  ha'  bewitched 
him." 

"  Neaw  doubt  on't,"  replied  another  groom.  "  Howsomever 
we  mun  contrive  to  ketch  him,  or  Sir  Eoaph  win  send  us  aw 
abowt  our  business." 

"  Ey  wish  yo'd  contrive  to  do  it,  then,  Tum  Lomax,"  replied 
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Peter,  "  fo'  ey'm  fairly  blowd.  Dang  me,  if  ey  ever  seed  sich 
hey-go-mad  wark  i'  my  born  days.  Wliat*s  to  be  done,  squoire  ?" 
he  added  to  Nicholas. 

"  The  devil  only  knows,"  replied  the  latter ;  "  but  it  seems  we 
must  wait  tili  the  little  rascal  chooses  to  stop." 

This  occurred  sooner  than  was  expected.  Thinking,  possibly, 
that  he  had  done  enough  to  induce  Master  Potts  to  give  up  säl 
idea  of  riding  him,  Mint  suddenly  slackened  his  pace,  and  trotted 
as  if  nothing  had  happened,  to  the  stable-door :  but  if  he  had 
formed  any  such  notion  as  the  above,  he  was  deceived,  for  the 
attomey,  who  was  quite  as  obstinate  and  wilful  as  himself,  and 
who  through  all  his  perils  had  managed  to  maintain  his  seat, 
was  resolved  not  to  abandon  it,  and  positively  refused  to  dis- 
mount  when  urged  to  do  so  by  Nicholas  and  the  grooms. 

"  He  will  go  quietly  enough  now,  I  dare  say,"  observed  Potts, 
'*  and  if  not,  and  you  will  lend  me  a  hunting-whip,  I  will  under- 
take  to  eure  him  of  his  tyicks." 

Flint  seemed  to  understand  what  was  said,  for  he  laid  back 
his  ears  as  if  meditating  more  mischief ;  but  being  surrounded 
by  the  grooms,  he  deemed  it  advisable  to  postpone  the  attempt 
to  a  more  convenient  opportunity.  In  compliance  with  Ms 
request,  a  heavy  hunting-whip  was  handed  to  Potts,  and  armed 
with  this  formidable  weapon,  the  little  attomey  quite  longed  for 
an  opportunity  of  effacing  his  disgrace.  Meanwhile,  Sir  Ealph 
had  come  up  and  ordered  a  steady  horse  out  for  him ;  but 
Master  Potts  adhered  to  his  resolution,  and  Flint  remaining 
perfectly  quiet,  the  baronet  let  him  have  his  own  way. 

Soon  after  this,  Nicholas  and  Richard  having  mounted  their 
steeds,  the  party  set  forth.  As  they  were  passing  through  the 
gateway,  which  had  been  thrown  wide  open  by  Ned  Huddiestone, 
they  were  joined  by  Simon  Sparshot,  who  had  been  engaged  by 
Potts  to  attend  him  on  the  expedition  in  his  capacity  of  con- 
stable.  Simon  was  mounted  on  a  mule,  and  brought  word  that 
Master  Eoger  Nowell  begged  they  would  ride  round  by  Read 
Hall,  where  he  would  be  ready  to  accompany  them,  as  he  wished 
to  be  present  at  the  perambulation  of  the  boundaries.  Assent- 
ing  to  the  arrangement,  the  party  set  forth  in  that  direction, 
Richard  and  Nicholas  riding  a  little  in  advance  of  the  others. 
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BEAD  HALL. 

The  road  taken  by  the  partj  on  quitting  Wlialloy  Icd  np  the 
gide  of  a  hill,  wliicli,  broken  into  picturesquo  inequalities,  and 
partially  clotbed  with  trees,  sloped  down  to  tbe  very  brink  of 
the  Calder.  Winding  round  the  broad  green  piain,  heretofore 
described,  with  the  lovely  knoll  in  the  midst  of  it,  and  which 
formed.,  with  the  woody  hüls  encircling  it,  a  perfect  amphi- 
theatre,  the  river  was  ever  an  object  of  beauty — sometimes  lost 
beneath  overhanging  boughs  or  high  banks,  anon  bursting  forth 
where  least  expected,  now  rushing  swiftly  over  its  shaUow  and 
rocky  bed,  now  subsiding  into  a  smooth  füll  current.  The 
Abbey  and  the  village  were  screened  from  view  by  the  lower 
part  of  the  hill  which  the  horsemen  were  scaling ;  bnt  the  old 
bridge  and  a  f ew  cottages  at  the  f oot  of  Whalley  Nab,  with  their* 
thin  blue  smoke  mounting  into  the  pure  morning  air,  gave  life 
and  interest  to  the  picture.  Hence,  from  base  to  summit, 
Whalley  Nab  stood  revealed,  and  the  verdaut  lawns  opening 
out  amidst  the  woods  feathering  its  heights,  were  fully  dis- 
cernible.  Placed  by  Nature  as  the  guardian  of  this  fair  valley, 
the  lofty  eminence  well  became  the  post  assigned  to  it.  None 
of  the  belt  of  hills  connected  with  it  were  so  well  wooded  as 
their  leader,  nor  so  beautiful  in  form  ;  while  some  of  them  were 
overtopped  by  the  bleak  felis  of  Longridge,  rising  at  a  distance 
behind  them. 

Nor  were  those  exquisite  contrasts  wanting,  which  are  only  to 
be  Seen  in  füll  perfection  when  the  day  is  freshest  and  the  dew 
is  still  heavy  on  the  grass.  The  near  side  of  the  hill  was  plunged 
in  deep  shade ;  thin,  gauzy  vapour  hung  on  the  stream  beneath, 
while  on  the  opposite  heights,  and  where  the  great  boulder- 
stones  were  visible  in  the  bed  of  the  river,  all  was  sparkling  with 
sunshine.  So  enchanting  was  the  prospect,  that  though  per- 
fectly  familiär  with  it,  the  two  foremost  horsemen  drew  in  the 
rein  to  contemplate  it.  High  above  them,  on  a  sandbank,  through 
which  their  giant  roots  protruded,  shot  up  two  tall  silver- 
stemmed  beech-trees,  forming  with  their  newly  opened  foliage  a 
canopy  of  tenderest  green.  Further  on  appeared  a  grove  of 
oaks  scarcely  in  leaf ;  and  below  were  several  fine  sycamores, 
already  green  and  umbrageous,  intermingled  with  elms,  ashes, 
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and  horse-ckestnuts,  and  oversliadowing  brakes,  covered  with 
maples,  alders,  and  hazels.  The  other  Spaces  among  the  trees 
were  enlivened  by  patches  of  yellow  flowering  and  odorous  gorse. 
Mixed  with  the  warbUngs  of  innumerable  feathered  songsters 
were  heard  the  cheering  notes  of  th«  euckoo;  and  the  newlj 
arrived  swallows  were  seen  ehasing  the  flies  along  the  piain,  or 
skimming  over  the  surface  of  the  river.  Already  had  Eichard*s 
depression  yielded  to  the  exhilarating  freshness  of  the  morning, 
and  the  same  kindly  influence  produeed  a  more  salutary  effect 
on  Nieholas  than  Parson  Dewhnrst's  lecture  had  been  able  to 
accbmplish.  The  worthy  squire  was  a  true  lover  of  Nature ; 
admiring  her  in  all  her  forms,  whether  arrayed  in  pomp  of  wood 
and  verdure,  as  in  the  lovely  landscape  before  him,  or  dreary 
and  desolate,  as  in  the  heathy  forest  wastes  they  were  about  to 
traverse.  While  breathing  the  fresh  morning  air,  inhaling  the 
fragränce  of  the  wild-flowers,  and  listening  to  the  warbling  of 
the  birds,  he  took  a  well-pleased  survey  of  the  scene,  commenc- 
ing  with  the  bridge,  passing  over  Whalley  Nab  and  the  mouh- 
tainous  circle  conjoined  with  it,  tili  his  gaze  settled  on  Morton 
Hall,  the  noble  mansion  finely  situated  on  a  Shoulder  of  a  hill 
beyond  him,  and  commanding  the  entire  valley. 

"Were  I  not  owner  of  Downham,"  he  observed  to  Eichard, 
"  I  should  wish  to  be  master  of  Morton."  And  then,  pointing 
to  the  green  area  below,  he  added,  "  What  a  capital  spot  for  a 
race  !  There  we  might  try  the  speed  of  onr  nags  for  the  twenty 
pieces  I  talked  of  yesterday ;  and  the  judges  of  the  match  and 
those  who  chose  to  look  on  might  Station  themselves  on  yon 
knoll,  which  seems  made  for  the  express  purpose.  Three  years 
ago  I  remember  a  fair  was  held  upon  that  piain,  and  the  foot- 
races,  the  wrestling-matches,  and  the  various  sports  and  pastimes 
of  the  rustics,  viewed  from  the  knoll,  formed  the  prettiest  sight 
ever  looked  upon.  But  pleasant  as  the  prospect  is,  we  must 
not  tarry  here  all  day." 

Before  setting  forward,  he  cast  a  glance  towards  Pendle  Hill, 
which  formed  the  most  prominent  object  of  view  on  the  left, 
and  lay  like  a  leviathan  basking  in  the  sunshine.  The  vast 
mass  rose  up  gradually,  nntil  at  its  f urther  extremity  it  at- 
tained  an  altitude  of  more  than  1800  feet  above  the  sea.  At  the 
present  moment,  it  was  without  a  cloud,  and  the  whole  of  its 
broad  outline  was  distinctly  visible. 

"  I  love  Pendle  Hill,"  cried  Nicholas,  enthusiastically  ;  "  and 
from  whatever  side  I  view  it — whether  from  this  place,  where  I 
see  it  from  end  to  end,  from  its  lowest  point  to  its  highest ;  from 
Padiham,  where  it  frowns  upon  me  j  from  Clitheroe,  where  it 
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smiles ;  or  from  Downham,  where  it  rises  in  füll  majesty  beföre 
me — from  all  points  and  under  all  aspects,  whether  robcd  in 
mist  or  radiant  with  sunshine,  I  delight  in  it.  Born  beneath  its 
giant  shadow,  I  look  upon  it  witb  filial  regard.  Some  folks  say 
Pendle  Hill  wants  grandeur  and  sublimity,  but  tbey  themselves 
must  be  wanting  in  taste.  Its  broad,  round,  smooth  mass  is 
better  than  the  roughest,  craggiest,  sbaggiest,  most  sharply- 
splintered  mountain  of  them  all.  And  then  what  a  riew  it 
commands  ! — Lancaster  with  its  grey  old  castle  on  one  band ; 
York  with  its  reverend  minster  on  the  other — tbe  Irish  Sea  and 
its  wild  coast — feU,  forest,  moor,  and  vaUer,  watered  by  tbe 
Ribble,  tbe  Hodder,  the  Calder,  and  the  Lime — rivers  not  to  be 
matched  for  beauty.    You  recoUect  the  old  distich  i 

*  Ingleborough,  Pendle  Hill,  and  Pennygent, 
Are  the  highest  hills  between  Scotland  and  Trent. 

This  vouches  for  its  height,  but  there  are  two  other  doggerei 
lines  still  more  to  the  purpose  : 

*  Pendle  Hill,  Pennygent,  and  Ingleborough, 
Are  three  such  hüls  as  you'll  not  find  by  seeking  England  thorougb.' 

With  this  opinion  I  quite  agree.  There  is  no  hill  in  England 
like  Pendle  Hül." 

"Every  man  to  bis  taste,  squire,"  observed  Potts:  "but  to 
my  mind.  Pendle  Hill  has  no  other  recommendation  than  its 
size.  I  think  it  a  great,  brown,  ugly,  lumpy  mass,  without 
beauty  of  form  or  any  striking  character.  I  hate  your  bleak 
Lancashire  hüls,  with  heathy  ranges  on  the  top,  fit  only  for  the 
sustenance  of  a  few  poor  half-starved  sheep  ;  and  as  to  the  view 
from  them,  it  is  Httle  eise  than  a  contmuous  ränge  of  moors  and 
dwarfed  forests.  Highgate  Hill  is  quite  mountain  enough  for  me, 
and  Hampstead  Heath  wild  enough  for  any  civilized  purpose." 

"  A  veritable  son  of  Cockayne  !"  muttered  Nicholas,  contemp- 
tuously. 

Riding  on,  and  entering  the  grove  of  oaks,  he  lost  sight  of  his 
f avourite  hill,  though  glimpses  were  occasionaJly  caught  through 
the  trees  of  the  lovely  valley  below.  Soon  afterwards  the  party 
turned  off  on  theleft,  and  presently  arrived  at  a  gate  which 
admitted  them  to  Read  Park.  Pive  minutes'  canter  over  the 
springy  turf  then  brought  them  to  the  house. 

The  manor  of  Reved  or  Read  came  into  the  possession  of  the 
Nowell  family  in  the  time  of  Edward  the  Third,  and  extended 
on  one  side,  within  a  mile  of  Whalley,  from  which  township  it 
was  divided  by  a  deep  woody  ravine,  taking  its  name  from  the 
little  yillage  of  Sabden,  and  on  the  other  stretched  far  into 
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Pendle  Forest.  The  hall  was  situated  on  an  eminence  foiming 
part  of  the  heights  of  Padiham,  and  faced  a  wide  valley,  watered 
by  the  Calder,  and  consisting  chieflj  of  harren  tracts  of  moor 
and  forest  land,  bounded  by  the  high  hills  near  Accrington  and 
Rossendale.  On  the  left,  some  half-dozen  miles  off,  lay  Bumley, 
and  the  greater  part  of  the  land  in  this  direction,  being  unen? 
closed  and  thinly  peopled,  had  a  dark  dreary  look,  that  served 
to  enhance  the  green  beauty  of  the  weU-cultivated  district  on 
the  right.  Behind  the  mansion,  thick  woods  extended  to  the 
very  confines  of  Pendle  Forest,  of  which,  indeed,  they  originally 
formed  part ;  and  here,  if  the  course  of  the  stream,  ftowing 
throngh  the  gnlley  of  Sabden,  were  followed,  every  variety  of 
brake,  glen,  and  dingle  might  be  found.  Read  Hall  was  a  large 
and  commodious  mansion,  forming,  with  a  centre  and  two 
advancing  wings,  three  sides  of  a  Square,  between  which  was  a 
grass-plot  ornamented  with  a  dial.  The  gardens  were  laid  out 
in  the  taste  of  the  time,  with  trim  alleys  and  parterres,  terraces 
and  Steps,  stone  statues,  and  clipped  yews. 

The  house  was  kept  up  well  and  consistently  by  its  owner, 
who  lived  like  a  country  gentleman  with  a  good  estate,  enter- 
tained  his  friends  hospitably,  but  without  any  parade,  and  was 
never  needlessly  lavish  in  his  expenditure,  unless,  perhaps,  in 
the  instance  of  the  large  ostentatious  pew  erected  by  him  in  the 
parish  church  of  Whalley ;  and  which,  considering  he  had  a 
private  chapel  at  home,  and  maintained  a  domestic  chaplain  to 
do  duty  in  it,  seemed  little  required,  and  drew  upon  him  the 
censure  of  the  neighbouring  gossips,  who  said  there  was  more 
of  pride  than  religion  in  his  pew.  With  the  chapel  at  the  hall 
a  curious  history  was  afterwards  connected.  Converted  into  a 
dining-room  by  a  descendant  of  Roger  Nowell,  the  apartment 
was  incautiously  occupied  by  the  planner  of  the  alterations 
before  the  plaster  was  thoroughly  dried ;  in  consequence  of 
which  he  caught  a  severe  cold,  and  died  in  the  desecrated 
Chamber,  his  fate  being  looked  upon  as  a  judgment. 

With  many  good  qualities,  Roger  NoweU  was  little  liked. 
His  austere  and  sarcastic  manner  repelled  his  equals,  and  his 
harshness  made  him  an  object  of  dislike  and  dread  among  his 
inferiors.  Besides  being  the  terror  of  all  evil-doers,  he  was  a 
hard  man  in  üis  dealings,  though  he  endeavoured  tobe  just, and 
persuaded  h'mself  he  was  so.  A  year  or  two  before,  having  been 
appointed  sheriff  of  the  county,  he  had  discharged  the  im- 
portant  office  with  so  much  zeal  and  ability,  as  well  as  liberality, 
that  he  rose  considerably  in  public  estimation.  It  was  during 
this  period  that  Master  Potts  came  under  his  notice  at  Lan- 
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caster,  and  thelittleattoruey*s  shrewdness  gaiued  him  an  cxccl- 
lent  client  in  the  owner  of  Read.  Roger  Nowell  was  a  widower ; 
but  his  son,  who  resided  with  him,  was  married  and  Lad  a 
familj,  so  that  the  hall  was  fully  occupied. 

Roger  Nowell  was  tumed  sixty,  but  he  was  still  in  the  füll 
vigour  of  mind  and  body,  his  temperate  and  active  habits  keep- 
ing  him  healthy  ;  he  was  of  a  spare  muscular  f  rame,  somewhat 
bent  in  the  Shoulders,  and  had  very  sharp  features,  keen  grey 
eyes,  a  close  mouth,  and  prominent  chin.  His  hair  was  white 
as  silver,  but  his  eyebrows  were  still  black  and  bushy. 

Seeing  the  party  approach,  the  lord  of  the  mansion  came 
forth  to  meet  them,  and  begged  them  to  dismount  for  a  moment 
and  refresh  themselves.  Richard  excused  himself,  but  Nicholas 
sprang  from  his  saddle,  and  Potts,  though  somewhat  more 
slowly,  imitated  his  example.  An  open  door  admitted  them  to 
the  entrance-hall,  where  a  repast  was  spread,  of  which  the  host 
pressed  his  guests  to  partake ;  but  Nicholas  declined  on  the 
score  of  having  just  breakfasted,  notwithstanding  which  he  was 
easily  prevailed  upon  to  take  a  cup  of  ale.  Leaving  him  to 
discuss  it,  Nowell  led  the  attorney  to  a  well-furnished  library, 
where  he  usually  transacted  his  magisterial  business,  and  held 
a  few  minutes'  private  Conference  with  him,  after  which  they 
retumed  to  Nicholas,  and  by  this  time  the  magistrate's  own 
horse  being  brought  round,  the  party  mounted  once  more.  The 
attorney  regretted  abandoning  his  seat ;  for  Flint  indulged  him 
with  another  exhibition  somewhat  similar  to  the  first,  though  of 
less  duration,  for  a  vigorous  application  of  the  hunting-whip 
brought  the  wrong-headed  little  animal  to  reason. 

Elated  by  the  victory  he  had  obtained  over  Flint,  and  antici- 
pating  a  successful  issue  to  the  expedition,  Master  Potts  was  in 
excellent  spirits,  and  f  ound  a  great  deal  to  admire  in  the  domain 
of  his  honoured  and  Singular  good  client.  Though  not  very  genuine, 
his  admiration  was  deservedly  bestowed.  The  portion  of  the  park 
they  were  now  traversing  was  extremely  divers  ified  and  beauti- 
ful,  with  long  sweeping  lawns  studded  with  fine  trees,  among 
which  were  many  ancient  thoms,  now  in  füll  bloom,  and  richly 
ßcenting  the  gale.  Herds  of  deer  were  nipping  the  short  grass, 
browsing  the  lower  spray  of  the  ashes,  or  couching  amid  the 
femy  hollows. 

It  was  now  that  Nicholas,  who  had  been  all  along  anxious  to 
try  the  speed  of  his  horse,  proposed  to  Richard  a  gaUop  towards 
a  clump  of  trees  about  a  mile  off,  and  the  young  man  assenting, 
away  they  started.  Master  Potts  started  too,  for  Flint  did  not 
like  to  be  left  behind,  but  the  mettlesome  pony  was  soon  distanced , 
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For  some  time  tlie  two  horses  kept  so  closely  together  that  it 
was  diilicult  to  say  which  would  arrive  at  tho  goal  first ;  but,  by- 
and-by,  Eobin  got  abcad.  Thougb  at  first  indifferent  to  tne 
issuo  of  the  raee,  tbe  spirit  of  emulation  soon  seized  upon 
Eicliard,  and  spurring  Merlin,  the  noble  animal  sprang  forward, 
and  was  once  again  by  the  side  of  his  Opponent. 

For  a  qüarter  of  a  mile  the  gronnd  had  been  tolerably  level, 
and  the  sod  firm ;  but  they  now  approached  a  swamp,  and,  in 
his  eagemess,  Nicholas  did  not  täte  sufficient  precaution,  and 
got  involved  in  it  before  he  was  aware.  Richard  was  more  for- 
tunate,  having  kept  on  the  right,  where  the  ground  was  hard. 
Seeing  Nicholas  struggling  out  of  the  marshy  soil,  he  would 
have  stayed  for  him ;  but  the  latter  bade  him  go  on,  saying  he 
would  soon  be  up  with  him,  and  he  made  good  his  words. 
Shortly  after  this,  their  course  was  intercepted  by  a  brook,  and 
both  horses  having  cleared  it  excellently,  they  kept  well  together 
again  for  a  short  time,  wHen  they  neared  a  deep  dyke  which  lay 
between  them  and  the  clump  of  trees.  On  descrying  it,  Richard 
pointed  out  a  course  to  the  left,  but  Nicholas  held  on,  unheeding 
the  caution.  Fully  expecting  to  see  him  break  his  neck,  for  the 
dyke  was  of  formidable  width,  Richard  watched  him  with  appre- 
hension,  but  the  squire  gave  him  a  reassuring  nod,  and  went 
on.  Neither  horse  nor  man  faltered,  though  fallure  would  have 
been  certain  destruction  to  both.  The  wide  trench  now  yawned 
before  them — ^they  were  upon  its  edge,  and  without  trusting 
himself  to  measure  it  with  his  eye,  Nicholas  clapped  spurs  into 
Robin*s  sides.  The  brave  ho^se  sprang  forward  and  landed  him 
safely  on  the  opposite  bank.  Hallooing  cheerily,  as  soon  as  he 
could  check  his  courser,  the  squire  wheeled  round,  and  rode 
back  to  look  at  the  dyke  he  had  crossed.  Its  width  was  terrific, 
and  fairly  astounded  him.  Robin  snorted  loudly,  as  if  proud  of 
his  achievement,  and  showed  some  disposition  to  retum,  but  the 
squire  was  quite  content  with  what  he  had  done.  The  exploit 
afterwards  became  a  theme  of  wonder  throughout  the  country, 
and  the  spot  was  long  afterwards  pointed  out  as  "  Squire 
Nicholas's  Leap ;"  but  there  was  not  another  horseman  found 
daring  enough  to  repeat  the  experiment. 

Richard  had  to  make  a  considerable  circuit  to  join  his  cousin, 
and,  while  he  was  going  round,  Nicholas  looked  out  for  the 
others.  In  the  distance,  he  could  see  Roger  Nowell  riding 
leisurely  on,  foUowed  by  Sparshot  and  a  couple  of  grooms,  who 
had  come  with  their  master  f rom  the  hall ;  while  midway,  to 
his  surprise,  he  perceived  Flint  galloping  without  a  rider.  A 
closer  examination  showed  the  squire  what  had  happened.    Like 
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himself ,  Master  Potts  had  incautiously  approached  the  swamp, 
and,  getting  entangled  in  it,  was  thrown,  head  foremost,  into 
the  slough ;  out  of  which  he  was  now  floundering,  covered  from 
head  to  foot  with  inky  coloured  slime.  As  soon  as  they  were 
aware  of  the  accident,  the  two  grooms  pushed  forward,  and  one 
of  them  galloped  after  Flint,  whom  he  succeeded  at  last  in 
catching  ;  while  the  other,  with  difficulty  preserving  his  counte- 
nance  at  the  woful  plight  of  the  attomey,  who  looked  as  black 
as  a  negro,  pointed  out  a  cottage  in  the  hoUow  which  belonged 
to  one  of  the  keepers,  and  offered  to  conduct  him  thither. 
Potts  gladly  assented,  and  soon  gained  the  little  tenement, 
where  he  was  being  washed  and  rubbed  down  by  a  couple  of 
stout  wenches  when  the  rest  of  the  party  came  up.  It  was 
impossible  to  help  laughing  at  him,  but  Potts  took  the  merri- 
ment  in  good  part ;  and,  to  show  he  was  not  disheartened  by  the 
misadventure,  as  soon  as  circumstances  would  permit,  he  mounted 
the  unlucky  pony,  and  the  cavalcade  set  forward  again. 


ni. 


THE   BOGGARt's   GLEN 


The  manor  of  Read,  it  has  been  said,  was  skiited  by  a  deep 
Woody  ravine  of  three  or  four  miles  in  length,  extending  from 
the  little  village  of  Sabden,  in  Pendle  Forest,  to  within  a  short 
distance  of  Whalley ;  and  through  this  guUy  flowed  a  stream 
which,  taking  its  rise  near  Barley,  at  the  foot  of  Pendle  Hill, 
added  its  waters  to  those  of  the  Calder  at  a  place  called  Cook 
Bridge.  In  summer,  or  in  dry  seasons,  this  stream  proceeded 
quietly  enough,  and  left  the  greater  part  of  its  stony  bed  un- 
oecupied ;  but  in  winter,  or  alter  continuous  rains,  it  assumed 
all  the  character  of  a  mountain  torrent,  and  swept  cvcrything 
before  it.  A  narrow  bridle-road  led  through  the  ravine  to 
Sabden,  and  along  it,  after  quitting  the  park,  ihe  cavalcade  pro- 
ceeded, headed  by  Nicholas. 

The  little  river  danced  merrily  past  them,  sin  ging  as  it  wont, 
the  sunshine  sparkling  on  its  bright  clear  waters,  anrl  glittering 
on  the  pebbles  beneath  them.  Now  the  stream  would  chafe  and 
feam  againtt  some  larger  impediiiient  to  its  course;   now  it 
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wOTild  dash  down  some  rocky  heiglit,  and  form  a  beautiful  cas- 
cade ;  then  it  wonld  liurry  on  f or  some  time  with  little  interrup- 
tion,  tili,  stayed  hj  a  projecting  bank,  it  wonld  form  a  small 

.  deep  basin,  where,  beneath  the  far-cast  shadow  of  an  overbang- 
ing  oak,  or  under  its  hnge  twisted  and  denuded  roots,  the  angler 
migbt  be  sure  of  finding  the  speckled  trout,  the  dainty  graylmg, 
or  their  mutual  enemy,  the  voracious  iack.  The  ravine  was  well 
wooded  throughout,  Vd  in.  many  ^arts  singularly  beautiful, 
from  the  disposition  of  the  timber  on  its  banks,  as  well  as  from 
the  varied  form  and  character  of  the  trees.    Here  might  be  seen 

*  an  acclivity  covered  with  waving  birch,  or  a  top  crowned  with  a 
mountain  ash — there,  on  a  smooth  expanse  of  greensward,  stood« 
a  ränge  of  noble  elms,  whose  mighty  arms  stretched  completely 
across  the  ravine.  Further  on,  there  were  chestnut  and  walnut 
trees ;  willows  with  hoary  stems  and  silver  leaves,  almost  encroach- 
ing  upon  the  stream ;  larches  upon  the  heights ;  and  here  and 
there,  upon  some  sandy  eminence,  a  spreading  beech-tree.  For  the 
most  part,  the  bottom  of  the  glen  was  overgrown  with  brush- 
wood,  and,  where  its  sides  were  too  abrupt  to  admit  the  growth 
of  larger  trees,  they  were  matted  with  woodbine  and  brambles. 
Out  of  these  would  sometimes  start  a  sharp  pinnacle,  or 
fantasticaUy-formed  crag,  adding  greatly  to  the  picturesque 
beauty  of  the  scene.  On  such  points  were  not  unfrequently 
found  perehed  a  hawk,  a  falcon,  or  some  large  bird  of  prey  ;  for 
the  guUy,  with  its  brakes  and  thickets,  was  a  favourite  haunt  of 
the  feathered  tribe.  The  hoUies,  of  which  there  were  plenty, 
with  their  green  prickly  leaves  and  scarlet  berries,  afforded 
shelter  and  support  to  the  blackbird ;  the  thorns  were  frequented 
ly  the  thrush;  and  numberless  lesser  songsters  filled  every 
other  tree.  In  the  covert  there  were  pheasants  and  partridges 
in  abundance,  and  snipe  and  wild-fowl  resorted  to  the  river  in 
winter.  Thither,  also,  at  all  seasons,  repaired  the  stately  heron, 
to  devour  the  finny  race  ;  and  thither  came,  on  like  errand,  the 
splendidly-plumed  king-fisher.  The  magpie  chattered,  the  jay 
screamed  and  flew  deeper  into  the  woods  as  the  horsemen 
approached,  and  the  shy  bittem  hid  herseif  amid  the  rushes. 
Occasionally,  too,  was  heard  the  deep  ominous  croaking  of  a 
raven. 

Hitherto,  the  glen  had  been  remarkable  for  its  softness  and 
beauty,  but  it  now  began  to  assume  a  savage  and  sombre  cha- 
racter. The  banks  drew  closer  together,  and  became  rugged  and 
precipitous;  while  the  trees  met  overhead,  and,  intermingling 
their  branches,  formed  a  canopy  impervipus  to  the  sipi's  rays. 
T^  stream  waa  Ukewise  coutracted  ii^  its  bed,  and  its  eurre^ty 
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which,  owing  to  the  gloom,  looked  black  as  ink,  flowed  swiftly  on, 
as  if  anxious  to  escape  to  livelier  scenes.  A  large  raven,  which 
had  attendcd  the  horsemen  all  the  way,  now  alighted  near  them, 
and  croakcd  ominoiisly. 

This  part  of  the  glen  was  in  very  ill  repute,  and  was  ncver 
traversed,  even  at  noonday,  without  apprehension.  Its  wild  and 
savage  aspect,  its  horrent  precipices,  its  shaggy  woods,  its 
strangely-shaped  rocks  and  tenebrous  depths,  where  every 
imperfectly-seen  object  appeared  doubly  frightful — all  combined 
to  invest  it  with  mystery  and  terror.  STo  one  willingly  lingered 
here,  but  humed  on,  afraid  of  the  sound  of  his  own  footsteps. 
No  one  dared  to  gaze  at  the  rocks,  lest  he  should  see  some 
hideons  hobgoblin  peering  out  of  their  fissures.  No  one  glanced 
at  the  water,  for  fear  some  terrible  kelpy,  with  twining  snakes 
f or  hair  and  scaly  hide,  should  issue  from  it,  and  drag  him  down 
to  devour  him  with  his  shark-like  teeth.  Among  the  common 
f olk,  this  part  of  the  ravine  was  known  äs  "  The  Boggart's  Glen," 
and  was  supposed  to  be  haunted  by  miscMevous  beings,  who 
made  the  unf ortunate  wanderer  their  sport. 

For  the  last  half-mile  the  road  had  been  so  narrow  and  intri- 
cate  in  its  windings,  that  the  party  were  obliged  to  proceed 
singly ;  but  this  did  not  prevent  conversation ;  and  Nicholas, 
throwing  the  bridleover  Robin's  neck,  left  the  surefooted  animal 
to  pursue  his  course  unguided,  while  he  himself ,  leaning  back, 
chatted  with  Roger  Nowell.  At  the  entrance  of  the  gloomy 
gorge  above  described,  Robin  came  to  a  stand,  and  refusing  to 
move  at  a  jerk  from  his  master,  the  latter  raised  himself,  and 
looked  forward  to  see  what  could  be  the  cause  of  the  stoppage. 
No  impediment  was  visible,  but  the  animal  obstinately  ref  used 
to  go  on,  though  urged  both  by  word  and  spur.  This  stoppage 
necessarily  delayed  the  rest  of  the  cavalcade. 

Well  aware  of  the  ill  reputation  of  the  place,  when  Simon 
Sparshot  and  the  grooms  found  that  Robin  would  not  go  on, 
they  declared  he  must  see  the  boggart,  and  urged  the  squire  to 
turn  back,  or  some  mischief  would  befall  him.  But  Nicholas, 
though  not  without  misgivings,  did  not  like  to  yield  thus,  espe- 
cially  when  urged  on  by  Roger  Nowell.  Indeed,  the  party  could 
not  get  out  of  the  ravine  without  going  back  nearly  a  mile, 
while  Sabden  was  only  half  that  distance  from  them.  What 
was  to  be  done  ?  Robin  still  continued  obstinate,  and  for  the 
first  time  paid  no  attention  to  his  master's  commands.  The 
poor  animal  was  evidently  a  prey  to  violent  terror,  and  snorted 
and  reared,  while  his  limbs  were  bathed  in  cold  sweat. 

Dismounting,  and  leaving  him  in  charge  of  Roger  Nowell, 
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Kicholas  walked  on  by  himself  to  see  if  he  could  discover  any 
cause  f or  the  horse's  alarm ;  and  he  had  not  adyanced  far,  when 
his  eye  rested  upon  a  blasted  oak  forming  a  conspicuous  objeot 
on  a  crag  before  him,  on  a  scathed  branch  of  which  sat  the 
raven. 

Croak!  croak!  croak! 

"  Accursed  bird,  it  is  thou  who  hast  frightened  my  horse," 
cried  Nicholas.  "  Would  I  had  a  crossbow  or  an  arquebuse  to 
ßtop  thy  croaking." 

And  as  he  picked  up  a  stone  to  cast  at  the  raven,  a  crashing 
noise  was  heard  among  the  bushes  high  up  on  the  rock,  and  the 
next  moment  a  huge  fragment  dislodged  from  the  cliff  rolled 
down  and  would  have  crushed  him,  if  he  had  not  nimblj 
avoided  it. 

Croak !  croak  !  croak ! 

Nicholas  almost  f ancied  horse  laughter  was  mingled  with  the 
cries  of  the  bird. 

The  raven  nodded  its  head  and  expanded  its  wings,  and  the 
squire,  whose  recent  experience  had  prepared  him  for  any 
wonder,  fully  expected  to  hear  it  speak,  but  it  only  croaked 
loudly  and  exultingly,  or  if  it  laughed,  the  sound  was  like  the 
creaking  of  rusty  hinges. 

Nicholas  did  not  like  it  at  all,  and  he  resolved  to  go  back ; 
but  ere  he  could  do  so,  he  was  startled  by  a  buffet  on  the  ear, 
and  turning  angrily  round  to  see  who  had  dealt  it,  he  could 
distinguish  no  one,  but  at  the  same  moment  received  a  second 
buffet  on  the  other  ear. 

The  raven  croaked  merrily. 

"  Would  I  could  wring  thy  neck,  accursed  bird  !'*  cried  the 
enraged  squire. 

Scarcely  was  the  vindictive  wish  uttered,  than  a  shower  of 
blows  feil  upon  him,  and  kicks  from  unseen  feet  were  applied  to 
his  person. 

All  the  while  the  raven  croaked  merrily,  and  flapped  his  big 
black  wings. 

Infuriated  by  the  attack,  the'  squire  hit  right  and  left  man- 
fully,  and  dashed  out  his  feet  in  every  direction ;  but  his  blows 
and  kicks  only  met  the  empty  air,  while  those  of  his  unseen 
antagonist  told  upon  his  own  person  with  increased  effect. 

The  spectacle  seemed  to  afford  infinite  amusement  to  the  raven. 
The  mischievous  bird  almost  crowed  with  glee. 

There  was  no  standing  it  any  longer.  So,  amid  a  perfect  hur- 
ricane  of  blows  and  kicks,  and  with  the  infernal  voice  of  the 
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raTen  ringing  in  his  ears,  the  squire  took  to  his  lieels.  On 
reachiiig  his  companions,  he  found  thej  had  not  fared  mueh 
better  than  himself.  The  two  grooms  were  belabouring  eaoh 
otherlustilj ;  and  Master  Potts  was  exercising  his  hnnting-whip 
on  the  broad  Shoulders  of  Sparshot,  who  in  retum  was  making 
him  acquainted  with  the  taste  of  a  stout  ash-plant.  Assailed  in 
^the  same  manner  as  the  squire,  and  naturall j  attributing  the 
attaok  to  their  nearest  neighbours,  thej  waited  for  no  explana- 
tion,  but  feil  upon  each  other.  Eichard  Assheton  and  Boger 
Powell  endeavoured  to  interfere  and  separate  the  combatants, 
and  in  doing  so,  reeeived  some  hard  knocks  for  their  pains ;  but 
all  their  paa£c  efEorts  were  fruitless,  until  the  squire  appeare^» 
and  telling  them  they  were  merely  the  sport  of  hobgoblms,  they 
desisted,  but  still  the  blows  feU  heavily  on  them  as  before, 
proving  the  truth  of  Nieholas's  assertion. 

Meanwhile  the  squire  had  mounted  Bobin,  and,  finding  the 
horse  no  longer  exhibit  the  same  reluctance  to  proceed,  he 
dashed  at  füll  speed  through  the  haunted  glen ;  but  even  above 
the  datter  of  hoofs,  and  the  noise  of  the  party  galloping  after 
him,  he  eould  hear  the  hoarse  exulting  croaking  of  the  raven. 

As  the  gully  expanded,  and  the  sun  once  more  found  its  way 
through  the  trees,  and  shone  upon  the  river,  Nicholas  began  to 
breathe  more  freely,  but  it  was  not  until  fairly  out  of  the  wood 
that  he  relaxed  his  speed.  Not  caring  to  enter  into  any  explana- 
tion  of  the  occurrence,  he  rode  a  littie  apart  to  avoid  conversa- 
;tion ;  and  as  the  others,  who  were  still  smarting  from  the  blows 
they  had  reeeived,  were  in  no  very  good  humoin',  a  sullen  silence 
prevailed  throughout  the  party,  as  they  mounted  the  bare  hiU- 
side  in  the  diyection  of  the  few  scattered  huts  constituting  the 
village  of  Sabden. 

A  blight  seemed  to  have  fallen  upon  the  place.  Boger  Nowell, 
who  had  visited  it  a  few  months  ago,  could  scarcely  believe  his 
eyes,  so  changed  was  its  appearance.  His  inquiries  as  tp  the 
cause  of  its  altered  condition  were  everywhere  met  by  the  same 
answer — the  poor  people  were  all  bewitched.  Here  a  child  was 
ill  of  a  Strange  sickness,  tossed  and  tumbled  in  its  bed,  and  con- 
torted  its  limbs  so  violently,  that  its  parents  could  scarcely  hold 
it  down.  Another  family  was  afflicted  in  a  different  manner ; 
two  of  its  number  pining  away  and  losing  strength  daily,  as  if  a 
prey  to  some  consuming  disease.  In  a  third,  another  child  was 
sick,  and  vomited  pins,  nails,  and  other  extraordinary  sub- 
stances.  A  f  ourth  household  was  tormented  by  an  imp  in  the 
jEorm  of  a  monkey,  who  came  at  night  and  pinched  them  all 
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black  and  blue,  spilt  the  milk,  broke  tbe  dishes  and  platters,  got 
under  the  bed,  and,  raising  it  to  the  roof ,  let  it  fall  with  a  ter- 
rible  crash,  pntting  them  all  in  mental  terror.  In  the  next 
cottage  there  was  no  end  to  calamities,  thongh  they  took  a  more 
^.bsurd  form.  Sometimes  the  fire  would  not  burn,  or  when  it 
did,  it  emitted  no  heat,  so  that  the  pot  would  not  boil,  nor  the 
meat  roast.  Then  the  oatcakes  woiüd  stick  to  the  bake-stone, 
and  no  foree  could  get  them  away  from  it  tili  they  were  bnrned 
and  spoiled ;  the  mük  tumed  sour,  the  cheese  became  so  hard 
that  not  even  rats*  teeth  could  gnaw  it ;  the  stools  and  settles 
broke  down  if  sat  upon,  and  the  list  of  petty  grievanoes  was 
completed  by  a  whole  side  of  bacon  being  devoured  in  a  single 
^ight.  Boger  Nowell  and  Nicholas  listened  patiently  to  a  detail 
of  all  these  grievances,  and  expressed  strong  sympathy  for  the 
sufferers,  promising  assistance  and  redress  if  possible.  All  the 
complainants  taxed  either  Mother  Demdike  or  Mother  Chattox 
with  afflicting  them,  and  said  they  had  incurred  the  anger  of  the 
two  malevolent  old  witches  by  refusing  to  supply  them  with 
poultry,  eggs,  milk,  butter,  or  other  articles,  which  they  had  de- 
maaded.  Master  Potts  made  ample  notes  of  the  stränge  relations, 
and  took  down  the  name  of  every  cottager. 

At  length,  they  arrived  at  the  last  cottage,  and  here  a  man, 
with  a  very  doleful  countenance,  besought  them  to  stop  and 
listen  to  his  tale. 

"What  is  the  matter,  friend?"  demanded  Eoger  Nowell, 
halting  with  the  others.  "  Are  you  bewitched,  like  your  neigh- 
bours  ?" 

"  Troth  am  ey,  your  warship,"  replied  the  man,  "  au'  ey  hope 
yo  may  be  able  to  deliver  me.  To  mun  knoa,  that  somehow  ey 
wur  unlucky  enough  last  Yule  to  ofEend  Mother  Ohattox,  an* 
evey  sin  then  aw*s  gone  wrang  wi*  me.  Th'  good-wife  con  nevrer 
may  butter  come  without  stickin*  a  redhot  poker  into  t*  chum ; 
and  last  week,  when  our  brindlt  sow  farrowed,  ani  had  fifteen  to 
t*  litter,  an'  fine  uns  os  ever  yo  seed,  seign  on  um  deed.  Sad 
wark ;  sad  wark,  mesters.  The  week  efore  that  t'  keaw  deed ; 
an'  t'  week  efore  her  th*  owd  mare,  so  that  aw  my  stock  be  gone. 
Waes  me  !  waes  me !  Nowt  prospers  wi*  me.  My  poor  dame  is 
besoi<^e  hersei,  an*  th'  chilter  seems  possessed.  Ey  ha'  tried 
every  rem^dy,  boh  without  success.  Ey  ha'  followed  th'  owd 
witch  whoam,  plucked  a  hontle  o'  thatch  fro'  her  roof,  sprinklat 
it  wi'  sawt  and  weter,  burnt  it  an'  buried  th'  ess  at  th'  chaiige  o' 
t'  moon.  No  use,  mesters.  Then,  again,  ey  ha'  getten  a  horsa- 
•shoe,  heated  it  redhot,  quenched  it  i'  brine,  an*  nailed  it  to  t* 
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thresliold  wi'  tliree  nails,  heel  uppard.  No  more  use  nor  t'otlier. 
Then  ey  ha*  taen  sawt  weter,  and  put  it  in  a  bottle  wi'  tliree 
rustj  nails,  needles,  and  pins,  boh  ej  hanna  found  that  th'  witch 
ha'  sufPered  thereby.  An',  lastlj,  ey  ha'  let  myself  blood,  when 
the  moon  wur  at  füll,  an*  in  Opposition  to  th*  owd  hag's  planet, 
an'  minglin'  it  wi'  sawt,  ha*  burnt  it  i'  a  trivet,  in  hopes  of 
afflictin'  her ;  boh  without  avail,  f o*  ey  seed  her  two  days  ago,  an* 
ßhe  flouted  me  an'  scoffed  at  me.  What  mun  ey  do,  good 
mesters  ?     What  mun  ey  do  ?'* 

"Have  you  offended  any  onebesides  Mother  Chattox,  my  poor 
fellow  ?"  Said  Nowell. 

"  Mother  Demdike,  roay  be,  your  warship,"  replied  the  man. 

"  You  suspect  Mother  Demdike  and  Mother  Chattox  of  be- 
witching  you,"  said  Potts,  taldng  out  his  memorandum-book, 
and  making  a  note  in  it.     "  Your  name,  good  fellow  ?" 

"  Oamfrey  o'  Will's  o'  Ben's  o'  Tummas'  o*  Sabden,"  replied 
the  man. 

"  Is  that  aU  ?'*  asked  Potts. 

"  What  more  would  you  have  ?"  said  Eichard.  "  The  descrip- 
tion  is  suf&ciently  particular." 

"  Scarcely  precise  enough,"  retumed  Pötts.  "  However,  it 
may  do.  We  will  help  you  in  the  matter,  good  Humphrey 
Etcetera.  You  shall  not  be  troubled  with  these  pestilent  witches 
much  longer.     The  neighbourhood  shall  be  cleared  of  them." 

"  Ey'm  reet  glad  to  hear,  mester,"  replied  the  man. 

"  You  promise  much,  Master  Potts,"  observed  Richard. 

"  Not  a  jot  more  than  I  am  able  to  perform,"  replied  the 
attorney. 

"That  remains  to  be  seen,"  said  Richard.  "If  these  old 
women  are  as  powerful  as  represented,  they  will  not  be  so 
readily  defeated." 

"  There  you  are  in  error,  Master  Eichard,"  replied  Potts. 
"  The  devil,  whose  vassals  they  are,  will  deliver  them  into  our 
hands." 

"  Granting  what  you  say  to  be  correct,  the  devil  must  have 
little  regard  for  his  servants  if  he  abandons  them  so  easily," 
observed  Eichard,  dryly. 

"  What  eise  can  you  expect  from  him  ?"  cried  Potts.  "  It  is 
his  custom  to  ensnare  his  victims,  and  then  leave  them  to  their 
fate." 

"  You  are  rather  describing  the  course  pursued  by  certain 
members  of  your  own  profession,  Master  Potts,"  said  Eichard. 
"  The  devil  behaves  with  greater  fairness  to  his  clients.'* 
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"You  are  not  going  to  defend  him,  I  hope,  sir?"  said  the 
attorney. 

"  No ;  I  only  desire  to  give  him  his  due,"  returned  Eichard. 

"Ha!  ha!  ha!"  laughed  Nicholas.  **You  had  better  haVe 
done,  Master  Potts;  you  will  never  get  the  better  in  the 
argument.  But  we  must  be  moving,  or  we  shall  not  get  onr 
business  done  before  nightfall.  As  to  you,  Numps,"  he  added, 
to  the  poor  man,  "  we  will  not  forget  you.  If  anything  can  be 
done  for  your  relief,  rely  upon  it,  it  shall  not  be  neglected." 

"  Ay,  ay,"  said  Nowell,  "  the  matter  shall  be  looked  into — 
and  speeÜy." 

"  And  the  witches  brought  to  justice,"  said  Potts ;  "  comfort 
yourseK  with  that,  good  Humphrey  Etcetera." 

"  Ay,  comfort  yourseK  with  that,"  observed  Nicholas. 

Soon  after  this,  they  entered  a  wide  dreary  waste  forming  the 
bottom  of  the  Valley,  lying  between  the  heights  of  Padiham  and 
Pendle  Hill,  and  while  wending  their  way  across  it,  they  heard 
a  shout  from  the  hill-side,  and  presently  afterwards  perceived  a 
man,  mounted  on  a  powerful  black  horse,  galloping  swiftly  to- 
wards  them. 

The  party  awaited  his  approach,  and  the  stranger  speedily 
came  up.  He  was  a  small  man  habited  in  a  suit  of  rusty  black, 
and  bore  a  most  extraordinary  and  marked  resemblance  to 
Master  Potts.  He  had  the  same  perky  features,  the  same 
parchment  complexion,  the  same  yellow  forehead,  as  the  little 
attomey.  So  surprising  was  the  likeness,  that  Nicholas  un- 
consciously  looked  round  for  Potts,  and  beheld  him  staring  at 
the  new-comer  in  angry  wonder. 


IV. 

THE   REEVE   OF   THE   FOREST. 


The  sm*prise  of  the  party  was  by  no  means  diminished  when 
the  stranger  spoke.  His  voice  exactly  resembled  the  sharp 
cracked  tones  of  the  attorney. 

"  I  orave  pardon  for  the  freedom  I  have  taken  in  stopping 
you,  good  masters,"  he  said,  dofl^g  his  cap,  and  saluting  them 
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respectfully ;  "  but,  being  aware  of  your  errand,  I  am  come  to 
attend  you  on  it." 

"And  whoare  you,  fellow,  who  thus  voliinteer  your  Services?" 
demanded  Eoger  Nowell,  sharply. 

"  I  am  one  of  the  reeves  of  the  forest  of  Blackbumshire, 
worshipful  sir,"  replied  the  stranger,  "  and  as  such  my  presence, 
at  the  intended  perambulation  of  the  boundaries  of  her  property, 
has  been  deemed  necessary  by  Mrs.  Nutter,  as  I  shail  have  to 
make  a  representation  of  the  matter  at  the  next  court  of  swain- 
mote." 

**  Indeed !"  exclaimed  Nowell,  "but  how  knew  you  we  were 
Coming  P" 

"  Mistress  Nutter  sent  me  word  last  night,"  replied  the  reeve, 
"  that  Master  Nicholas  Assheton  and  certain  other  gentleinen, 
would  come  to  Eough  Lee  for  the  purpose  of  ascertaining  the 
marks,  meres,  and  boundaries  of  her  property,  early  this  morn- 
ing,  and  desired  my  attendance  on  the  occasion.  Accördingly, 
I  stationed  myself  on  yon  high  ground  to  löok  out  for  you,  and 
have  been  on  the  vra.tch  for  more  thin  an  hour." 

"Humph!"  exclaimed  Roger  Nowell,  "and  you  live  in  the 
forest?" 

"  I  live  at  Barrowford,  worshipful  sir,"  replied  the  reeve, 
"  but  I  have  only  lately  come  there,  having  succeeded  Maurice 
Jlottisfont,  the  other  reeve,  who  has  been  removed  by  the 
master  forester  to  Eossendale,  where  I  formerly  dwelt." 

"  That  may  account  for  my  not  having  seen  you  before/'  re- 
joined  Nowell.  "  You  are  weU  mounted,  sirrah.  I  did  not  know 
the  master  forester  allowed  his  men  such  horses  as  the  one  yoii 
ride." 

"  This  horse  does  not  belong  to  me,  sir,"  replied  the  reeve ; 
"  it  has  been  lent  me  by  Mistress  Nutter." 

"Aha!  I  see  how  it  is  now,"  cried  Nowell;  "you are  suborned 
to  give  false  testimony,  knave.  I  object  to  his  attendance, 
Master  Nicholas." 

"  Nay,  I  think  you  do  the  man  injustice,"  said  the  squire. 
"He  speaks  frankly  and  fairly  enough,  and  seems  to  know  his 
business.  The  worst  that  can  be  said  against  him  is,  that  he 
resembles  somewhat  too  closely  our  little  legal  friend  there. 
That,  hoWever,  ought  to  be  no  objection  to  you,  Master  Nowell, 
but  rather  the  contrary." 

"  Well,  take  the  responsibility  of  the  matter  upon  your  oWÄ 
shoidders/'  jsaid  NoweU;  '^if  any  ill  comes  of  it;  I  shall  blame 
you/* 
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"Be  it  so,"  replied  the  squire;  "nij  Shoulders  are  bröad 
enough  to  bear  the  burthen.  You  maj  ride  with  us,  master 
reeve." 

"May  I  inquit«  jour  name,  friend?"  said  Potts,  as  the 
stranger  feil  back  to  the  rear  of  the  party. 

"  Thomas  Potts,  at  your  service,  sir,"  replied  the  reeve. 

"  What ! — Thomas  Potts !"  exckiimed  the  astonished  attotney. 

"  That  is  my  name,  sir,"  replied  the  reeve,  quietly. 

"  Why,   zounds !"   exclaimed   Nicholas,   who    overheard  the 
reply,  "  you  do  not  mean  to  say  your  name  is  Thomas  Potts  ? ' 
This  is  more  wonderful  still.     You  must  be  this  gentleman's 
tmn  brother." 

"  The  gentleman  certainly  seems  to  resemble  me  very  strongly," 
replied  the  reeve,  apparently  surprised  in  his  turn.  "  Is  he  of 
these  parts  ?" 

"  Nö,  I  am  not,"  returned  Potts,  angrily,  "  I  amfrom  London, 
where  I  reside  in  Chancery-lane,  and  practise  the  law,  though 
I  likewise  attend  as  clerk  of  the  court  at  the  assizes  at  Lancaster^ 
where  I  may  possibly,  one  of  these  days,  have  the  pleasure  of 
seeing  you,  my  pretended  namesake." 

"  Possibly,  sir,"  said  the  reeve,  with  provoking  calmness.  "  1 
myself  am  from  ehester,  and  like  yourself  was  brought  up  to 
the  law,  but  I  abandoned  my  profession,  or  rather  it  abandoned 
me,  f or  I  had  few  clients ;  so  I  took  to  an  honester  calling,  and 
became  a  forester  as  you  see.  My  father  was  a  draper  in  the 
city  I  have  tnentioned,  and  dwelt  in  Watergate-street — his  name 
was  Petei*  Potts." 

"Peter  Potts  your  father!"  exclaimed  the  attorney,  in  the 
last  State  of  astonishment — "  Why,  he  was  mine !  But  I  am  his 
only  son." 

"  JJp  to  this  moment  I  conceived  myself  an  only  son,"  said  the 
reeve ;  "  but  it  seems  I  was  mistaken,  since  I  fina  I  have  an  eldei 
brother." 

"Eider  brother!"  exclaimed  Potts,  wrathfully.  "You  aar^ 
older  than  I  am  by  tWenty  years.  But  it  is  all  a  fabrication.  I 
deny  the  relationsnip  entirely." 

"  You  cannotmake  me  other  than  the  son  of  my  father,*'  said 
the  reeve,  with  a  smile. 

"  Well,  Master  Potts,"  interposed  Nicholas,  laughing,  "  I  see 
no  reason  why  you  should  be  ashamed  of  your  brother.  Ther^ 
is  a  streng  family  likeness  betweenyou.  So  old  Peter  Potts,  thip 
draper  of  ehester,  was  your  father,  eh  ?  I  was  not  aware  of 
Ihe  circumstance  before--^ha,  ha  T' 


264  THE  LANCASHIRE  WTTCHES* 

"And,  but  for  this  intrusive  fellow,  you  would  never  have 
become  aware  of  it,'*  nmttered  the  attorney.  "  Give  ear  to  me, 
ßquire,"  he  said,  urging  Mint  close  up  to  the  other*s  side,  and 
speakiiig  in  a  low  tone,  "  I  do  not  like  the  fellow*s  looks  at  all." 

"I  am  surprised  at  that,"  rejoined  the  squire,  "for  he  exactly 
resembles  you.** 

"  That's  is  why  I  do  not  like  him,"  said  Potts ;  "  I  believe 
hinn  to  be  a  wizard." 

"  You  are  no  wizard  to  think  so,"  rejoined  the  squire.  And 
he  rode  on  to  join  Roger  NoweU,  who  was  a  little  in  advance. 

"  I  wiU  try  nim  on  the  subject  of  witchcraft,"  thought  Potts. 
"  As  you  dwell  in  the  forest,"  he  said  to  the  reeve,  "  you  have 
no  doubt  Seen  those  two  terrible  beings,  Mothers  Demdike  and 
Chattox." 

"  Frequently,"  replied  the  reeve,  "  but  I  would  rather  not  talk 
about  them  in  their  own  territories.  You  may  judge  of  their 
power  by  the  appearance  of  the  village  you  have  just  quitted. 
The  inhabitants  of  that  unlucky  place  refused  them  their  cus- 
tomary  tributes,  and  have  therefore  incurred  their  resentment. 
You  will  meet  other  instances  of  the  like  kind  before  you  have 
gone  far." 

"  I  am  glad  of  it,  for  I  want  to  collect  as  many  cases  as  I  can 
of  witchcraft,"  observed  Potts. 

"  They  will  be  of  little  use  to  you,"  observed  the  reeve. 

"  How  so  ?"  inquired  Potts. 

"  Because  if  the  witches  discover  what  you  are  about,  as  they 
will  not  fäil  to  do,  you  will  never  leave  the  forest  alive,"  re- 
tumed  the  other. 

"  You  think  not  ?"  cried  Potts. 

"  I  am  sure  of  it,"  replied  the  reeve. 

"  I  will  not  be  deterred  from  the  Performance  of  my  duty," 
said  Potts.     "  I  defy  the  devil  and  all  his  works." 

"  You  may  have  reason  to  repent  your  temerity,"  replied  the 
reeve. 

And  anxious,  apparently,  to  avoid  further  conversation  on 
the  subject,  he  drew  in  the  rein  for  a  moment,  and  allowed  the 
attorney  to  pass  on. 

Notwithstanding  his  boasting,  Master  Potts  waa  not  without 
much  secret  misgiving ;  but  his  constitutional  obstinacy  made 
him  determine  to  prosecute  his  plans  at  any  risk,  and  he  com- 
forted  himseK  by  recallingthe  opinion  of  his  sovereign  authority 
on  such  matters. 
I     "  Let  me  ponder  over  the  exact  words  of  our  British  Solomon/' 
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he  thouglit.  **  I  have  his .  leamed  treatise  by  heart,  and  it  is 
fortunate  my  meinory  seires  me  so  well,  for  the  sagacious 
prince*s  dictum  will  fortify  me  in  my  resolution,  which  has  been 
somewhat  shaken  by  this  fellow,  whom  I  believe  to  be  no  better 
than  he  should  be,  for  all  he  calls  himself  my  f ather's  son,  and  hath 
assnmed  my  likeness,  doubtless  for  some  mischievous  pnrpose. 
*  If  the  magistrate,'  saith  the  King,  *  be  slothf  ul  towards  witches, 
God  is  very  able  to  make  them  instniments  to  waken  and  punish 
his  sloth.'  No  one  can  accuse  me  of  slothfulness  and  want  of 
zeal.  My  best  exertions  have  been  used  against  the  accursed 
creatures.  And  now  for  the  rest.  *  But  if,  on  the  contrary,  he 
be  diligent  in  examining  and  punishing  them,  God  wiU  not 
permit  their  master  to  trouble  or  hinder  so  good  a  work!* 
Exactly  what  I  have  done.  I  am  quite  easy  now,  and  shall  go 
on  fearlessly  as  before.  I  am  one  of  the  *  lawful  lieutenants* 
described  by  the  King,  and  cannot  be  *  defrauded  or  deprived'  of 
my  Office." 

As  these  thoughts  passed  through  the  attorney's  mind  a  low 
derisive  laugh  sounded  in  his  ears,  and,  connecting  it  with  the 
reeve,  he  looked  back  and  found  the  object  of  lus  suspicions 
gazing  at  him,  and  chuckling  maliciously.  So  fiendishly  malig- 
nant,  indeed,  was  the  gaze  fixed  upon  him,  that  Potts  was  glad 
to  turn  his  head  away  to  avoid  it. 

"I  am  confirmed  in  my  suspicions,"  he  thought;  "he  is 
evidently  a  wizard,  if  he  be  not " 

Again  the  mocking  laugh  sounded  in  his  ears,  but  he  did  not 
venture  to  look  round  this  time,  being  fearful  of  once  more  en- 
countering  the  terrible  gaze. 

Meanwhile  the  party  had  traversed  the  vaUeyj  and  to  avoid  a 
dangerous  morass  stretching  across  its  lower  extremity,  and 
shorten  the  distance — ^for  the  ordinary  road  woüld  have  led 
them  too  much  to  the  right — they  began  to  climb  one  of  the 
ridges  of  Pendle  HiU,  which  lay  between  them  and  the  vale 
they  wished  to  gain.  On  obtaining  the  top  of  this  eminence,  an 
extensive  view  on  either  side  opened  upon  them.  Behind  was 
the  sterile  valley  they  had  just  crossed,  its  black  soil,  hoary 
grass,  and  heathy  wastes,  only  enlivened  at  one  end  by  patches 
of  bright  sulphur-coloured  moss,  which  masked  a  treacherous 
quagmire  lurking  beneath  it.  Some  of  the  cottages  in  Sabden 
were  visible,  and,  from  the  sad  circumstances  connected  with 
them,  and  which  oppressed  the  thoughts  of  the  beholders,  added 
to  the  dreary  character  of  the  prospect.  The  day,  too,  had  lost 
itsprevious  splendour,  andthere  were  clouds  overhead  which  cast 
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deep  shadows  on  the  ground.  But  qn  the  crest  o£  Pendle  Hill, 
trhich  rose  above  them,  a  sun-burst  feil,  and  attracted  attention 
firom  its  brilliant  contrast  to  the  prevailing  gloom.  Bef ore  them 
lay  a  deep  gully,  the  sinuosities  of  which  coiüd  be  traeed  from 
the  elevated  position  where  they  ötood,  though  its  tertnination 
was  hidden  by  other  projecting.ridges.  Further  on,  the  sides  of 
the  monntain  wete  bare  and  rugged,  and  covered  with  shelving 
stone.  Beyond  the  defile  before  mentioned,  and  over  the  last 
Inoontain  ridge,  lay  a  wide  Valley,  bounded  on  the  further  side 
by  the  hiUs  overlooking  Colne^  and  the  mountain  defile,  now  laid 
dpen  to  the  travellers,  exhibiting  in  the  niidst  of  the  darkheathy 
Iranges,  which  were  its  distinguishing  features,  some  marks  of 
cultivation.  In  parts  it  was  inclosed  and  divided  into  paddocks 
by  stone  walls,  and  here  and  there  a  few  cottages  were  coUected 
together,  dignified,  as  in  the  case  of  Sabden,  by  the  name  of  a 
ViUage.  Amongst  these  were  the  Hey-houses,  an  assemblage  of 
small  stone  tenements,  the  earliest  that  arose  in  the  forest; 
Goldshaw  Booth,  now  a  populoüs  place,  and  even  then  the 
largest  hamlet  in  the  district ;  and  in  the  distance  Ogden  and 
Barley,  the  two  latter  scarcely  comprising  a  dozen  habitations, 
and  those  little  better  than  hüts.  In  Borne  sheltered  nook  on 
the  hill-side  might  be  discerned  the  solitary  cottage  of  a  cow- 
herd,  and  not  far  from  it  the  certain  accompaniment  of  a  sheep- 
fold.  Throughout  this  weird  region,  thinly  peopled  it  is  true, 
but  still  of  great  extent,  and  apparently  abandoned  to  the  powers 
öf  'larkneesi  onlyone  edifice  coiüd  befound  where  its  inhabitants 
eould  meet  to  pray,  and  this  was  an  ancient  chapel  at  Goldshaw 
Booth,  originally  erected  in  the  reign  of  Henry  the  Third,  though 
subsequently  in  part  rebuilt  in  1644,  and  which,  with  its  low 
grey  tower  peeping  from  out  the  trees,  was  just  discernible, 
Two  halls  were  in  view;  one  of  which,  Sabden,  was  of  con- 
siderable  antiquity,  and  gave  its  name  to  the  village ;  and  the 
other  was  Hoarstones,  a  much  more  recently  erected  mansion, 
strikingly  situated  on  an  acclivity  of  Pendle  Hill.  In  general, 
the  Upper  parts  of  this  mountain  monarch  of  the  waste  were 
bare  and  heathy,  while  the  heights  overhanging  Ogden  and 
Barley  were  roclr^,  shelving,  and  precipitous;  but  the  lower 
ridges  were  well  covered  with  wood,  and  a  thicket,  once  forming 
part  of  the  ancient  forest,  ran  far  out  into  the  piain  near  Gold- 
shaw Booth.  Numerous  Springs  burst  from  the  mountain  side, 
and  these  collecting  their  forces  formed  a  considerable  stream, 
which,  under  the  name  of  Pendle  Water,  flowed  through  the 
"Valley  above  described,  and,  after  many  picturesqüe  windings. 
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entered  tlie  rugged  glen  in  which  Eough  Lee  wais  sitaated,  and 
swept  past  the  foot  of  Mistress  Nutter's  residence. 

Descending  the  hill,  and  passing  through  the  thicket,  the 
party  came  within  a  short  distance  of  Goldshaw  Booth,  when 
they  -were  met  by  a  cowherd,  who,  with  looks  of  great  alarm, 
tola  them  that  John  Law,  the  pedler,  had  fallen  down  in  a  fit  in 
the  clough,  and  would  perish  if  they  did  not  stay  to  help  him. 
As  the  poor  man  in  question  was  weU  known  to  Nicholas  and 
Boger  NoweU,  they  immediately  agreed  to  go  to  his  assistance^ 
and  accompanied  the  cowherd  along  a  by-road  which  led  through 
the  clough  to  the  viUage.  They  had  not  gone  far  when  thay 
heard  loud  groans,  and  presently  afterwards  found  the  un- 
f ortunate  pedler  lying  on  his  back,  and  writhing  in  agony.  He 
was  a  large,  powerfully-built  man,  of  middle  age,  and  had  been 
in  the  füll  enjoyment  of  health  and  vigour,  so  that  his  sudden 
prostration  was  the  more  terrible.  His  face  was  greatly  dis- 
figured,  the  mouth  and  neck  drawn  awry,  the  left  eye  puUed 
down,  and  the  whole  power  of  the  same  side  gone. 

"  Why  John,  this  is  a  bad  business,"  cried  Nicholas.  "  You 
have  had  a  paralytic  stroke,  I  fear." 

"  Nah — ^nah — squoire,"  repliedthe  sufferer,  speaking  with  diffi- 
culty, "  it's  neaw  natural  ailment — ^it's  witchcraft." 

"  Witchcraft !"  eiclaimed  Potts,  who  had  come  up,  and  pro- 
ducing  his  memorandum-book.  "Another  case.  Your  name 
and  descriptiön,  friend  P" 

"  John  Law  o*  Cown,  pedler,**  replied  the  man. 

"  John  Law  of  Colne,  I  suppose,  petty  chapman,**  said  Potts, 
making  an  entry.  "  Now,  John,  my  goodmän,  be  pleased  to  teil 
US  by  whom  you  have  been  bewitched  ?" 

"  By  Mother  Demdike,"  groaned  the  man. 

"  Mother  Demdike^  ah  ?"  erclaimed  Potts,  "  good  I  very  good; 
Nöw,  John,  as  to  the  cause  of  yotir  quarrel  with  the  old  hag  ?" 

"  Ey  con  scarcöly  rekiUect  it,  my  head  be  so  confused,  mester," 
tepHed  the  pedler. 

"  Make  an  effort,  John,*'  persiöted  Potts  ;  "  it  is  möst  desirable 
buch  a  dreadful  offender  should  not  escape  justice.** 

"  Weel,  weel,  ey*n  try  an'  teil  it  then,"  replied  the  pedler.  **  Yo 
mun  knoa  ey  wur  crossing  the  hill  fro*  Cown  to  Rough  Lee,  wi' 
my  pack  upon  my  shouthers,  when  who  should  ey  meet  boh 
Mother  Demdike,  an*  hoo  axt  me  to  gi*  her  some  scithers  an* 
^ins,  bohj  as  ill  luck  wad  ha*  it,  ey  refused.  *  Yo  had  better  do 
it,  John,*  hoo  said,  *or  yo'U  nie  it  efore  to-morrow  neet.*  By 
laughed  at  her,  an*  trudged  on,  boh  when  I  looked  back,  an*  seed 
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her  shakin'  her  skinny  hond  at  me,  ej  repented  and  thowt  ey 
would  go  back,  aii'  gi'  her  the  choiee  o'  my  wa^es.  Boh  my 
pride  wur  too  strong,  an'  ey  walked  on  to  Barley  an'  Ogden,  an* 
slept  at  Bess's  o'  th'  Booth,  an'  woke  this  momin*  stout  and 
strong,  fully  persuaded  th'  owd  witch's  threat  would  come  to 
nowt.  Alack-a-day !  ey  wur  out  i'  my  reckonin',  fo'  scarcely  had 
ey  reached  this  kloof,  o'  my  way  to  Sabden,  than  ey  wur  seized 
wi'  a  sudden  shock,  os  if  a  thunder-bowt  had  hit  me,  an'  ey  lost 
the  use  o*  my  lower  limbs,  an'  t'  laft  soide,  an'  should  ha'  deed 
most  likely,  if  it  hadna  bin  fo'  Ebil  o'  Jem's  o'  Dan's  who  spied 
me  out,  an'  brought  me  help." 

"  Youi's  is  a  deplorable  case  indeed,  John,"  said  Eichard — 
"  especially  if  it  be  the  result  of  witchcraft." 

"  You  do  not  surely  doubt  that  it  is  so,  Master  Sichard  ?" 
cried  Potts. 

"  I  offer  no  opinion,"  replied  the  young  man ;  "  but  a  paralytic 
stroke  would  produce  the  same  effect.  But,  instead  of  discusskig 
the  matter,  the  best  thing  we  can  do  will  be  to  transport  the 
poor  man  to  Bess's  o'  th'  Booth,  where  he  can  be  attended  to." 

"  Tom  and  I  can  carry  him  there,  if  Abel  will  take  charge  of 
his  pack,"  said  one  of  the  grooms. 

"That  I  win,"  replied  the  cowherd,  unstrapping  the  box, 
upon  which  the  sufferer's  head  rested,  and  placing  it  on  his  own 
Shoulders. 

Meanwhile,  a  gate  having  been  taken  from  its  hinges  by  Spar- 
shot  and  the  reeve,  the  poor  pedler,  who  groaned  deeply  during 
the  Operation,  was  placed  upon  it  by  the  men,  and  borne  towards 
the  village,  followed  by  the  others,  leading  their  horses. 

Great  constemation  was  occasioned  in  Goldshaw  Booth  by  the 
entrance  of  the  cavalcade,  and  still  more,  when  it  became  known 
that  John  Law,  the  pedler,  who  was  a  f  avourite  with  all,  had  had 
a  frightful  seizure.  Old  and  young  tlocked  forth  to  see  him, 
and  the  former  shook  their  heads,  while  the  latter  were  appalled 
at  the  hideous  sight.  Master  Potts  took  care  to  teil  them  that 
the  poor  f  ellow  was  bewitched  by  Mother  Demdike ;  but  the  In- 
formation failed  to  produce  the  effect  he  anticipated,  and  served 
rather  to  repress  than  heighten  their  sympathy  for  the  sufferer. 
The  attorney  concluded,  and  justly,  that  they  were  afraid  of  in- 
curring  the  displeasure  of  the  vindictive  old  hag  by  an  open 
expression  of  interest  in  his  fate.  So  strongly  did  this  feeling 
operate,  that  after  bestowing  a  glance  of  commiseration  at 
the  pedler,  most  of  them  returned,  without  a  word,  to  their 
dwellings.  ♦ 
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On  tlieir  way  to  the  little  Hostel,  whither  they  were  conveying 
tlie  poor  pedler,  the  partj  passed  tlie  clmrch,  and  the  sexton, 
who  was  digging  a  grave  in  the  yard,  came  forward  to  look  at 
them ;  but  on  seeing  John  Law  he  seemed  to  understand  what 
had  happened,  and  resumed  his  employment.  A  wide-spreadiüg 
yew-tree  grew  in  this  part  of  the  churchyard,  and  near  it  stood 
a  small  cross  rudely  carved  in  granite,  marking  the  spot  where, 
in  the  reign  of  Henry  the  Sixth,  Balph  Cliderhow,  tenth  Abbot  of 
WhaUey,  held  a  meeting  of  the  tenantry,  to  check  encroachments. 
Not  far  from  this  ancient  cross  the  sexton,  a  hale  old  man,  with 
a  fresh  complexion  and  silvery  hair,  was  at  work,  and  while  the 
others  went  on,  Master  Potts  paused  to  say  a  word  to  him. 

"  You  have  a  funeral  here  to-day,  I  suppose,  Master  Sexton  ?" 
he  Said. 

"  Yeigh,"  replied  the  man,  gruffly. 

"  One  of  the  villagers  ?"  inquired  the  attomey. 

"  Neaw ;  hoo  were  na  o'  Goldshey,"  replied  the  sexton. 

"  Where  then — who  was  it  ?"  persevered  Potts. 

The  sexton  seemed  disinclined  to  answer ;  but  at  length  said, 
"  Meary  Baldwyn,  the  miller's  dowter  o'  Eough  Lee,  os  protty  a 
lass  os  ever  yo  see,  mester.  Hoo  war  the  apple  o*  her  feyther's 
ee,  an'  he  hasna  had  a  dry  ee  sin  hoo  deed.  Wall-a-dey !  we 
mim  aw  go,  owd  an*  young — an'  protty  Meary  Baldwyn  went 
young  enoTigh.  Poor  lass !  poor  lass !"  and  he  brushed  the  dew 
from  his  eyes  with  his  brawny  hand. 

"  Was  her  death  sudden  ?"  asked  Potts. 

"  Neaw,  not  so  sudden,  mester,"  replied  the  sexton.  "  Euchot 
Baldwyn  had  fair  wamin'.  Sixmonths  ago  Meary  war  ta'en  ill, 
an'  fro'  t'  fürst  he  knoad  how  it  wad  eend." 

"  How  so,  friend  ?"  asked  Potts,  whose  curiosity  began  to  be 
aroused. 

"  Becose — "  replied  the  sexton,  and  he  stopped  suddenly'short. 

"  She  was  bewitched  ?"  suggested  Potts. 

The  sexton  nodded  his  head,  and  began  to  ply  his  mattock 
vigorously. 

"  By  Mother  Demdike  ?"  inquired  Potts,  taking  out  his  memo- 
randum  book. 

The  sexton  again  nodded  his  head,  but  spake  no  word,  and, 
meeting  some  obstruction  in  the  ground,  took  up  his  pick  to  re- 
move  it. 

"  Another  case !"  muttered  Potts,  making  an  entiy.     "  Mary 

Baldwyn,  daughter  of  Eichard  Baldwyn,  of  Eough  Lee,  aged 

How  old  was  she,  sexton  ?" 
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"  Throtteen,"  replied  the  man ;  "  boh  dunna  ax  me  ony  more 
questions,  mester.  Th*  berrin  takes  place  i'  an*  hour,  an'  ey 
hanna  half  digg*d  the  grave." 

"  Tour  own  name,  Master  Sexton,  and  I  have  done  ?'*  said 
Potts. 

"  Zachariah  Worms,"  answered  the  man. 

"  Worms — ^ha !  an  excellent  name  f or  a  sexton,"  cried  Potts. 
*<  You  provide  food  for  your  family,  eh,  Zachariah  ?" 

"  Tut — tut,"  rejoined  the  sexton,  testily,  "  go  an*  moind  yer 
own  bus'ness,  mon»  and  leave  me  to  moind  mine." 

"  Very  well,  Zachariah,"  replied  Potts.  And  having  obtained 
all  he  required,  he  proceeded  to  the  little  hostel,  where,  finding 
the  rest  of  the  party  had  dismounted,  he  consigned  Flint  to  a 
cowherd,  and  entered  the  house. 


V. 


BESS*S   O'    TH*    BOOTH. 


Bess's  o*  th'  Booth — for  so  the  little  hostel  at  Goldshaw  was 
called,  after  its  mistress  Bess  Whitaker — was  far  more  comfort- 
able  and  commodious  than  its  unpretending  exterior  seemed  to 
Warrant.  Stouter  and  brighter  ale  was  not  to  be  drunk  in  Lanca- 
shire  than  Bess  brewed ;  nor  was  better  sherris  or  cHry  to  be 
found,  go  where  you  would,  than  in  her  cellars.  The  traveller 
crossing  those  dreary  wastes,  and  riding  from  Bumley  to 
Clitheroe,  or  from  Colne  to  Whalley,  as  the  case  might  be,  might 
well  halt  at  Bess's,  and  be  sure  of  a  roast  fowl  for  dinner,  with 
the  addition,  perhaps,  of  some  trout  from  Pendle  Water,  or  if  the 
season  permitted,  a  heath-cock  or  apheasant ;  or  if  he  tarried 
there  for  the  night,  he  was  equally  sure  of  a  good  supper  9,nd 
fair  linen.  It  has  already  been  mentioned,  that  at  this  period,  it 
was  the  custom  of  all  classes  in  the  northem  counties,  men  and 
women,  to  resort  to  the  alehouses  to  drink,  and  the  hostel  at 
Goldshaw  was  the  general  rendezvous  of  the  neighbourhood. 
For  those  who  could  afford  it,  Bess  would  brew  incomparab^le 
sack ;  but  if  a  guest  called  for  wine,  and  she  liked  not  his  looks, 
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ghe  would  flatly  teil  him  her  ale  was  good  enough  f  or  him,  and 
if  it  pleased  him  not  he  should  have  nothing.  Submission 
always  foUowed  in  such  cases,  for  there  was  no  disputing  with 
Bess.  Neither  would  she  permit  the  frequenters  of  the  hostel 
to  sit  later  than  she  chose,  and  woTÜd  clear  the  house  in  a  waj 
equallj  characteristic  and  ef^ectual. 

At  a  certain  hour,  and  that  bj  no  means  a  late  one,  she  would 
take  down  a  large  horsewhip,  which  hung  on  a  convenient  peg  in 
the  principal  room,  and  after  bluntly  ordering  her  gueats  to  go 
home,  if  any  resistance  were  offered,  she  would  lay  the  wlup 
acrosB  their  Shoulders,  and  forcibly  eject  them  from  the  premises ; 
int,  as  her  determined  character  was  well  known,  this  violence 
was  seldom  necessary.  In  strength  Bess  was  a  match  for  any 
man,  and  assistance  from  her  cowherds — for  she  was  a  f armer  as 
well  as  hostess — was  at  hand  if  required.  As  will  be  surmised 
from  the  above,  Bess  was  large  and  masculine-looking,  but  well- 
proportioned  nevertheless,  and  possessed  a  certain  coarse  kind  of 
beauty,  which  in  earlier  years  had  inflamed  Richard  Baldwyn, 
the  nuller  of  Eough  Lee,  who  made  overtures  of  marriage  to 
her.  These  were  favourably  entertained,  but  a  slight  quarrel 
occurring  between  them,  the  lover,  in  her  own  phrase,  got  "  his 
jacket  soundly  dusted"  by  her,  and  declared  off,  taking  to  wife  a 
more  docile  and  light-handed  maiden.  As  to  Bess,  though  she 
had  given  this  unmistakable  proof  of  her  ability  to  manage  a 
husband,  she  did  not  receive  a  second  offer,  nor,  as  she  had  now 
attained  the  mature  age  of  forty,  did  it  seem  likely  she  would 
ever  receive  one. 

Bess*s  o*  th*  Booth  was  an  extremely  dean  and  comfortable 
house.  The  floor,  it  is  true,  was  of  bard  clay,  and  the  Windows 
little  more  than  narrow  slits,  with  heavy  stone  frames,  further 
darkened  by  minute  diamond  panes;  but  the  benches  were 
scrupulously  clean,  and  so  was  the  long  oak  table  in  the  centre 
of  the  principal  and  only  large  room  in  the  house.  A  roimd- 
about  fireplace  occupied  one  end  of  the  Chamber,  sheltered  from 
the  draught  of  the  door  by  a  dark  oak  screen,  with  a  bench  on 
the  warm  side  of  it;  and  here,  or  in  the  deep  ingle-nooks, 
on  winter  nights,  the  neighbours  would  sit  ar^d  ohat  by  the 
blazing  hearth,  discussing  pots  of  "  nappy  ale,  good  and  stale,'* 
as  the  old  ballad  hath  it ;  and  as  persons  of  both  sexes  came 
thither,  young  as  well  as  old,  many  a  match  was  Struck  up  by 
Bess's  dieery  fireside.  From  the  blackened  rafters  hung  a 
goodly  supply  of  hams,  sides  of  bacon,  and  dried  tongues,  with 
a  profusion  of  oatcakes  in  a  bread.-flake;  while,  in  case  this 
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störe  should  be  exhausted,  means  o£  replenishment  were  at  liand 
in  the  huge,  full-crammed  meal-cIieBt  standing  in  one  comer. 
Altogether,  there  was  a  look  of  abundänce  as  well  as  of  comf ort 
about  the  place. 

Great  was  Bess's  constemation  wben  the  poor  pedler,  who  had 
quitted  her  house  little  more  than  an  hour  ago,  füll  of  health 
and  spirits,  wa«  brought  back  to  it  in  such  a  deplorable  condi- 
tion ;  and  when  she  saw  him  deposited  at  the  door,  notwith- 
standing  her  masculine  character,  she  had  some  difficulty  in 
repressing  a  scream.  She  did  not,  however,  yield  to  the  weakness, 
but  seeing  at  once  what  was  best  to  be  done,  caused.  him  to  be 
transported  by  the  grooms  to  the  Chamber  he  had  occupied  over- 
night,  and  laid  upon  the  bed.  Medical  assistance  was  f  ortunately 
at  hand ;  f or  it  chanced  that  Master  SudaU,  the  chinirgeon  of 
Colne,  was  in  the  house  at  the  time,  having  been  brought  to 
Goldshaw  by  the  great  sickness  that  prevaüed  at  Sabden  and 
elsewhere  in  the  neighbourhood.  SudaU  was  immediately  in 
attendance  upon  the  sufferer,  and  bled  him  copiouEly,  after 
which  the  poor  man  seemed  much  easier ;  and  Richard  Assheton, 
taking  the  chirurgeon  aside,  asked  his  opinion  of  the  case,  and 
was  told  by  Sudall  that  he  did  not  think  the  pedler*s  life  in, 
danger,  but  he  doubted  whether  he  would  ever  recover  the  use 
of  his  Hmbs. 

"  You  do  not  attribute  the  attack  to  witchcraft,  I  suppose 
Master  SudaU  ?"  said  Eichard. 

"  I  do  not  like  to  deliver  an  opinion,  sir,"  replied  the  chirurgeon. 
"  It  is  impossible  to  decide,  when  aU  the  appearances  are  pre- 
cisely  like  those  of  an  ordinary  attack  of  paralysis.  But  a  sad 
case  has  recently  come  under  my  Observation,  as  to  which  I  can 
have  no  doubt — ^I  mean  as  to  its  being  the  result  of  witchcraft — 
but  I  wiU  teil  you  more  about  it  presently,  f or  I  must  now  retum 
to  my  patient." 

It  being  agreed  among  the  party  to  rest  for  an  hour  at  the 
little  hostel,  and  partake  of  some  refreshment,  Nicholas  went 
to  look  after  the  horses,  while  Eoger  NoweU  and  Richard  re- 
mained  in  the  room  with  the  pedler.  Bess  Whitaker  owned  an 
extensive  farm-yard,  provided  with  cow-houses,  stables,  and  a 
large  bam ;  and  it  was  to  the  latter  place  that  the  two  grooms 
proposed  to  repair  with  Sparshot  and  play  a  game  at  loggats  on 
the  clay  floor.  No  one  knew  what  had  become  of  the  reeve ; 
for,  on  depositing  the  poor  pedler  at  the  door  of  the  hostel, 
he  had  mounted  his  horse  and  ridden  away.  Having  ordered 
^Bome  fried  eggs  and  bacon,  Nicholas  wended  his  way  to  the 
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ßtable,  while  Bess,  assisted  by  a  stout  kitchen  wench,  busied  her- 
self  in  preparing  the  eatables,  and  it  was  at  this  juncture  that 
Master  Fotts  entered  the  house. 

Bess  eyed  liim  narrowlj,  and  was  by  no  means  prepossessed 
by  his  looks,  while  the  muddy  condition  o£  his  habüiments  did 
not  tend  to  exalt  him  in  her  opinion. 

"  Yo  mey  yersel  a'  whoam,  mon,  ey  mun  say/*  she  observed, 
as  the  attomey  seated  himself  on  the  bench  beside  her. 

"  To  be  snre,"  rejoined  Potts ;  "  where  should  a  man  make 
himself  at  home,  if  not  at  an  inn  ?  Those  eggs  and  bacon  look 
very  tempting.  I'U  try  some  presently ;  and,  as  soon  as  you've 
done  with  the  frying-pan,  I'U  have  a  pottle  of  sack." 

"  Neaw,  yo  winna,"  replied  Bess.  "  Yo*n  get  nother  eggs  nor 
bacon  nor  sack  here,  ey  can  promise  ye.  Ele  and  whoat-kekes 
mun  sarve  yonr  tum.  Go  to  t'  bam  wi'  t'  other  grooms,  and  play 
at  kittle-pins  or  nine-holes  wi'  hin,  an'  ey'n  send  ye  some  ele." 

"Tm  quite  comfortable  where  I  am,  thank  you,  hostess," 
replied  Potts,  "  and  have  no  desire  to  play  at  kittle-pins  or  nine- 
holes.     But  what  does  this  bettle  contain  ?" 

"  Sherris,"  replied  Bess. 

"  Sherris !"  echoed  Potts,  "  and  yet  you  say  I  can  have  no  sack. 
Get  me  some  sugar  and  eggs,  and  TU  show  you  how  to  brew  the 
drink.  I  was  taught  the  art  by  my  friend,  Ben  Jonson — rare 
Ben — ha,  ha !" 

"  Set  the  bottle  down,"  cried  Bess,  angrily. 

"  What  do  you  mean,  woman  ?"  said  Potts,  staring  at  her  in 
surprise.  "  I  told  you  to  fetch  sugar  and  eggs,  and  I  now  repeat 
the  Order — sugar,  and  haK-a-dozen  eggs  at  least." 

"  An*  ey  repeat  my  order  to  yo,"  cned  Bess,  **  to  set  the  bottle 
down,  or  ey'st  may  ye." 

"  Make  me  !  ha !  ha !  I  like  that,"  cried  Potts.  "  Let  me  teil 
you,  woman,  I  am  not  accustomed  to  be  ordered  in  this  way.  I 
ßhall  do  no  such  thing.  If  you  will  not  bring  the  eggs,  I  shall 
drink  the  wine,  neat  and  unsophisticate."  And  he  filled  a  flagon 
near  him. 

"  If  yo  dun,  yo  shan  pay  dearly  for  it,"  said  Bess,  putting 
aside  the  frying-pan  and  taking  down  the  horsewhip. 

"  I  dare  say  I  shaU,"  replied  Potts,  merrily ;  "  you  hostesses 
generaUy  do  make  one  pay  dearly.  Very  good  sherris,  this,  i* 
f aith ! — the  true  nutty  flavour.  Now  do  go  and  fetch  me  some 
eggs,  my  good  woman.  You  must  have  plenty,  with  all  the 
poultry  I  saw  in  the  farm-yard ;  and'then  rix  teach  you  the  whole 
art  and  mystery  of  brewing  sack."  jM 
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«iJy'^  teacfh  yo  to  disptite  my  cfrdefrs,^  ci*ie4  fieös.  And 
'öatclimg  Ühe  attortiey  by  the  collar,  sie  began  H;o  belabottr  bitti 
soundly  with  the  whip. 

^'Holloa!  to!  wbat'ö  tlie  meaaring  of  tbis ?"  med  Pcrtts, 
lÄtugglmg  to  get  free.     "  Asöäiilt  and  battery ;  lio  f** 

"  Ey'n  sawt  an*  batter  yo,  ay,  an'  baste  yo  too !"  TöpHed  Bess, 
<(xmtintiiiig  %o  Uy  on  the  whip. 

"  Why  ÄOtmds !  this  passes  a  joke,*'  cried  l!he  attöwiey.  "  ttöw 
<tefitperÄ?tely  streng  she  i« !  '  1  sha31  be  nrardered !  Help !  help ! 
'^!he  woman  totist  be  a  witch/' 

"  A  witeh !  Ey'n  teaöh  yon  to  ca'  me  feaw  names/'  cried  the 
enraged  hostess,  laying  on  with  greater  füry. 

"  Help !  help !"  roared  Potts. 

Ai  this  Äoment  Nicholas  retumed'from  the  stables,  and,  seeing 
liow  tnatters  stood,  flew  to  the  attomey's  assiötance. 

"  Come,  come,  Bess,"  he  cried,  laying  hold  of  her  arm,  "  you've 
giten  hbn  enough.  What  has  Master  Potts  been  about  ?  Not 
ibii^ting  yoü,  1  hope  ?'' 

"  Neaw,  ey'd  tak  keare  he  didna  do  llhat,  sqnoire,"  replied  the 
hostess.  "  Ey  towd  him  he'd  get  nowt  böh  ele  here,  an*  he  made 
free  wi*  t'  wine  bottle,  so  ey  bronght  down  V  whip  jist  to  teach 
him  manners." 

"Yon  teäch  toe!  yoti  ignorant  and  insolent  hussy,"  cried 
Potts,  furiously ;  "  do  you  think  I*m  to  be  taught  manners  by 
an  overgrown  Lancalähire  witch  like  yon  ?  I'll  teach  you  what 
ft  Is  *to  »asöatilt  a  gentleman.  I*Il  prefer  an  instant  complaint 
ttg&iiist  yon  to  my  isingular  good  friend  and  dient,  Master 
Eoger,  who  is  in  yotar  honse,  and  you*fl  soon  find  whom  you've 
«gcyt  ±0  'dfeal  With " 

"Harry — kem~eawt  !**  exclaimed  Bess;  "who  con  it  be? 
ißy  took  yo  to*  one  o*  t*  grooms,  mon." 

"IHre  and  fm^y'!"  exclöiimed  Potts;  "this  is  intolerable. 
Äa-störNowell'shallleft  you  know  who  I  am,  woman.** 

"Nay,  I'H  teil  you,  Bess,"  iriterposed  Nicholas,  laughing. 
"This  little  gentleman  is  a  London  lawyer,  who  is  going  to 
Ston^  Lee  on  business  with  Master  Roger  Nowell.  Unluckily 
he  got  pitched  into  a  qtiagürire  in  Read  Park,  and  that  is  the 
Tfeason  why  his  coißitenance  and  habiliments  have  got  begrimed." 

"  Eigh !  »et  thöWt  ^he  wur  i'  a  strawnge  fettle,'*  replied  Bess  ; 
**  an*  so  he  be  a  lawyer  fro*  Lunnon,  eh  ?  Weel,**  she  added, 
laughing,  and  displaying  twp  i^anges  of  very  white  teeth,  "  he*ll 
i?eioember  Bess  Whitakör,  t'  next  time  he  comes  to  Pendle 
Forest.** 

"  An  1  she*ll  remember  me,"  öaid  Potts.  • 
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*'  Neaw  more  sawce,  mon,"  cried  Bess ;  "  or  e/n  raddle  thy 
boans  again." 

"  No  you  won't,  woman,"  cried  Potts,  snatching  up  bis  horse- 
wliip,  which  lie  had  dropped  in  the  previous  scuffle,  and  braiu 
dishing  it  fiercely.     "  I  dare  you  to  touoh  me." 

Nichölas  was  obliged  once  more  to  interfere,  and  as  he  passed 
bis  arms  round  the  hostess's  waist,  he  thought  a  kiss  might  tend 
to  bring  matters  to  a  peaceable  issue,  so  he  took  one. 

"  Ha'  done  wi'  ye,  squoire,"  cried  Bess,  who,  however,  did  not 
look  very  seriously  offended  by  the  liberty. 

"  By  my  &iith  !  your  lips  are  so  sweet  that  I  must  have  an- 
other,"  cried  Nichölas.  "  I  teil  you  what,  Bess,  you*re  the 
finest  woman  in  Lancashire,  and  you  owe  it  to  the  counly  to  get 
married." 

"Whoy  so?"  Said  Bess. 

"  Because  it  would  be  a  pity  to  lose  the  breed,"  replied  Ni- 
chölas. "  Whal  say  you  to  Master  Potts,  there  ?  Will  he^uit 
you  ?" 

"  He — ^pooh !  Do  you  think  ey'd  put  up  wi'  sich  powsement 
OS  he  !  Neaw.  When  Bess  Whitaker,  the  lonleydey  o'  Gold- 
shey,  weds,  it  ahan  be  to  a  mon,  and  n^h  to  a  xd  Jy/ommer." 

"  Bravely  resolved,  Bess,"  cried  Nichölas.  "  You  deserve  an- 
other  kiss  for  your  spirit." 

"  Ha'  done,  ey  say,"  cried  Bess,  deahng  him  a  gentle  tap  that 
sounded  very  much  like  a  buffet.  "  See  how  yon  jobberknow  is 
grinning  at  ye." 

"Jobberknow  and  ninny-hammer,"  cried  Potts,  furiously; 
"  really,  woman,  I  cannot  permit  such  names  to  be  applied  to 
me." 

"Os  yo  please,  boh  ey'st  gi'  ye  nah  better,"  rejoined  the 
hostess. 

" Come,  Bess,  a  truce  to  this,"  observed  Nichölas ;  "the  eggs 
and  bacon  are  spoiling,  and  I'm  dying  with  hunger.  There — 
there,"  he  added,  clapping  her  on  the  Shoulder,  "  set  the  dish 
before  us,  that's  a  good  soul — a  couple  of  plates,  some  oat  cakes 
and  butter,  and  we  shall  do." 

And  whüe  Bess  attended  to  these  requirements,  he  observed, 
'"  This  sudden  seizure  of  poor  John  Law  is  a  bad  business." 

"  'Deed  on  it  is,  squoire,"  replied  Bess ;  "  ey  wur  quite  gloppint 
-at  seet  on  him.  Lorjus  o'  me  !  whoy,  it's  scareely  an  hour  sin 
♦he  löf t  here,  looking  os  streng  an'  os  'earty  os  yersel.  Boh  it's  a 
'kazzardly  onsartin  loife  we  lead.  *  Here  to-day  an'  gone  the 
morrow,'  as  Parson  Houlden  says.     Wall-a-day  V* 
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"  True,  tinie,  Bess,"  repliQ^  the  squire ;  "  and  tlie  best  plan, 
iherefore,  is,  to  make  the  most  of  the  passing  moment.  So 
brew  US  each  a  lustj  pottle  of  sack,  and  fiy  us  some  more  eggs 
and  bacon." 

And  while  the  hostess  proceeded  to  prepare  tbe  sack,  Potts 
remarked  to  Nicholas,  "  I  have  got  anotlier  case  of  witchcraft, 
squire.    Mary  Baldwyn,  the  niiller*s  daughter,  of  Eough  Lee." 

"  Indeed !"  exclaimed  Nicholas.   "  What,  is  the  poor  girl  be- 

witched  ?" 

"  Bewitched  to  death — that's  all,"  said  Potts. 

"  Eigh — ^poor  Meary  !  hoo's  to  be  buried  here  this  momin',' 
observed  Bess,  emptying  the  bottle  of  sherris  into  a  pot,  and 
placing  the  latter  on  the  fire. 

"And  you  think  she  was  forespoken?"  said  Nicholas,  ad- 
dressing  her. 

"  FoUc  sayn  so,"  replied  Bess  ;  "  boh  I'd  leyther  howd  my  tung 
about  it." 

"  Then  I  suppose  you  pay  tribute  to  Mother  Chattox,  hostess  ?" 
cried  Potts ;  "  butter,  eggs,  and  milk  from  the  f arm,  ale  and 
wine  from  the  cellar,  with  a  flitch  of  bacon  now  and  then,  ey  ?" 

"  Nay,  by  th'  maskins !  ey  gi'  her  nowt,"  cried  Bess. 

"  Then  you  bribe  Mother  Demdike,  and  that  comes  to  the 
same  thing,"  said  Potts. 

"Weel,  ye're  neaw  so  für  fro'  t'  mark  this  time,"  replied 
Bess,  adding  eggs,  sugar,  and  spiee  to  the  now  boiling  wine, 
and  stirring  up  the  Compound. 

"  I  wonder  where  your  brother,  the  reeve  of  the  forest,  can  be, 
Master  Potts  !"  observed  Nicholas.  "  I  did  not  see  either  him  or 
his  horse  at  the  stables." 

"  Perhaps  the  arch  impostor  has  taken  himself  off  altogether," 
said  Potts  ;  "  and,  if  so,  I  shall  be  sorry,  f or  I  have  not  done 
with  him." 

The  sack  was  now  set  before  them,  and  pronounced  excellent, 
and  while  they  were  engaged  in  discussing  it,  together  with  a 
fresh  supply  of  eggs  and  bacon,  f ried  by  the  kitchen  wench. 
Boger  Nowell  came  out  of  the  inner  room,  accompanied  by 
Bichard  and  the  chirurgeon. 

"  Well,  Master  Sudall,  how  goes  on  your  patient  ?"  inquired 
Nicholas,  of  the  latter. 

I*  Much  more  favourably  than  I  expected,  squire,"  replied  the 
chirurgeon.  "  He  will  be  better  left  alone  f or  awhile ;  and,  as 
I  shall  not  quit  the  viUage  tili  evening,  I  shall  be  able  to  look 
well  after  hun." 
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*'  Tou  think  the  attack  occasioned  by  witchcraft,  of  course 
BIT  ?"  Said  Potts. 

*'  The  poor  fellow  afi&nus  it  to  be  so,  but  I  can  giye  no 
opinion,"  replied  Sudall,  evasively. 

'*  You  must  make  up  your  mind  as  to  the  matter,  for  I  think 
it  riglit  to  teU  you,  your  evidence  will  be  required,"  said  Potts. 
"  Perbaps,  you  may  bave  seen  poor  Mary  Baldwyn,  the  miller's 
daughter,  of  Eough  Lee,  and  can  speak  more  positiyely  as  to 
her  case." 

''  I  can,  sir,"  replied  the  chirurgeon,  seating  himself  beside 
Potts,  while  Eoger  Nowell  and  Richard  placed  themselyes  on 
the  opposite  side  of  the  table.  '*  This  is  the  case  I  referred  to  a 
Short  time  ago,  when  answering  your  inquiries  on  the  same  sub- 
ject,  Master  Bichard,  and  a  most  afiELicting  one  it  is.  But  you 
shall  have  the  particulars.  Six  months  ago,  Mary  Baldwyn 
was  as  lovely  and  blooming  a  lass  as  could  be  seen,  the  joy  of 
her  widowed  father's  heart.  A  hot-headed  obstinate  man  is 
Itichard  Baldwyn,  and  he  was  unwise  enough  to  incur  the  dis- 
pleasure  of  Mother  Demdike,  by  f avouring  her  rival,  old  Chattos, 
to  whom  he  gave  flour  and  meal,  while  he  refused  the  same 
tribute  to  the  other.  The  first  time  Mother  Demdike  wa«  di». 
missed  without  the  customary  dole,  one  of  his  millstones  broke, 
and,  instead  of  taking  this  as  a  waming,  he  became  more  obsti- 
nate. She  came  a  second  time,  and  he  sent  her  away  with  curses. 
Then  all  his  flour  grew  damp  and  musty,  and  no  one  would  buy 
it.  Still  he  remained  obstinate,  and,  when  she  appeared  again, 
he  would  have  laid  hands  upon  her.  But  she  raised  her  stafE, 
and  the  blows  feil  short.  *  I  have  given  thee  two  wamings, 
Eichard,'  she  said,  *  and  thou  hast  paid  no  heed  to  them.  Now 
I  will  make  thee  smart,  lad,  in  right  eamest.  That  which  thou 
lovest  best  thou  shalt  lose.'  Upon  this,  bethinking  him  that  the 
dearest  thing  he  had  in  the  world  was  his  daughter,  Mary,  and 
afraid  of  härm  happening  to  her,  Bichard  would  fain  have  made 
up  his  quarrel  with  the  old  witch :  but  it  had  now  gone  too  far, 
and  she  would  not  listen  to  him,  but  uttering  some  words,  with 
which  the  name  of  the  girl  was  mingled,  shook  her  stafE  at  the 
house  and  departed.  The  next  day  poor  Mary  was  taken  ill, 
and  her  f ather,  in  despair,  applied  to  old  Chattox,  who  promised 
him  help,  and  did  her  best,  I  make  no  doubt — for  she  would 
have  wilHngly  thwarted  her  rival,  and  robbed  her  of  her  prey ; 
l)ut  the  latter  was  too  streng  for  her,  and  the  hapless  victim  got 
daily  worse  and  worse.  Her  blooming  cheek  grew  white  and 
Jiollow,  her  dark  eyes  glistened  with  un^turs^l  lustre^  «äjä  >ä3oft 
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was  Seen  no  more  on  tlie  banks  of  Pendle  Water.  Before  tlus 
my  aid  had  been  called  in  by  the  afflicted  f  ather — and  I  did-  aH 
I  conld: — ^but  I  knew  she  would  die^— and  I  told  him  so.  T^e 
information  I  feared  had  killed  him,  for  he  feil  down  Miss  a 
0tone — and  I  repented  having  spoken>  However,  he  recovered, 
and  made  a  last  appeal  to  Mother  Demdik«;  bat  the  tmrelentkig 
hatg  derided  him  and  cursed  him,  telling  hun  if  he  brought  her 
all  his  mill  contained,  and  add^ed  to  tha;t  aü  his  substanoe,:  s^ 
woTild  not  spare  his  child.  He  retumed  heart-broken,  and  never 
qvdtfced  the  poor  girl's  bedside  tili  she  breathed  her  last." 

•*  Poor  Ruchot !  Robb'd-  o'  his  ownly  dowter — aai'  neaw  woife 
to  cheer  him !  Ey  pity  him  fro*  t'  bottom  o'  my  heart,"  said 
Bloss,  "(i^ose  tears  had'  flowed  freely  duaring  the  nanation^ 

.  **H»  is  well-nigh  crazed  with  grief,"  said  the  ohirurgeon.     "  I 
lope  he  will  commit  no  rash  act." 

Expressions  of  deep  commdseration  for  the  nntimely  death  of 
the  tniller's  diaughter  had  been  uttered  by  all  the  pao^ty,  and 
they  were  taUdng  over  the  stränge  cireumstances  attending^  it, 
#hen  they  were  roused  by  the  trampling  of  horses'  f eet  at  the 
dk>or,  and  the  moment  after,  a  middle-a^ed  man,  clad  in  deep 
monming,  but  put  on  in  a  manner  that  betrayed  the  disorder  of 
Mb  mind,  entered  the  house.  His  looks  were  wild  and  frenzied, 
his  cheeks  haggard,  and  he  rushed  into  the  room  so  abruptly 
i^ämt  he  did  not  at  first  observe  the  Company  assembled. 

**  Why,  Richard  Baldwyn,  is  that  you  ?"  cried  the  chirurgeon. 
•  **  What !  is  this  the  f ather  ?"  exclaimed  Potts,  taking  ont  hds 
m<emorandtim-book ;  "  I  must  prepare  to  interrogate  him." 

"  Sit  thee  down,  Rnchot — sit  thee  down,  mon,"  said  Bess, 
taking  his  hand  kindly,  and  leading  him^  to  a  bench.  ^  Oon  ey 
get  thee  onny  thing  ?" 

"  Neaw — ^neaw,  JsesB"  röplied  the  miller ;  "  ey  ha'  lost  aw  ey 
-iraHied  i'  this  warlt,  an'  ey  care  na  how  soon  ey  qnit  it  mysei." 

''  Neigh,  danna  talk  on  thns,^  ßuchot,"  said  Bess,  in  accents  o£ 
i^ncere  sympathy.  "  Theaw  win  üve  to  see  happier  an'  brigbter 
feys." 

"  Ey  win  lire  to  be  revenged,  Bess,"  cried  the  miüer,  rising  snd- 
denly,  and  stamping  his  foot  on  the  groimd — "  that  accnrsed 
Witch  has  robbed  me  o'  my  'eart's  cbief  treasure — hoo  has 
<Shished  a  poor  innocent  os  never  injnred  her  i'  thowt  or  deed — 
an'  has  strack  the  heayiest  blow  that  could  be  dealt  me ;  bnt 
ty  the  heaven  above  ns  ey  win  requite  her !  A  feyther's  deep 
ittf  lasting  ciinse  leet  on  her  guilt^  heoad,  an'  on  those  of  aw 
^er  accursed  race.  Nah  rest,  neet  nor  day,  win  ey  know,  tili  ey 
ha'  brought  em  to  the  stake." 
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^Bight — ^right — mj  good  friend^an  e3;c«ltettt  resoluitcH»-^ 
Ixcing  Üx^SBX  to  the  atake !''  cried  Potts. 

Bat  bis  euthusiasBi.  was  suddealj  cheeked  hj  obserrmg  tiMi 
ireere  of  the  forest  peepuig  ixom  belund  tbs.  wainscot,  boA 
earoefirtljr  vegasding  tla^o  imller,  and  he  called.  tb^  attentio]»  of  Um 
h(ti^  to  hii».. 

Eichard  Baldwyn  meehameally  lotUovwed  the  ex|KvessiTe  ffe»* 
tiwes  of  the  attoraey-^-but  he  saw  «q  on^^  tor  the  leeve  lad 
diüippeared. 

Ibe  mcident  passed  uimotioed  bj  the«  others^  who  had  been 
ioQ  deeplj  Baiored  bj  poov  BaUiwju's  outburst  oi  grief  to  pajr 
atteititiioB  to  it. 

Aft<^  a  Kttle  wbüe  Bess  Whitaker  snoceeded  in  preTaüüi^ 
n^eoi  tiie  wllar  to  sät  daw»,  asld  when  he  became  mo«e  con^ 
|iosed>  he  tc^  her  that  the  f  uneral  parocesfidon,  ooxusistiog  of  boom 
d  hia  «eighboüir»  who  had  nndertaken  to  attei^d  his  ill-*&ted 
dtooi^ter  to  her  last  home,  was  cenung  ixom  Bough  Lee  to 
CMdshaw»  but  that,  nnable  to  bear  tlitösa  eompanj»  he  had 
riddeA  oft  bjhimself.  It  appeared  also,  Ircaa  his  muttered 
tfanal«»  that  he  had  xneditatod  sonae  wild  proj.ect  oi  veivgeance 
against  Mother  Demdike,  which  he  intended  to  put  lato  execi»- 
tion  betöre  the  daj  was  orer ;  büKt  Master  Potts  e^deaYoured  to 
dkmoade  him  f rom  thv9  oonrse^  asauring  hiia  that  the  laost  oer- 
tain  and  efficacious  mode  of  reyeVige  he  could  adopt  would  be 
threugh  the  BoMLum  o£  the  law»  aad  that  he  would  giye  him  his 
best,  adyiee  and  assästance  i«  the  matter.  While  they  were 
taUdag  thus^  the  bell  begaa  to  toU,  and  everj  stroke  seemed  tq 
^rate  throiügh  the  heart  of  the  afflieted  f  ather,  who  was  at  last 
so  OTerpowerad  bj  grief,  that  the  hoetesa  dee»ied  it  expedient  to 
lead  him  into  an  inner  room,  where  he  might  indulge  his  Siorrow 
ixaebeerTed. 

Without  awaiting  the  vm»  d  this  painfid  scene^  Biohard^ 
who  was  much  afEected  bj  it»  went  fortb,  and  taking  his  horae 
from  the  stable,  with  the  intention  of  rkbng  ein  »lowl^  before 
the  others,  led  the  aniiaal  towards  the  chnrchyard.  When 
within  a  short  dis^noe  of  the  gvej  old  f abrie  he  paused^  Tüh» 
bell  contijiued  to  toll  moumfullj,  and  deepened  the  melaneholj 
hne  of  his  thoughts.  The  sad  tale  he  had  heard  held  possession 
of  his  mind,  and  while  he  pitied  poor  Mary  Baldwyn,  he  begaa 
to  ^tertain  apprehensions  that  Alicen  might  meet  a  similar 
i9^^  So  many  stränge  eircnmstances  had  taken  plaee  during 
the  moming's  ride ;  he  had  listened  to  so  many  dismal  relation% 
thaj^  ^upled  with  the  dark  and  mysterious  eyents  of  the  pre- 
vious  night,  he  was  qnite  bewildered,  and  feit  oppressed  as  if  by 
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a  hideous  nightmare,  which  it  was  impossible  to  shake  off.  He 
thought  of  Mothers  Demdike  and  Chattox.  Could  these  dread 
beings  be  permitted  to  exercise  such  baneful  influence  over  man- 
kind?  Witt  all  the  apparent  proofs  of  their  power  he  had 
received,  he  still  stroTe  to  doubt,  and  to  persuade  himself  that 
the  varioTis  cases  of  witchcraft  described  to  him  were  only  held 
to  be  such  by  the  timid  and  the  credulous. 

Füll  of  these  meditations,  he  tied  his  horse  to  a  tree  and 
entered  the  churchyard,  and  while  pursuing  a  path  shaded  by  a 
row  of  young  lune-trees  leading  to  the  porch,  he  perceived  at 
a  little  distance  from  him,  near  the  cross  erected  by  Abbot 
Cliderhow,  two  persons  who  attracted  his  attention.  One  was 
the  sexton,  who  was  now  deep  in  the  grave ;  and  the  other  an 
old  woman  with  her  back  towards  him.  Seither  had  remarked 
his  approach,  and,  influenced  by  an  unaccoimtable  feeling  of 
curiosity,  he  stood  still  to  watch  their  proceedings.  Presently, 
the  sexton,  who  was  shovelling  out  the  mould,  paused  in  lus 
task;  and  the  old  woman,  in  a  hoarse  voice,  which  seemed 
familiär  to  the  listener,  said,  "  What  hast  found,  Zachariah  ?" 

"That  which  yo  lack  mother,"  repliedthe  sexton,  "a  mazzard 
wi'  aw  th'  teeth  in't.'* 

"  Pluck  out  eight,  and  give  them  me,"  replied  the  hag. 

And,  as  the  sexton  complied  with  her  injunction,  she  added, 
"  Now  I  must  have  three  scalps." 

"  Here  they  be,  mother,"  replied  Zachariah,  uncovering  a  heap 
of  mould  with  his  spade.  "  Two  brain-pans  bleached  loike  snow, 
and  the  third  wi'  more  hewr  on  it  than  ey  ha'  o'  my  own  sconce. 
Fro*  its  size  an'  shape  ey  should  tak  it  to  be  a  female.  Ey  ha* 
laid  these  three  skulls  aside  fo*  ye.  Whot  dun  yo  mean  to  do 
wi'  em  ?" 

"  Question  me  not,  Zachariah,"  said  the  hag,  sternly :  "  now 
give  me  some  pieces  of  the  mouldering  coflBji,  and  fill  this  box 
with  the  dust  of  the  corpse  it  contained." 

The  sexton  complied  with  her  request. 

"  Now  yo  ha'  getten  aw  yo  seek,  mother,"  he  said,  "  ey  wad 
pray  you  to  tay  your  departure,  fo'  the  berrin  folk  win  be  here 
presently." 

"  I'm  going,"  replied  the  hag,  "  but  first  I  must  have  my 
funeral  ntes  performed — ^ha !  ha !  Bury  this  f or  me,  Zachariah," 
she  said,  giving  him  a  small  clay  figure.  "  Bury  it  deep,  and  as 
it  moulders  away,  may  she  it  represents  pine  and  wither,  tili  she 
come  to  the  grave  likewise !" 

"An'  whoam  doth  it  represent^  mother?"  asked  the  sexton. 
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-regarding  the  Image  with  curiosity.     "Ey  dunna  knoa  the 
ieace." 

"  How  should  you  know  it,  fool,  since  you  have  never  seen  her 
in  whose  likeness  it  is  made  ?"  replied  the  hag.  "  She  is  con- 
nected with  the  race  I  hate." 

"  Wi'  the  Demdikes  ?"  inquired  the  sexton. 

"  Ay,"  replied  the  hag,  "  with  the  Demdikes.  She  passes  for 
one  of  them — ^but  she  is  not  of  them.  Nevertheless,  I  hate  her 
as  though  she  were." 

"  Yo  dmma  mean  AJtizon  Device  ?"  said  the  sexton.  "  Ey  ha' 
heerd  say  hoo  be  varry  comely  an*  kind-hearted,  an*  ey  should 
be  sorry  onny  härm  befeil  her." 

"  Mary  Baädwyn,  who  will  soon  lie  there,  was  quite  as  comely 
and  kind-hearted  as  Alizon,"  cried  the  hag,  "  and  yet  Mother 
Demdike  had  no  pity  on  her." 

"  An'  that*s  true,"  replied  the  sexton.  "  Weel,  weel ;  ey'n  do 
your  bidding." 

"  Hold !"  exclaimed  Richard,  stepping  f orward.  "  I  will  not 
suffer  this  abomination  to  be  practised.*' 

"  Who  is  it  speaks  to  me  ?*'  cried  the  hag,  tuming  round,  and 
disclosing  the  hideous  countenance  of  Mother  Chattox.  "  The 
voice  is  that  of  Eichard  Assheton." 

"  It  is  Eichard  Assheton  who  speaks,"  cried  the  young  man, 
"  and  I  command  you  to  desist  from  this  wickedness.  Give  me 
that  clay  image,"  he  cried,  snatching  it  from  the  sexton,  and 
trampling  it  to  dust  beneath  his  feet.  "Thus  I  destroy  thy 
impious  handiwork,  and  defeat  thy  evil  intentions.*' 

"  Ah !  think'st thou  so,  lad  ?"  rejoined  Mother  Cliattox.  "Thou 
wilt  find  thy  seif  mistaken.  My  curse  has  already  alighted  upon 
thee,  and  it  shall  work.  Thou  lov*st  Alizon.  I  know  it.  But 
she  shall  never  be  thine.     Now,  go  thy  ways." 

"  I  will  go,"  replied  Eichard,  "  but  you  shall  come  with  me, 
woman.*' 

"  Dare  you  lay  hands  on  me  ?"  screamed  the  hag. 

"  Nay,  let  her  be,  mester,"  interposed  the  sexton,  "yo  had 
better." 

"  You  are  as  bad  as  she  is,'*  said  Eichard,  "  and  deserve  equal 
punishment.  You  escaped  yesterday  at  Whalley,  old  woman,  but 
you  shall  not  escape  me  now." 

"  Be  not  too  sure  of  that,"  cried  the  hag,  disablrng  him  for 
the  moment,  by  a  severe  blow  on  the  arm  from  her  staff .  And 
shuffling  off  with  an  agility  which  could  scarcely  have  been 
expected  from  her,  she  passed  through  a  gate  near  her,  and  dis« 
appeared  behind  a  high  wall. 
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Ricliard  would  have  f oUowed,  bnt  he  woä  detained  hj^  iäwt 
sexton,  who  besought  him,  as  he  valued  his  life,  not  to  interfioB«^ 
and  when  at  last  he  broke  away  from  the  old  man,  hß  couM  see 
nothing  of  her,  and  only  heard  the  sonnd  of  horses'  feet  ia  thi 
distance.  Either  his  eyes  deceived  him,  or  at  a  tiiiis»  in  iäm 
Woody  lane  sldrting  the  church  he  dssseried  thereevo'  of  the  forest 
^alloping  off  with  the  old  womaasa  behiad  him.  Tbis  liane  led 
towardä  Rough  Lee,  and  without  a  moinendi*»  hesitatioa  Ekhaed 
flew  to  the  spot  where  he  had  left  his  horse,  aoid,  moumtin^  Ham, 
rode  swiftly  along  it. 


YI. 


THB  tbmptation;. 


Shobtlt  affcer  Eichard's  departure,  a  roimd^  rosy-&ced  per- 
sonage,  whose  rujsty  black  cassock,  hastily  hnddled  over  a  Ssujck 
riding-dress,  proclaimed  him  a  chnrcbman,  entered  the  hostel. 
This  was  the  rector  of  Goldshaw,  Pärson  Holden,  a  very  worthy 
little  man,  though  rather,  perhaps,  too  fond  of  the  spoFts  of  the 
field  and  the  bettle.  To  Roger  Nowell  and  Nicholas  Ästeten 
he  was  of  conrse  well  known,  and  was  much  esteenißd  by  the 
latter,  often  riding  over  to  himt  and  fish,  or  caronse,  at  Down- 
ham.  Pärson  Holden  had  been  sent  for  by  Bess  to  administer 
Spiritual  consolation  to  poor  Eichard  Baldwyn,  who  she  thought 
stood  in  need  of  it,  and  having  respectfully  saluted  the  magis- 
trate,  of  whom  he  stood  somewhat  in  awe,  and  shakepo.  hands 
cordially  with  Nicholas,  whp  was  delighted  to  see  him,  he 
repaired  to  the  inner  room,  promising  to  come  back  speedily. 
And  he  kept  his  word;  for  m  less  than  five  mintites  he.  re- 
appeared  with  the  satis&iCtory  intelligence  that  the  afflicted 
milLer  was  considerabiy  calmer,  and  had  listened  to  his  counsels 
«with  much  edification. 

''Take  him  a  glass  of  aquavitse,  Bess,"  he  said  to  the  hostess. 
*  He  is  evidently  a  eup  too  low,  and  will  be  the  better  for  it. 
Strong  water  is  a  specific  I  always  recommend  luxder  such  ohr- 
cumstances,  Master  Sudall,  and  indeed  adopt  myseH,  and  I  am 
sure  jou  will  approve  of  it.    Harkee,  Bess,    when  you  bare 
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sdniatered  to  poor  Baldwyn'a  wants,  I  must  crave  your  attenticm 
to  mj  own,  and  beg  you  to  fill  me  a  tankard  with  your  oldesfe 
ale,  and  toast  me  an  oatcake  to  eat  with  it.  I  must  keep  up  vof 
s^irits,  worthy  sir,"  he  added  to  Bbger  Nowell,  "  for  I  have  ä 
painftd  duty  to  perf orm.  I  do  not  Imow  when  I  have  been  more 
diocked  thaii  by  the  deatb  of  poor  Mary  Baldwyn.  A  fair  ßbwegy 
and  early  nipped." 

"  Nipped,  indeed,  if  all  ttb  have  heard  be  correct,"  rejome«l 
Iffow^n.  '^  The  forest  is  in  a  sad  state,  rererend  sir.  It  woubi 
seem  as  if  the  enemy  of  mankmd,  by  means  of  his  abominabte 
agents,  were  permitted  to  exercise  imcontrolled  dominion  ove» 
it.  I  must  needs  say,  the  forlom  condition  of  the  people  reflects 
fittle  credit  on  those  who  have  them  m  Charge.  The  powero  ot 
darkness  conM  never  have  prevailed  to-  such  an  extent  if  dulf 
reaisted.'* 

**  I  lament  to  hear  you  say  so,  good  Master  Nowell,"  repfiedl 
the  rector.  "  I  have  done  my  best,  I  assure  you,  to  keep  ray 
small  and  widely-scattered  flock  together,  andto  save  them  from 
the  ravening  wolves  and  cunning  foxes  that  infest  the  country ; 
and  if  now  and  then  some  sheep  have  gone  astray,  or  a  poor 
lamb,  as  in  the  instance  of  Mary  Baldwyn,  hath  fallen  a  yictim^ 
I  am  scarcely  to  blame  for  the  mischance.  Bather  let  me  say, 
sir,  that  you,  as  an  active  and  zealous  magistrate,  should  take 
the  matter  in  hand,  and  by  severe  dealing  with  the  off  enders, 
»rrest  the  progress  of  the  evil.  No  defence,  spiritual  or  other- 
wise,  as  yet  set  up  against  them,  has  proved  efPectual.'*^ 

"  Justly  remarked,  reverend  sir,"  observed  Potts,  lookm^  up 
from  the  memorandum  book  in  which  he  was  writiag,  "  asd  I 
am  sure  your  advice  will  not  be  lost  upon  Master  Boger  NoweH. 
As  regards  the  persons  who  may  be  affikted  by  witeh^raft,  hath 
not  our  sagacious  m<»iarch  observed,  that  *■  There  are  three  kind 
of  f olks  who  may  be  tempted  or  troubled  :  the  widred  for  their 
horrible  sins,  to  punish  them  in  the  like  measure ;  the  godly 
that  are  sleeping  in  any  great  sins  or  infirmities,  and  weaknes$ 
in  f aith,  to  waken  them  up  the  faster  by  such  an  uncouth  form ; 
and  even  some  of  the  best,  that  their  patience  may  be  trifed 
before  the  world,  as  Job's  was  tried.  For  why  may  ne*  God 
use  any  kind  of  extraordinary  punishment,  when  it  pleases  Hii», 
as  well  as  the  ordinary  rods  of  sickness,  or  other  adversitifes?*^'.* 

"  Very  true,  sir,**  repBed  Holden.  **  Aad  we  are  under going 
this  severe  trial  now.     JcMrtunate  are  they  who  profit  by  it !" 

"  Hear  what  is  said  faarther,  sir,  by  the  king,**  pursued  Pötts 
"  *  No  man,'  deolares  that  wise  prince,  'ooght  to  ]jre«umft  ^^iast 
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as  to  promise  any  impunity  to  himself .'  But  further  on  lie  gives 
US  courage,  for  he  adds,  *  and  yet  we  ought  not  to  be  afraid  f or 
that,  of  anything  that  the  devil  and  bis  wicked  instrumenta  can 
do  against  us,  for  we  daily  fight  against  him  in  a  hundred  other 
ways,  and  theref ore  as  a  valiant  captain  afErays  no  more  being 
at  the  combat,  nor  stays  from  his  purpose  for  the  rummishing 
shot  of  a  cannon  nor  the  small  clack  of  a  pistolet ;  not  being 
certain  what  may  light  on  him  ;  even  so  ought  we  boldly  to  go 
f orward  in  fighting  against  the  devil  without  any  greater  terror, 
for  these  his  rarest  weapons,  than  the  ordinary,  whereof  we 
have  daily  the  proof.* " 

"  His  majesty  is  quite  right,"  observed  Holden,  "  and  I  am 
glad  to  hear  his  convincing  words  so  judiciously  cited.  I  myself 
have  no  fear  of  these  wicked  Instruments  of  Satan." 

"  In  what  manner,  may  I  ask,  have  you  proved  your  courage, 
SIT?"  inquired  Roger  NoweU.  "Have  you  preached  against 
them,  and  denounced  their  wickedness,  menacing  them  with  the 
thunders  of  the  Church  ?" 

"  I  cannot  say  I  have,"  replied  Holden,  rather  abashed,  "  but 
I  shall  henceforth  adopt  a  very  different  course. — ^Ah  !  here 
comes  the  ale !"  he  added,  takmg  the  foaming  tankard  from 
Bess ;  "  this  is  the  best  cordial  wherewith  to  sustain  one's 
courage  in  these  trying  times." 

"  Some  remedy  must  be  found  for  this  intolerable  grievance," 
observed  Roger  Nowell,  after  a  f ew  moments*  reflection.  "  Tül 
this  moming  I  was  not  aware  of  the  extent  of  the  evil,  but 
supposed  that  the  two  malignant  hags  who  seem  to  reign 
supreme  here,  confined  their  Operations  to  blighting  com, 
maiming  cattle,  tuming  milk  sour;  and  even  these  reports  I 
fancied  were  greatly  exaggerated ;  but  I  now  find,  from  what  I 
have  Seen  at  Sabden  and  elsewhere,  that  they  f aU  very  f ar  short 
of  the  reality." 

"  It  would  be  difficult  to  increase  the  darkness  of  the 
picture,"  said  the  chirurgeon;  "but  what  remedy  will  you 
apply  ?" 

"  The  cautery,  sir,"  replied  Potts — "  the  actual  cautery — ^we 
will  bum  out  this  plague-spot.  The  two  old  hags  and  their 
noxious  brood  shall  be  brought  to  the  stake.  That  will  efEect  a 
radical  eure." 

"  It  may  when  it  is  accomplished,  but  I  fear  it  will  be  long  ere 
that  happens,"  replied  the  chirurgeon,  shaking  his  head  doubt- 
fuUy.  "Are  you  acquainted  with  ISiIother  Pemdike's  historjr, 
ßirF''  he  added  to  Pott». 
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"  In  paart,"  replied  the  attomey ;  "  but  I  shall  be  glad  to  hear 
anything  you  may  baye  to  bring  forward  on  the  subject." 

"The  peculiarity  in  her  case,"  observed  Sudall,  "and  the 
circumstaiice  distinguishing  her  dark  and  dread  career  from  that 
of  all  other  witches  iß,  that  it  has  been  shaped  out  by  deetiny. 
When  an  Infant,  a  malediction  was  pronounced  upon  her  head 
by  the  unf  ortunate  Abbot  Paslew.  She  is  also  the  off  spring  of 
a  man  reputed  to  have  bartered  his  soul  to  the  Enemy  of  Man- 
kind,  while  her  mother  was  a  witch.  Both  parents  perished 
lamentably,  about  the  time  of  Paslew's  execution  at  Whalley." 

"  It  is  a  pity  their  miserable  Infant  did  not  perish  with  them,** 
observed  Holden.  "  How  much  crime  and  misery  would  have 
beenspared!" 

"  It  was  otherwise  ordained,"  replied  Sudall.     "  Bereft  of  her 

Earents  in  this  way,  the  inf ant  was  taken  charge  of  and  reared 
y  Dame  Croft,  the  miller's  wife  of  WhaUey ;  but  even  in  those 
early  days  she  exhibited  such  a  malicious  and  vindictive  disposi- 
tion,  and  became  so  unmanageable,  that  the  good  dame  was  glad 
to  get  rid  of  her,  and  sent  her  into  the  forest,  where  she  f ound 
a  home  at  Eough  Lee,  then  occupied  by  Miles  Nutter,  the  grand- 
father  of  the  late  Eichard  Nutter." 

" Alia !"  exclaimed  Potts,  "was  Mother Demdike  so  early  con- 
nected with  that  f  amily  ?  I  must  make  a  note  of  that  circum- 
stance." 

"She  remained  at  Eough  Lee  for  some  y«ars,"  retumed 
Sudall,  "  and  though  accounted  of  an  ill  disposition,  there  was 
nothing  to  be  alleged  against  her  at  the  time;  though  after- 
wards,  it  was  said,  that  some  mishaps  that  befell  the  neighbours 
were  owitig  to  her  agency,  and  that  she  was  always  attended  by 
a  familiär  in  the  form  of  a  rat  or  a  mole.  Whether  this  were  so 
or  not,  I  cannot  say ;  but  it  is  certain  that  she  helped  Miles 
Nutter  to  get  rid  of  his  wife,  and  procured  him  a  second  spouse, 
in  retum  for  which  Services  he  bestowed  upon  her  an  old  ruined 
tower  on  his  domains." 

"You  mean  Malkin  Tower?"  said  Nicholas. 

"  Ay,  Malkin  Tower,"  replied  the  chirurgeon.  "  There  is  a 
legend  connected  with  that  structure,  which  I  will  relate  to  you 
anon,  .if  you  desire  it.  But  to  proceed.  Scarcely  had  Bess 
Demdike  taken  up  her  abode  in  this  lone  tower,  than  it  began  to 
be  rumoured  that  she  was  a  witch,  and  attended  sabbaths  on 
the  summit  of  Pendle  Hill,  and  on  Eimington  Moor.  Few 
would  consort  with  her,  and  ill  luck  invariably  attended  those 
with  whom  she  quarrelled.    Though  of  hideous  and  fonbidäifi^ 
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BBpeot,  and  with  one  eye  lower  «et  than  tbe  other,  «he  liad 
subtlety  enough  to  indnce  a  joinig  maai  mamed  Sotliemes  to 
^nany  »her,  and  two  ohildren,  a  «on  and  a  danghter,  were  the 
imit  of  the  union." 

"The  daughter I have  eeen  at  Whalley,"  abserved  Potts,  " but 
1  have  never  encounieTed  the  «son." 

**  *Chri«topher  Bemdike  stiü  üves,  I  »heüeve,"  replied  the 
'ohiFargeon,  ''-thongh  what  has  beoome  of  him  I  knaw  not,  for 
loB  hae  quitted  these  parts.  Me  ds  «bs  ilUreputed  as  »hismother, 
and  has  the  «ame  fitrange  and  dtearful  look  al^out  «the  e^B," 

*'  1 43hall  recognise  hhn  i£  I  «ee  him,"  observed  Potts. 

"  You  are  scarcely  likely  to  meet  him,"  retumed  Sudall,  "  for 
as  I  have  said,  he  has  left  the  forest.  But  to  retum  to  ^my 
«tory.  The  marriage  State  was  little  «uitable  i:o  iBess  il>emdike, 
and  in  ÜYe  yeavs  she  contrived  to  free  :herself  irom  «her  :htiäband'« 
'Yeätraint,  and  ruled  ailone  in  the  tower.  Her  malignant  influence 
now  began  to  be  feit  "throughout  the  whole  distriot,  and  by  dint 
'of  menaces  and  positive  acts  of  mischief,  she  eKtorted  all  she 
»eqnired.  Whosoever  refused  her  Tequest  speedily  experienced 
her  resentment.  "When  ehe  was  in  the  )fulness  of  her  power,  a 
rival  sprang  up  in  the  person  of  Aoane  Whittle,  since  known  iby 
the  name  of  Ohattos,  which  she  obtained  in  marriage,  and  this 
woman  disputed  OBess  Demdike's  supremacy.  Each  strove  to 
injure  the  adherents  of  her  rival — and  terrible  was  the  misohief 
"they  wrought.  In  the  end,  however,  Mother  Demdike  got  the 
Upper  band.  Years  have  «flown  over  .the  old  hag*B  head,  and  her 
guilty  career  has  been  hitherto  attended  with  impunity.  Plans 
^have  been  formed  to  bring  her  to  ijustice,  but  they  have  ever 
?failed.  And  so  in  ihe  oase  of  old  Ghattox.  Her  career  has 
been  as  'banefül  and  as  suceessful  as  that  of  Mother  Demdike:" 

"QBut  their  course  is  well-nigh  run,"  said  Potts,  "  andthe^time 
^is  come  ^or  ihe  extirpation  of  the  old  serpents." 

"  Ah !  who  is  that.at  the  window  ?"  cried  Sudall ;  "ibut  that 
you  are  sitting  near  me,  I  should  declare  you  were  looking  'in 
at  US." 

"  It  must  be  Maater  Potts's  brother,  the  reeve  of  the  forest," 
öbserved  !Nicholas,  with  a  laugh. 

"  Heed  him  not,"  cried'the  attomey,  angrily,  "  but  let  us  have 
^the  promised  legend  of  Malkin  Tower." 

"  Willingly !"  replied  the  chirurgeon.  "  But  before  I  begin, 
•I  must  recruit  myself  with  a  can  öf  ale." 

The  flagon  being  set  before  him,  Sudall  commenced  his  ßtory : 
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*'  On  Ühe  brow  of  a  Mgh  hill  forming  part  of  tlie  ränge  ^f 
l*endl6,  aaid  commanding  an  extensive  view  over  the  foreert;,  and 
the  wild  and  moxmtainous  region  around  it,  Stands  a  -stern  «oü- 
tary  tower.  Old  as  the  Anglo-Saxons,  and  bnilt  as  a  strong- 
lioid  by  WuMan,  a  Northmnbrian  tbane,  in  tbe  time  of  Edmund 
or  lEdred;  it  is  circular  in  form  and  venr  lofty,  and  serves  as  a 
landmark  to  the  country  roimd.  Placed  bign  up  in  tbe  build- 
ing,  the  door  was  formerly  reached  by  a  steep  night  of  stone 
Steps,  but  these  were  removed  some  fifty  or  sirfcy  years  ago  by 
Möther  Demdike,  and  a  ladder  capable  of  being  raised  or  let 
down  at  pleasure  substitnted  f or  them,  affording  the  only  appa- 
rent  means  of  entrance.  The  ?tower  is  otherwise  inaccessible, 
the  walls  being  of  immense  thickness,  with  no  window  lower 
than  five-and-twenty  feet  from  the  gronnd,  though  it  is  »thought 
there  must  be  a  secret  outlet ;  for  the  old  witch,  when  «he  wailts 
to  come  forth,  does  not  wait  for  the  ladder  to  be  let 'down.  But 
this  may  be  otherwise  explained.  Intemally  there  are  three 
fioors,  the  lowest  being  placed  on  a  level  with  the  door,  and  this 
is  the  apartment  chiefly  occupied  by  the  hag.  In  the  centre  öf 
this  room  is  a  trap-door  opening  upon  a  deep^vault,  which  forms 
the  basement  story  of  the  structure,  and  which  was  once  used  as 
a  dungeon,  but  is  now  tenanted,  it  is  said,'by  a  fiend,  Whocan 
be  summoned  by  the  witch  on  stamping  her  foot.  Eound  the 
room  runs  a  gallery  contrived  in  the  thickness  of  the  walk,  while 
the  Upper  Chambers  are  gained  by  a  secrelt  staircase,  and  closed 
by  movable  stones,  the  machinery  of  which  is  only  known  to 
the  inmate  of  the  tower.  AU  the  rooms  are  lighted  by  narrow 
loopholes.  Thus  you  will  see  that  the  fortress  is  stiU<capäble  of 
süstaining  a  siege,  and  old  Demdike  has  been  heard  todeclare 
that  she  would  hold  it  for  a  month  against  a  hundred  men. 
!Hitherto  it  häs  proved  impregnäble. 

"  On  the  Norman  Invasion,  Malkin  Tower  was  held  by  XJghtrefl, 
a  descendant  of  Wulstan,  who  kept  possession  of  Pendle  OPoiest 
and  the  hills  around  it,  and  successfully  resisted  the  aggressions 
of  the  conquerors.  His  enemies  affirmed  he  was  assisted  by  a 
demon,  whom  he  had  propitiated  by  some  fearful  sacrifice  made 
in  the  tower,  and  the  notion  seemed  bome  out  by  the  success 
ünif ormly  attending  bis  conflicts.  TJghtred's  prowesswas  stained 
by  cruelty  and  rapine.  Merciless  in  the  treatment  öf  his  cap'- 
'tives,  putting  them  to  death  by  horrible  tortures,  or  immuring 
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them  in  the  dark  and  noisome  dungeon  of  his  tower,  he  wooild 
hold  his  revels  over  their  heads,  and  deride  their  groans.  Heaps 
of  treasure,  obtained  by  pillage,  were  secured  by  bim  in  the 
tower.  From  his  frequent  acts  of  treachery,  and  the  many  fotd 
murderB  he  perpetrated,  Ughtred  was  styled  the  ^  Sconrge  of  the 
Normans/  For  a  long  period  he  enjoyed  complete  immunity 
from  pimishment ;  but  after  the  siege  of  York,  and  the  defeat 
of  the  insurgents,  his  destruction  was  vowed  by  Ilbert  de  Lacy, 
lord  of  Blackbumshire,  and  this  fierce  chieftain  set  fire  to  part 
of  the  forest  in  which  the  Saxon  thane  and  his  f ollowers  were 
concealed ;  drove  them  to  MaUdn  Tower ;  took  it  after  an 
obstinate  and  prolonged  defence,  and  considerable  loss  to  him- 
self ,  and  put  them  all  to  the  sword,  except  the  leader,  whom  he 
hanged  from  the  top  of  his  own  f ortress.  In  the  dungeon  were 
f  ound  many  carcases ;  and  the  greater  part  of  Ughtred's  treasure 
served  to  enrich  the  victor. 

"  Once  again,  in  the  reign  of  Henry  the  Sixth,  Malkin  Tower 
became  a  robber's  stronghold,  and  gave  protection  to  a  free- 
booter  named  Blackbum,  who,  with  a  band  of  darin  g  and  des- 
perate marauders,  took  aidvantage  of  the  troubled  state  of  the 

untry,  ravaged  it  far  and  wide,  and  committed  unheard  of 
atrocities,  even  levying  contributions  upon  the  abbeys  of 
WhaUey  and  Salley,  and  the  heads  of  these  religious  establish.- 
ments  were  glad  to  make  -terms  with  him  to  save  their  herds 
and  Stores,  the  rather  that  all  attempts  to  dislodge  bim  from 
'  his  mountain  fastness,  and  destfoy  his  band,  had  failed.  Black- 
bum seemed  to  enjoy  the  same  kind  of  protection  as  Ughtred, 
and  practised  the  same  atrocities,  torturing  and  imprisoning  his 
captives,  unless  they  were  heavily  ransomed.  He  also  led  a  life 
of  wildest  license,  and,  when  not  engaged  in  some  predatory 
exploit,  spent  his  time  in  carousing  with  his  foUowers. 

"  Upon  one  occasion  it  chanced  that  he  made  a  visit  in  disguise 
to  Wballey  Abbey,  and,  passing  the  little  hermitage  near  the 
church,  beheld  the  votaress  who  tenanted  it.  This  was  Isole  de 
Heton.  Ravished  by  her  wondrous  beauty,  Blackburn  soon 
found  an  opportunity  of  making  his  passion  known  to  her,  and 
his  handsome  though  fierce  lineaments  pleasing  her,  he  did  not 
long  sigb  in  vain.  He  frequently  visited  her  in  the  garb  of  a 
Cistercian  monk,  and,  being  taken  for  one  of  the  brethren,  his 
conduct  brought  great  scandal  upon  the  Abbey.  The  abandoned 
votaress  bore  him  a  daughter,  and  the  inf ant  was  conveyed  away 
1)y  the  lover,  and  placed  imder  the  eare  of  a  peasant's  wife,  at 
Barrowford.     From  that  cbild  sprung  Bess  Blackburn,  tho 
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mother  of  old  Demdike;  so  that  the  witqh  is  a  direct  descendant 
of  Isole  de  Heton. 

"  Notwithstanding  all  precautions,  Isole' s  dark  off ence  became 
known,  and  she  woiüd  have  paid  the  penalty  of  it  at  the  stake, 
if  she  had  not  fled.  In  scaling  Whalley  Nab,  in  the  woody 
heights  of  which  she  was  to  remain  concealed  tili  her  lover  conld 
come  to  her,  she  feU  from  a  rock,  shattering  her  limbs,  and  dis- 
figuring  her  features.  Some  say  she  was  lamed  for  life,  and 
became  as  hideous  as  she  had  heretof ore  been  lovely ;  but  this 
is  erroneous,  for  apprehensive  of  such  a  resnlt,  attended  by  the 
loss  of  her  lover,  she  invoked  the  powers  of  darkness,  and  prof- 
fered  her  soul  in  retum  for  five  years  of  unimpaired  beauty. 

"  The  compact  was  made ;  and  when  Blackbum  came  he  f  oiind 
her  more  beautiful  than  ever.  Enraptured,  he  conveyed  her  to 
Malkin  Tower,  and  lived  with  her  there  in  security,  laughing  to 
scom  the  menaces  of  Abbot  Eccles,  by  whom  he  was  excommu- 
nicated. 

"  Time  went  on,  and  as  Isole' s  charms  underwent  no  change, 
her  lover's  ardour  continued  unabated.  Five  years  passed  in 
guilty  pleasures,  and  the  last  day  of  the  allotted  term  arrived. 
No  change  was  manifest  in  Isole's  demeanour ;  neither  remorse 
nor  fear  were  exhibited  by  her.  Never  had  she  appeared  more 
lovely,  never  in  higher  or  more  exuberant  spirits.  She  besought 
her  lover,  who  was  still  madly  intoxicated  by  her  infernal  charms, 
to  give  a  banquet  that  night  to  ten  of  his  trustiest  followers. 
He  willingly  assented,  and  bade  them  to  the  feast.  They  ate  and 
drank  merrily,  and  the  gayest  of  the  Company  was  the  lovely 
Isole.  Her  spirits  seemed  somewhat  too  wild  even  to  Blackbum, 
but  he  did  not  check  her,  though  surprised  at  the  excessive  live- 
liness  and  freedom  of  her  sallies.  Her  eyes  flashed  like  fire,  and 
there  was  not  a  man  present  but  -  was  madly  in  love  with  her, 
and  ready  to  dispute  for  her  smiles  with  his  captain. 

"  The  wine  flowed  freely,  and  song  and  jest  went  on  tili  mid- 
night.  When  the  hour  Struck,  Isole  filled  a  cup  to  the  brim, 
and  called  upon  them  to  pledge  her.  All  arose,  and  drained 
their  goblets  enthusiastically.  *  It  was  a  farewell  cup,'  she  said  j 
*  I  am  going  away  with  one  of  you.'  *  How !'  exclaimed  Black- 
bum, in  angry  surprise.  *  Let  any  one  but  touch  your  band, 
and  I  will  strike  him  dead  at  my  feet.'  The  rest  of  the  Company 
regarded  each  other  with  surprise,  and  it  was  then  discovered 
that  a  stranger  was  amongst  them  ;  a  tall  dark  man,  whose  looks 
were  so  terrible  and  demoniacal,  that  no  one  dared  lay  hands 
upon  him.    *  I  am  come/  he  said,  with  fearf ul  significance,  t^ 
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Isole.  'And  I  am  ready,'  she  answerod,  boldly.  'I  will  go 
with  you,  were  it  to  the  bottomless  pit,'  cried  Blackbum,  catch- 
ing  hold  of  her.  '  It  is  thither  I  am  going,'  she  answered,  with 
a  scream  of  laughter.     *  I  shall  be  glad  of  a  companion.' 

"  When  the  paroxysm  of  laughter  was  over,  she  feil  down  on 
the  floor.  Her  lover  would  have  raised  her,  when  what  was  his 
horror  to  find  that  he  held  in  his  arms  an  old  woman,  with 
frightfuUy  disfigured  features,  and  evidently  in  the  agonies  of 
death.     She  fixed  one  look  upon  him,  and  expired. 

*'  Terrified  by  the  occurrence,  the  guests  hurried  away,  and 
when  they  retumed  next  day,  they  f ound  Blackburn  stretched  on 
the  floor,  and  quite  dead.  They  cast  his  body,  together  with 
that  of  the  wretched  Isole,  into  the  vault  beneath  the  room 
where  they  were  lying,  and  then,  taking  possession  of  his  trea- 
sure,  removed  to  some  other  retreat. 

"  Thenceforth,  Malkin  Tower  became  haunted.  Thongh  wholly 
desei-ted,  lights  were  constantly  seen  shining  from  it  at  night, 
and  Sounds  of  wild  revelry,  succeeded  by  shrieks  and  groans, 
issued  from  it.  The  figure  of  Isole  was  often  seen  to  come 
forth,  and  flit  across  the  wastes  in  the  direction  of  Whalley 
Abbey.  On  stormy  nights,  a  huge  black  cat,  with  flaming  eyes, 
was  frequently  descried  on  the  summit  of  the  structure,  whence 
it  obtained  its  name  of  G-rimalkin,  or  Malkin  Tower.  The  ill- 
omened  pile  ultimately  came  into  the  possession  of  the  Nutter 
family,  but  it  was  never  tenanted,  until  assigned,  as  I  have 
already  mentioned,  to  Mother  Demdike." 


The  chirurgeon's  marvellous  story  was  listened  to  with  great 
attention  by  his  auditors.  Most  of  them  were  familiär  with 
different  versions  of  it ;  but  to  Master  Potts  it  was  altogether 
new,  and  he  made  rapid  notes  of  it,  questioning  the  narrator  as 
to  one  or  two  points  which  appeared  to  him  to  require  explana- 
tion.  Nicholas,  as  may  be  supposed,  was  particularly  interested 
in  that  part  of  the  legend  which  referred  to  Isole  de  Heton.  He 
now  f or  the  first  time  heard  of  her  imhallowed  intercourse  with 
the  freebooter  Blackburn,  of  her  compact  on  Whalley  Nab  with 
the  fiend,  of  her  mysterious  connexion  with  Malkin  Tower,  and 
of  her  being  the  ancestress  of  Mother  Demdike.  The  considera- 
tion  of  all  these  points,  coupled  with  a  vivid  recollection  of  his 
owii  Strange  adventure  with  the  impious  votaress  at  the  Abbey 
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fo  the  pre^iotiB  night,  plunged  him  into  a  deep  train  of  thoiight, 
and  he  began  seriouBly  to  consider  wiiether  he  might  not  have 
committed  some  heinous  sin,  and,  indeed,  jeopaFdised  his  souVb 
welfare  bj  dancing  with  her.  *' What  if  I  should  share  the 
■ame  fa;bd  as  the  robber  Blaricbam,"  he  ruminated,  ''  and  be 
dragged  to  perdition  by  her  ?  It  is  a  rerj  awf ul  reflection.  ]&it 
tiliough  mj  f ate  might  operate  as  a  waming  to  others,  I  am  by 
no  means  anxious  to  be  held  up  as  a  moral  scarecrow.  'EMher 
let  me  take  waming  myself,  amaid  my  life,  abandon  intemper- 
anee,  whieh  leads  to  all  manner  of  wickedness,  and  suffer  myself 
no  more  to  be  ensnared  by  the  wiles  and  delusions  of  the  tempter 
in  the  fonn  of  a  fair  woman.  No — ^no — ^I  will  alter  and  amend 
my  life." 

I  regret«  however,  to  say,  that  these  praiseworUiy  resc^uÜons 
were  but  transient,  and  that  the  squire,  quite  f orgetting  ihai,  tiie 
work  of  reform,  if  intended  to  be  really  aecomplished,  ooght  to 
commence  at  onoe,  and  by  no  means  be  postponed  tili  the  mor- 
row,  yielded  to  the  seductions  of  a  fresh  pottle  of  sack,  whi<^ 
was  presented  to  him  at  the  moment  by  Bess,  and  in  taking  it, 
could  not  help  squeezing  the  hand  oi  the  bouncing  hostess,  and 
gazing  at  her  more  tenderly  than  became  a  married  man.  Oh ! 
Nicholas — Nicholas — the  work  of  reform,  I  am  afraid,  prooeeds 
very  slowly  and  imperfectly  with  you.  Tour  friend,  Parson 
Dewhurst,  would  have  told  you  that  it  is  much  easier  to  form 
good  resolutions  than  to  keep  them. 

Leaving  the  squire,  howeyer,  to  his  cogitations  and  his  sack, 
the  attorney  to  his  memorandum-book,  in  which  he  was  still 
engaged  in  writing,  and  the  others  to  their  talk,  we  shall  proceed 
to  the  Chamber  whither  the  poor  milier  had  been  lad  by  Bess. 
When  visited  by  the  rector,  he  had  been  apparently  soothed  by 
the  worthy  man's  consolatory  advice,  but  when  left  alone,  he 
speedily  relapsed  into  his  former  dark  and  gloomy  State  of  mind. 
Bte  did  not  notice  Bess,  who,  according  to  Holden's  directions 
placed  the  aquavitse  bottle  bef ore  him,  but,  as  long  as  she  stayed, 
remained  with  his  face  buried  in  his  hands.  As  soon  as  she  was 
gone,  he  arose,  and  began  to  pace  the  room  to  and  fro.  The 
Window  was  open,  and  he  coiild  hear  the  funeral  bell  toUing 
moumfully  at  intervals.  Each  recurrence  of  the  dismal  sound 
added  sharpness  and  intensity  to  his  grief.  His  sufEerings 
became  almost  intolerable,  and  drove  him  to  the  very  verge  of 
despair  and  madness.  If  a  weapon  had  been  at  hand,  he  might 
have  seized  it,  and  put  a  sudden  period  to  his  existence.  His 
breast  was  a  chaos  of  fierce  and  troubled  thoughts,  in  which  one 

u2 
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black  and  terrible  idea  arose  and  overpowered  all  tlie  rest.  It 
was  the  desire  of  vengeance,  deep  and  complete,  lipon  her  wlipm 
he  looked  upon  as  the  murderess  of  his  child.  He  cared  not 
liow  it  were  accomplislied,  so  it  were  done ;  but  such  was  the 
opinion  he  entertained  of  the  old  hag's  power,  that  he  doubted 
bis  abilitj  to  the  task.  Still,  as  the  bell  tolled  on,  the  furies  at 
bis  heart  lashed  and  goaded  him  on,  and  yelled  in  his  ear  re- 
venge — revenge !  Now,  indeed,  he  was  crazed  with  grief  and 
rage ;  he  tore  off  handfuk  of  hair,  plunged  his  naik  deeply 
into  his  breast,  and  while  committing  these  and  other  wild 
excesses,  with  frantic  imprecations  he  called  down  Heaven's 
judgments  on  his  own  head.  He  was  in  that  lost  and  helpless 
State  when  the  enemy  of  mankind  has  power  over  man.  Nor 
was  the  opportunity  neglected ;  f  or  when  the  wretched  Baldwyn, 
who,  exhausted  by  the  violence  of  his  emotions,  had  leaned  for 
a  moment  against  the  wall,  he  perceived,  to  his  surprise,  that 
there  was  a  man  in  the  room — a  small  personage  attired  in  rusty 
black,  whom  he  thought  had  been  one  of  the  party  in  the  ad- 
joining  Chamber. 

There  was  an  expression  of  mockery  about  this  person's  coun- 
tenance  which  did  not  please  the  milier,  and  he  asked  him, 
stemly,  what  he  wanted. 

"  Leave  off  grinnin*,  mon,"  he  said,  fiercely,  "  or  ey  may  be 
tempted  to  tay  yo  be  t*  throttle,  and  may  yo  laugh  o't'  wrong 
side  o*  your  mouth." 

"  No,  no,  you  will  not,  Bichard  Baldwyn,  when  you  know  my 
errand,"  replied  the  man.  "  You  are  thirsting  for  vengeance 
upon  Mother  Demdike.     You  shall  have  it." 

"  Eigh,  eigh,  you  promised  me  vengeance  efore,"  cried  the 
milier — "  vengeance  by  the  law.  Boh  ey  mun  wait  lung  for  it. 
Ey  wad  ha'  it  swift  and  sure — deep  and  deadly.  Ey  wad  blast 
her  wi*  curses,  os  hoo  blasted  my  poor  Meary.  Ey  wad  strike 
her  deeod  at  my  feet.     That's  my  vengeance,  mon." 

"  You  shall  have  it,"  replied  the  other. 

"  Yo  talk  differently  fro'  what  yo  did  just  now,  mon,"  said 
the  milier,  regarding  him  narrowly  and  distrustfully.  "  An'  yo 
look  differently  too.  There' s  a  queer  gliBimer  abowt  your  een 
that  ey  didna  notice  efore,  and  that  ey  mislike." 

The  man  laughed  bitterly. 

"  Leave  off  grinnin'  or  begone,"  cried  Baldwyn,  furiously. 
And  he  raised  his  band  to  strike  the  man,  but  he  instantly 
dropped  it,  appalled  by  a  look  which  the  other  threw  at  him. 
"  Who  the  dule  are  yo  ?" 
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"  The  dule  must  answer  you,  since  you  appeal  to  him,"  replied 
the  other,  with  the  same  mocking  smile  ;  "  but  you  are  mistaken 
in  supposing  that  you  have  spoken  to  me  before.  He  with  whom 
you  conversed  in  the  other  room,  resembles  me  in  more  respects 
than  one,  but  he  does  not  possess  power  equal  to  mine.  The 
law  will  not  aid  you  against  Mother  Demdike.  She  will  escape 
all  the  snares  laid  for  her.     But  she  will  not  escape  me,'* 

"  Who  are  ye  ?"  cried  the  milier,  his  hair  erecting  on  his  head, 
and  cold  damps  breaking  out  upon  his  brow.  "To  are  nah 
mortui,  an'  nah  good,  to  tawk  i'  this  fashion." 

"  Heed  not  who  and  what  I  am,"  replied  the  other  ;  "  I  am 
known  here  as  a  reeve  of  the  forest — that  is  enough.  Would 
you  have  vengeance  on  the  murtheress  of  your  child  ?" 

"  Yeigh,"  rejoined  Baldwyn. 

"  And  you  are  willing  to  pay  for  it  at  the  price  of  your  soul  ?" 
demanded  the  other,  advancing  towards  him. 

Baldwyn  reeled.  He  saw  at  once  the  f earful  peril  in  which  he 
was  placed,  and  averted  his  gaze  from  the  scorching  glance  of 
the  reeve. 

At  this  moment  the  door  was  tried  without,  and  the  voice  of 
Bess  was  heard,  saying,  "  Who  ha*  yo  got  wi'  yo,  Euchot ;  and 
whoy  ha*  yo  fastened  t'  door?** 

"  Your  answer  ?'*  demanded  the  reeve. 

"  Ey  canna  gi*  it  now,"  replied  the  milier.  "  Come  in  Bess  ; 
come  in.** 

"  Ey  canna,**  she  replied.     "  Open  t*  door,  mon.'* 

"  Your  answer,  I  say  ?*'  said  the  reeve. 

"  Gi*  me  an  hour  to  think  on't,**  said  the  milier. 

"  Agreed,**  replied  the  other.  "  I  will  be  with  you  after  the 
funeral.** 

And  he  sprang  through  the  window,  and  disappeared  before 
Baldwyn  could  open  the  door  and  admit  Bess. 
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vn. 

THE   PBRAMBlJLATIOlSr  OF  THB   BOTTNDARIES. 

Thb  lane  along  which  Eiehard  Assbeton  galloped  in  pursnit 
of  Mother  Chattox,  made  80  rnanj  tums,  and  was,  moreover,  so 
completely  hemmed  in  bj  high  bajiks  and  hedges,  that  he  oould 
see  nothing  on  either  side  of  bim,  and  verj  Httle  in  advance ; 
but,  guided  by  the  datier  of  hoofs,  he  urged  Merlin  to  bis  ut- 
most  speed,  fancying  he  should  soon  come  up  with  the  fugitives. 
In.  this,  bowerer,  he  was  deceiyed.  The  sound  that  had  led  bim 
on  became  f ainter  and  fainter,  tili  at  last  it  died  awaj  alto- 
getber ;  and  on  quitting  the  lane  and  gaining  the  moor,  where 
the  view  was  wbolly  uninterrupted,  no  traoes  either  of  witch  or 
reeve  could  be  discemed. 

With  a  feeling  of  angrj  disappointment,  Eichard  was  about 
to  tum  back,  when  a  large  black  greybound  eame  f rom  ont  an 
adjoining  clough,  and  made  towards  bim.  The  singularity  of 
the  circumstance  induced  him  to  halt  and  regard  the  dog  with 
attention.  On  nearing  him,  the  animal  looked  wistfuUy  in  bis 
face,  and  seemed  to  invite  him  to  foUow ;  and  the  young  man 
was  so  Struck  by  the  dog's  manner,  that  he  complied,  and  had 
not  gone  far  when  a  bare  of  unusual  size  and  grey  with  age, 
bounded  from  beneath  a  gorse-bush  and  speeded  away,  the  grey- 
bound starting  in  pursuit. 

Aware  of  the  prevailing  notion,  that  a  witch  most  commonly 
assumed  such  a  form  when  desirous  of  escaping,  or  performing 
some  act  of  mischief,  such  as  drying  the  milk  of  kine,  Bichard 
at  once  came  to  the  conclusion  that  the  bare  could  be  no  other 
than  Mother  Chattox ;  and  without  pausing  to  inquire  what  the 
hound  could  be,  or  why  it  should  appear  at  such  a  singular  and 
apparently  fortunate  juncture,  he  at  once  joined  the  run,  and 
cheered  on  the  dog  with  whoop  and  holloa. 

Old  as  it  was,  apparently,  the  bare  ran  with  extraordinary 
swiftness,  Clearing  every  stone  wall  and  other  impediment  in  the 
way,  and  more  than  once  cunningly  doubling  upon  its  pursuers. 
But  every  feint  and  stratagem  were  def eated  by  the  fleet  and 
sagacious  hound,  and  the  hunted  animal  at  length  took  to  the 
open  waste,  where  the  run  became  so  rapid,  that  Bichard  had 


THE  LANCASHIllE  WITCHEfiU  295 

enough  to  do  to  keep  up  with  it,  though  Merlin,  almost  as 
furiously  excited  as  his  master,  strained  every  sinew  to  the 
task. 

In  this  wajy  the  cliasers  and  the  chased  scoured  the  dark  and 
heathy  piain,  skirting  mosB-pool  and  Clearing  djke,  tili  they 
ahnost  reached  the  butt-end  of  Pendle  Hill,  which  rose  like  an 
impassable  barrier  before  them.  Hitherto  the  chances  had 
seemed  in  f avonr  of  the  bare ;  but  they  now  began  to  tum,  and 
as  it  seemed  cartain  she  must  fall  into  the  hound's  jaws,  Bichard 
expected  eyery  moment  to  find  her  resmne  her  natural  form. 
The  run  haymg  brought  him  within  a  quarter  of  a  mile  of 
Barlej,  the  rüde  hovels  composing  which  little  booth  were  dearlj 
discemible,  the  joung  man  began  to  think  the  hag's  dwelling 
must  be  among  them,  and  that  she  was  hurr  jing  thither  as  to  a 
place  of  refuge.  But  before  this  could  be  accomplished,  he 
hoped  to  eSect  her  capture,  and  once  more  cheered  on  the  hound 
and  plunged  his  spurs  into  Merlin's  sides.  An  obstacle,  how- 
ever,  occurred,  which  he  had  not  counted  on.  Directly  in  the 
course  taken  by  the  hare  lay  a  deep  disused  limestone  quarry, 
completely  screened  fromview  by  a  f ringe  of  brushwood.  When 
witlun  a  f ew  yards  of  this  pit,  the  hound  made  a  dash  at  the 
flying  hare,  but  eluding  him,  the  latter  sprang  forward,  and 
both  went  over  the  edge  of  the  quarry  together.  -  Eichard  had 
well-nigh  f ollowed,  and  in  that  case  would  have  been  ineyitably 
dashed  in  pieces ;  but,  discoyering  the  danger  ere  it  was  too  late, 
by  a  powerful  effort,  which  threw  Merlin  upon  his  haunches,  he 
pulled  him  back  on  the  yery  brink  of  the  pit. 

The  young  man  shuddered  as  he  gazed  into  the  depths  of  the 
quarry,  and  saw  the  jagged  points  and  heaps  of  broken  stone 
tiiat  would  haye  received  him  ;  but  he  looked  in  yain  f or  the  old 
witch,  whose  mangled  body,  together  with  that  of  the  hound, 
he  expected  to  behold ;  and  he  then  asked  himself  whether 
the  chase  might  not  haye  been  a  snare  set  for  him  by  the  hag 
and  her  fanuliar,  with  the  intent  of  luring  him  to  destruc- 
tion.     If  so,  he  had  been  providentiaUy  preseryed. 

Quitting  the  pit,  his  first  idea  was  to  proceed  to  Barley,  which 
was  now  only  a  f ew  hundred  yards  off,  to  make  inquiries  respect- 
ing  Mother  Chattox,  and  ascertain  whether  she  really  dwelt 
there ;  but,  on  f urther  consideration,  he  judged  it  best  to  retum 
without  further  delay  to  Goldshaw,  lest  his  friends,  ignorant  as 
to  what  had  befallen  him,  might  become  alarmed  on  his  account ; 
but  he  resolyed,  as  soon  as  he  had  disposed  of  the  business  in 
band,  to  prosecute  his  search  after  the  hag.    Eiding  rai^idl^^V:^«^ 
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soon  cleared  the  ground  between  the  quarry  and  G-oldshaw-lane, 
and  was  about  to  enter  the  latter,  when  the  sound  of  voices 
singing  a  fimeral  hymn,  caught  his  ear,  and,  pansing  to  listen  to 
it,  he  beheld  a  Httle  procession,  the  meaning  of  which  he  readüy 
comprehended,  wending  its  slow  and  melancholy  way  in  the 
same  direction  as  himself .  It  was  headed  by  four  men  in  deep 
monrning,  bearing  upon  their  Shoulders  a  small  coffin,  covered 
with  a  paU,  and  having  a  garland  of  white  flowers  in  front  of  it. 
Behind  them  followed  about  a  dozen  young  men  and  maidens, 
likewise  in  mouming,  Walking  two  and  two,  with  galt  and  aspect 
of  unfeigned  affliction.  Many  of  the  women,  though  merely 
rustics,  seemed  to  possess  considerable  personal  attraction ;  but 
their  features  were  in  a  great  measure  concealed  by  their  large 
white  kerchiefs,  disposed  in  the  form  of  hoods.  AU  carried 
sprigs  of  rosemary  and  bunches  of  flowers  in  their  hands. 
Plaintive  was  the  hymn  they  sang,  and  their  voices,  though 
untaught,  were  sweet  and  touching,  and  went  to  the  heart  of  the 
listener. 

Much  moved,  Eichard  suffered  the  funeral  procession  to  pre- 
cede  him  along  the  deep  and  devious  lane,  and  as  it  winded 
beneath  the  hedges,  the  sight  was  inexpressibly  affecting. 
Fastening  his  horse  to  a  tree  at  the  end  of  the  lane,  Eichard 
followed  on  foot.  JSTotice  of  the  approach  of  ihe  train  having 
been  given  in  the  village,  all  the  inhabitants  flocked  forth  to 
meet  it,  and  there  was  scarcely  a  dry  eye  among  them.  Arrived 
within  a  short  distance  of  the  church,  the  coffin  was  met  by  the 
minister,  attended  by  the  clerk,  behind  whom  came  Eoger 
Nowell,  Nicholas,  and  the  rest  of  the  Company  from  the  hostel. 
With  great  difficulty  poor  Baldwyn  could  be  brought  to  take  his 
place  as  chief  moumer.  These  arrangements  completed,  the 
body  of  the  iU-fated  girl  was  borne  into  the  churchyard,  the 
minister  reading  the  solemn  texts  appointed  for  the  occasion, 
and  leading  the  way  to  the  grave,  beside  which  stood  the  sexton, 
together  with  the  beadle  of  Goldshaw  and  Sparshot.  The  coffin 
was  then  laid  on  trestles,  and  amidst  profound  silence,  broken 
only  by  the  sobs  of  the  moumers,  the  service  was  read,  and 
preparations  made  for  lowering  the  body  into  the  grave. 

Then  it  was  that  poor  Baldwyn,  with  a  wild,  heart-piercing 
cry,  flung  himself  upon  the  shell  containing  all  that  remained  of 
his  lost  treasure,  and  could  with  difficulty  be  removed  from  it 
by  Bess  and  Sudall,  both  of  whom  were  in  attendance.  The 
bunches  of  flowers  and  sprigs  of  rosemary  having  been  laid 
vpon  the  coffin  by  the  maidens,  amidst  loud  sobbing  and  audibly 
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expressed  lamentations  from  the  bjstanders,  it  was  let  down 
into  the  grave,  and  earth  thrown  over  it. 

Earth  to  earth ;  ashes  to  ashes ;  dust  to  dust. 

The  ceremony  was  over,  the  mourners  betook  themselves  to 
the  little  hostel,  and  the  spectators  slowlj  dispersed ;  but  the 
bereaved.  father  still  lingered,  nnable  to  tear  himself  awaj. 
Leaning  for  support  against  the  yew-tree,  he  fiercely  bade  Bess, 
who  would  have  led  him  home  with  her,  begone.  The  kind- 
hearted  hostess  complied  in  appearance,  but  remained  nigh  at 
hand  though  concealed  from  view. 

Once  more  the  dark  cloud  overshadowed  the  spirit  of  the 
wretched  man — once  more  the  same  infernal  desire  of  vengeance 
possessed  him — once  more  he  subjected  himself  to  temptiEition. 
Striding  to  the  f  oot  of  the  grave  he  raised  his  hand,  and  with 
terrible  imprecations  vowed  to  laj  the  murtheress  of  his  child 
as  low  as  she  her  seif  was  now  laid.  At  that  moment  he  feit 
an  eye  like  a  buming-glass  fixed  upon  him,  and,  looking  up, 
beheld  the  reeve  of  the  forest  standing  on  the  f urther  side  of  the 
grave. 

"  Ejieel  down,  and  swear  to  be  mine,  and  your  wish  shaU  be 
gratified,"  said  the  reeve. 

Beside  himself  with  grief  and  rage,  Baldwyn  woidd  have 
complied,  but  he  was  arrested  by  a  powerful  grasp.  Fearing  he 
was  about  to  commit  some  rash  act,  Bess  rushed  forward  and 
caught  hold  of  his  doublet. 

"  Bethink  theo  whot  theaw  hast  just  heerd  fro'  t*  minister, 
Euchot,"  she  cried,  in  a  voice  of  solenm  waming.  "  *  Blessed 
are  the  dead  that  dee  i'  the  Lord,  for  they  rest  fro'  their  labours.' 
An'  again,.  *  Suffer  us  not  at  our  last  hour,  for  onny  pains  o' 
death,  to  fa'  fro'  thee.'  Oh  Euchot,  dear !  fo'  the  love  theaw 
hadst  f o'  thy  poor  chilt,  who  is  now  delivert  fro'  the  burthen  o' 
th*  flesh,  an'  dweUin*  i'  joy  an'  felicity  wi'  God  an'  his  angels, 
dunna  endanger  thy  precious  sowl.  Pray  that  theaw  may'st 
depart  hence  i'  th'  Lord,  wi'  whom  are  the  sowls  of  the 
faithful,  an  Meary's,  ey  trust,  among  the  number.  Pray  that 
thy  eend  may  be  like  hers." 

"  Ey  conna  pray,  Bess,"  replied  the  milier,  strüdnghis  breast. 
"  The  Lord  has  turned  his  face  fro'  me." 

"Becoose  thy  heart  is  hardened,  Euchot,"  she  replied, 
"  Theaw'rt  nourishin*  nowt  boh  black  an'  wicked  thowts.  Gast 
'em  off  ye,  I  adjure  theo,  an'  come  whoam  wi'  me." 

Meanwhile  the  reeve  had  sprung  across  the  grave. 

**  Thy  answer  at  once,"  he  said,  grasping  the.  miller'a  axtsi^ 
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and  breathing  the  words  in  liis  ears.  "Tengeance  is  in  thj 
power.    A  word,  and  it  is  thine." 

The  milier  groaned  bitterly.    He  was  sorely  tempted. 

"  What  is  that  mon  saying'  to  thee,  Buchot  ?"  inquired  Bess. 

"  Dunna  ax,  boh  tak  me  away,"  be  answered.  "  Ey  am  lost 
eise." 

"Let  bim  lay  a  finger  on  yo'  if  be  dare,"  said  Bees,  stxirdily. 

"  Leaye  bim  alone — ^yo  dxuma  knoa  wbo  be  is,"  wbispered  the 
miller. 

"  Ey  con  partly  guess,"  sbe  rejoined ;  "  boh  ey  care  notber 
fo'  mon  nor  dule  when  ey'm  acting  reetly.  Come  along  wi'  me, 
Buchot." 

"Pool!"  cried  the  reeve,  in  the  same  low  tone  as  before; 
*'  you  will  lose  your  revenge,  but  you  wiU  not  eseape  me." 

And  he  tumed  away,  wbile  Bess  almost  carried  the  trembling 
and  enfeebled  milier  towards  the  bostel. 

Boger  Nowell  and  bis  friends  bad  only  waited  the  conclusion 
of  the  funeral  to  set  forth,  and  their  borses  being  in  readiness, 
they  mounted  tbem  on  leaving  the  cbnrchyard,  and  rode  slowly 
along  the  lane  leading  towards  Bougb  Lee.  The  melancboly 
scene  they  bad  witnessed,  and  the  afflicting  circumstances  con- 
nected with  it,  bad  pamfully  a:£Eected  the  party,  and  little 
conversation  occurred  imtil  they  were  overtaken  by  Parson 
Holden,  wbo,  haying  been  made  acquainted  with  their  errand 
by  Nicbolas,  was  desirous  of  accompanying  tbem.  Soon  after 
this,  also,  the  reeye  of  the  forest  joined  tbem,  and  on  seeing 
bim,  Bichard  stemly  demanded  why  he  bad  aided  Mother 
Ohattox  in  her  fiight  from  the  churehyard,  and  what  bad  become 
of  her. 

"  You  are  entirely  mistaken,  sir,"  replied  the  reeve,  with 
affeeted  astonishment.  "  I  baye  seen  notbing  wbatever  of  the 
old  hag,  and  would  rather  lend  a  band  to  her  capture  than  abet 
her  fiight.  I  hold  aU  witches  in  abhorrence,  and  Mother  Ohattox 
especiaily  so." 

"Tour  horse  looks  fresh  enough,  certainly,"  said  Bichard, 
somewhat  shaken  in  bis  suspicions.  "  Where  baye  you  been 
during  our  stay  at  Goldshaw?  You  did  not  put  up  at  the 
bostel." 

"  I  went  to  Farmer  Jobnson's,"  replied  the  reeve,  "  and  you 
will  find  upon  inquiry  that  my  horse  has  not  been  out  of  bis 
Stahles  f or  the  last  hour.  I  myself  have  been  loitering  aboüt 
Bess's  grange  and  farmyard,  as  your  grooms  will  testify,  for 
^Iiej'JbBre  seen  zne." 
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"Humpli!*'  exclaimed  Eichard,  "I  suppoae  I  must  credit 
assertioiis  made  witb  such  confidenoe,  but  I  could  have  sworn  I 
saw  jou  ride  off  with  the  hag  behind  you." 

"  I  hope  I  shall  never  be  caught  in  such  bad  Company,  sir," 
replied  the  reeve,  with  a  laugh.  "  If  I  ride  off  with  any  one,  it 
ahaU  not  be  with  an  old  witch,  depend  upon  it." 

Though  bj  no  means  satisfled  with  the  explanation,  Richard 
wa»  lorced  to  be  content  with  it;  but  he  thought  he  would 
address  a  few  more  questions  to  the  reeve. 

"  Haye  jou  any  knowledge,''  he  said,  '^  when  the  boundaries 
of  Pendle  Forest  were  first  settled  and  appointed  P^ 

^  The  first  perambulation  was  made  by  Henry  de  Lacy,  aboat 
the  middle  of  the  twelfth  Century,"  replied  the  reeve.  "  Pendle 
Forest,  you  may  be  aware,  sir,  is  one  of  the  four  divisions  of 
the  great  forest  of  Blackbumshire,  of  whioh  the  Lacya  were 
lords,  the  three  other  divisions  being  Accrington,  Trawden,  and 
Bosendale,  and  it  oomprehends  an  extent  of  about  twenty-five 
miles,  part  of  which  you  have  traversed  to-day.  At  a  lat^ 
period,  namely  in  1311,  after  the  death  of  another  Henry  de 
LacJj  Earl  of  Lincoln,  the  last  of  his  line,  and  one  of  the  bravest 
of  Edward  the  First's  barons,  an  inquisition  was  held  in  the 
forest,  aad  it  was  subdivided  into  eleven  vaccaries,  one  of  which 
is  the  place  to  which  you  are  bound,  Eough  Lee." 

"  The  learned  Sir  Edward  Goke  defimes  a  raccary  to  signify  a 
dairy,"  observed  Potts. 

"  Here  it  means  the  farm  and  land  as  well,"  replied  the  reeve ; 
"  and  the  word  '  booth,'  which  is  in  general  use  in  this  district, 
signifies  the  mansion  erected  upon  such  vaccary  :  Mistress 
Nutter's  residence,  for  instance,  being  nothing  more  than  the 
booth  of  Bough  Lee :  while  a  *  lawnd,*  another  local  term,  is  a 
park  inclosed  within  the  forest  for  the  preservation  6i  the  -deer, 
and  the  convenience  of  the  chase,  and  of  such  indosures  we  have 
two,  namely,  the  Old  and  New  Lsbwnd.  By  a  commission  in  the 
reign  of  Henry  the  Seventh,  these  vaccaries,  originally  granted 
only  to  tenants  at  will,  were  converted  into  copyholds  of  in- 
heritance,  but — and  here  is  a  legal  point  for  your  consideration, 
Master  Potts — as  it  seems  very  questionable  whether  titles  ob- 
tained  under  letters-patent  are  secure,  not  unreasonable  f ears  are 
entertained  by  the  holders  of  the  lands  lest  they  should  be  seized, 
and  appropriated  by  the  Orown." 

"  Aii !  ah !  an  excellent  idea,  Master  Reeve,"  exclaimed  Potts, 
his  little  eyes  twinkling  with  pleasure.  "  Our  gracious  and 
sagadous  monarch  would  grasp  at  the  suggeationy  ^^  ^  %scA  ^SE:««% 
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at  the  lands  too — ha !  ha !  Many  thanks  for  the  hint,  good 
reeve.  I  will  not  fall  to  profit  by  it.  If  their  titles  are  uncertain, 
fihe  landholders  would  be  glad  to  compromise  the  matter  with 
the  Crown,  even  to  the  value  of  half  their  estates  rather  than 
lose  the  whole." 

"  Most  assuredly  they  would,'*  replied  the  reeve  ;  "  and 
furthermore,  they  would  pay  the  lawyer  well  who  could  manage 
the  matter  aidroitly  for  them.  This  would  answer  your  purpose 
better  than  hunting  up  witches,  Master  Potts." 

"  One  pursuit  does  not  interfere  with  the  other  in  the  slightest 
degree,  worthy  reeve,"  observed  Potts.  "  I  cannot  consent  to 
give  up  my  quest  of  the  witches.  My  honour  is  concerned  in 
their  extermination.  But  to  retum  to  Pendle  Forest — ^the  greater 
part  of  it  has  been  disafforested  I  presume  ?" 

"  It  has,"  rephed  the  other — "  and  we  are  now  in  one  of  the 
purlieus." 

"Pourallee  is  the  better  word,  most  excellent  reeve,"  said 
Potts.  "  I  teil  you  thus  much,  because  you  appear  to  be  a 
man  of  learning.  Manwood,  our  great  authority  in  such  matters, 
declares  a  pouraUee  to  be  *  a  certain  territory  of  ground  adjoin- 
ing  unto  the  forest,  mered  and  bounded  with  immovable  marks, 
meres,  and  boundaries,  known  by  matter  of  record  only.'  And 
as  it  applies  to  the  perambulation  we  are  about  to  make,  I  may 
as  well  repeat  what  the  same  learned  writer  further  saith  touch- 
ing  marks,  meres,  and  boundaries,  and  how  they  may  be  known. 
*  For  although,'  he  saith,  *  a  forest  doth  lie  open,  and  not  in- 
closed  with  hedge,  ditch,  pale,  or  stone-wall,  which  some  other 
inclosures  have;  yet  in  the  eye  and  consideration  of  the  law, 
the  same  hath  as  streng  an  inclosure  by  those  marks,  meres, 
and  boundaries,  as  if  there  were  a  brick-wall  to  encircle  the 
same.'  Marks,  learned  reeve,  are  deemed  unremovable — -primo, 
quia  omnes  metce  forestce  sunt  integrce  domino  regt — and  those 
who  take  them  away  are  punishable  for  the  trespass  at  the 
assizes  of  the  forest.  Secundo,  because  the  marks  are  things 
that  cannot  be  stirred,  as  rivers,  highways,  hiUs,  and  the  like. 
Now  such  unremovable  marks,  meres,  and  boundaries  we  have 
between  the  estate  of  my  excellent  dient,  Master  Boger  Nowell, 
and  that  of  Mistress  Nutter,  so  that  the  matter  at  issue  will  be 
easily  decided." 

A  Singular  smile  crossed  the  reeve's  countenance,  but  he  made 
no  Observation. 

"  Unless  the  lady  can  tum  aside  streams,  remove  hills,  and  pluck 
up  huge  trees,  we  shall  win,"  pursued  Potts,  with  a  chuckle. 
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Agaih  the  reeve  smiled,  but  he  forebore  to  speak. 

"  You  talk  of  marks,  meres,  and  boundaries,  Master  Potts," 
reinarked  Richard.     "  Are  not  the  words  synonymous  ?" 

"  Not  precisely  so,  sir,"  replied  the  attomey ;  "  there  is  a 
slight  difference  in  their  signification,  which  I  will  explain  to 
you.  The  words  of  the  statue  are  *  metas,  meras,  et  hundaa,* 
now  meta,  or  mark;  is  an  object  rising  from  the  ground,  as  a 
chureh,  a  wall,  or  a  tree  ;  mera,  or  mere,  is  the  space  or  interval 
between  the  forest  and  the  land  adjoining,  whereupon  the  mark 
may  chance  to  stand ;  and  burda  is  the  boundary,  lying  on  a 
level  with  the  forest,  as  a  river,  a  highway,  a  pool,  or  a  bog." 

"I  comprehend  the  distinction,"  replied  Eichard.  "And 
now,  as  we  are  on  this  subject,"  he  added  to  the  reeve,  "I 
wonld  gladly  know  the  precise  nature  of  your  office  ?" 

"  My  duty,"  replied  the  other,  "  is  to  ränge  daily  throughout 
all  the  purlieus,  or  pourallees,  as  Master  Potts  more  properly 
terms  them,  and  disafEorested  lands,  and  inqiiire  into  all  tres- 
passes  and  offences  against  vert  or  venison,  and  present  them  at 
the  king's  next  court  of  attachment  or  swainmote.  It  is  also 
my  business  to  drive  into  the  forest  such  wild  beasts  as  have 
strayed  from  it ;  to  attend  to  the  lawing  and  expeditation  of 
mastifEs ;  and  to  raise  hue  and  cry  against  any  malefactors  or 
trespassers  within  the  forest." 

"  I  will  give  you  the  exact  words  of  the  Statute,"  said  Potts — 
" '  8i  quis  viderit  malefactores  infra  metds  forestce,  debet  illoa 
capere  secundum  posse  euum,  et  si  non  poaait,  debet  levare 
huteaium  et  clamorem,*  And  the  penalty  for  refusing  to  follow 
hue  and  cry  is  heayy  fine." 

"  I  would  that  that  part  of  your  duty  relating  to  the  hock- 
sinewing,  and  lawing  of  mastiffs,  could  be  discontinued,"  said 
Bichard.     "  I  grieve  to  see  a  noble  animal  so  mutilated." 

"  In  Bowland  Forest,  as  you  are  probably  aware,  sir,"  rejoined 
the  reeve,  "  only  the  larger  mastiffs  are  lamed,  a  small  stirrup 
or  gauge  being  kept  by  the  master  forester,  Squire  Eobert 
Parker  of  Browsholme,  and  the  dog  whose  f  oot  will  pass  through 
it  escapes  mutilation." 

"  The  practice  is  a  cruel  one,  and  I  would  it  were  abolished 
with  some  of  our  other  barbarous  forest  laws,"  observed 
Bichard. 

While  this  conversation  had  been  going  on,  the  party  had 
proceeded  well  on  their  way.  For  some  time  the  road,  which 
consisted  of  little  more  than  tracts  of  wheels  along  the  turf,  led 
along  a  piain,  thrown  up  into  heathy  hillocks,  and  theu  passing 
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tbroTigh  a  thicket,  evidently  part  of  the  old  forest,  it  bronglit 
them  to  the  f  oot  of  a  hill,  which  they  mounted,  and  deecended 
into  another  Valley.  Here  they  came  upon  Pendle  Water,  and 
while  skirting  ita  banks,  could  see  at  a  great  depth  below,  the 
river  rußhing  over  its  rocky  bed  like  an  Alpine  torrent.  The 
scenery  had  now  begun  to  assome  a  savage  and  eombrs  «ha- 
racter.  The  deep  rift  through  which  the  river  ran  was  evidently 
the  resuit  of  some  terrible  convulsion  of  the  earth,  and  the  rocl^ 
•trata  were  strangely  and  f antastically  displayed.  On  the  fnrther 
aide  the  banks  rose  up  precipitously,  consisting  for  the  most 
part  of  bare  clifEs,  though  now  and  then  a  tree  would  root  itself 
asi  some  carevice.  Below  this  the  stream  sank  over  a  wide  shelf 
of  rode,  in  a  broad  fuU  cascade,  and  boiled  and  foamed  in  the 
stony  basin  that  received  it,  after  which,  grown  less  impetuous, 
it  ran  tranqnilly  on  for  a  couple  of  himdred  yards,  and  was  then 
artificiaily  restrained  by  a  dam,  which,  diverting  it  in  part  from 
its  course,  caused  it  to  tum  the  wheels  of  a  mill.  Here  was 
tiie  abode  of  the  nnfortunate  Bichard  Baldwyn,  and  here  had 
blossomed  forth  the  fair  fiower  so  untimely  gathered.  An  air 
of  gloom  hang  over  this  once  cheerful  spot ;  its  very  beauty 
oontributing  to  this  saddening  efiEect.  The  mill-race  flowad 
Bwiftly  and  brightly  on ;  but  the  wheel  was  stopped,  Windows 
and  doors  were  closed,  and  death  kept  his  grim  holiday  un- 
disturbed.  Ko  one  was  to  be  seen  about  the  premises,  nor  was 
any  sound  heard  except  the  bark  of  the  lonely  watch-dog.  Many 
a  sorrowing  glance  was  cast  at  this  forlom  habitation  as  the 
party  rode  past  it,  and  many  a  sigh  was  heaved  for  the  poor 
girl  who  had  so  lately  been  its  pride  and  omament ;  but  if  «ay 
oae  had  noticed  the  bitter  sneer  curling  the  reeve's  Hp,  orcaught 
the  mahgnant  üre  gleaming  in  his  eye,  it  would  scarcely  luure 
been  thought  that  he  shared  in  the  general  regret. 

After  the  cavalcade  had  passed  the  mill,  one  or  two  other 
eottages  appeared  on  the  near  side  of  the  river,  while  the 
opposite  baiiks  began  to  be  clothed  with  timber.  The  glen 
became  more  and  more  contracted,  and  a  stone  bridge  crossed 
the  stream,  near  which,  and  on  the  same  side  of  the  river  as 
the  party,  stood  a  Cluster  of  cottages  constituting  the  little 
TÜlage  of  Eough  Lee. 

On  reaching  the  bridge,  Mistress  Nutter's  habitation  came  in 

view,  and  it  was  pointed  out  by  Nicholas  to  Potts,  who  eontem- 

plated  it  with  much  curiosity.     In  his  eyes  it  seemed  exacÜy 

adapted  to  its  owner,  and  formed  to  hide  dark  and  guilty  deeds. 

4ß  w»0  M,  äteni,  sonü>re-lodking  mausion,  built  of  a  dairk  grey 
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«toBe,  with  tau  Square  chimneys,  and  window.  with  heayy 
mullions.  Higli  stone  walls,  hoarj  and  moss-grown,  ran  round 
the  gardens  and  conrts,  except  on  the  aide  of  the  river,  where 
there  was  a  terrace  overlooking  the  stream,  and  forming  a  ploa- 
sant  snmmer's  walk.  At  the  back  of  the  house  were  a  few 
ancient  oaks  and  sjcamores,  and  in  the  gardens  were  some  old 
dipped  yews. 

Rurt  of  this  ancient  mansion  is  still  standing,  and  retains 
much  of  its  original  character,  though  subdiyided  and  tenanted 
by  eeveral  humble  families.  The  garden  is  cut  up  into  paddocks, 
and  the  approach  environed  by  a  labyrinth  of  low  stone  walU, 
while  miserable  sheds  and  other  bnildings  are  appended  to  it ; 
tiie  terrace  is  wholly  obliterated ;  and  the  grange  and  Offices  ace 
pnlled  down,  but  sofficient  is  still  left  of  the  place  to  give  an 
idea  of  its  pristine  appearanoe  and  character.  Its  Situation  is 
fitriking  and  peculiar.  In  front  rises  a  high  hill,  forming  the 
last  link  of  the  chain  of  Pendle,  and  looking  upon  Barrowford 
and  Cohie,  on  the  further  side  of  which,  and  therefore  not 
discemible  from  the  mansion,  stood  Malkin  Tower.  At  the 
period  m  question  the  lower  part  of  this  hill  was  well  wooded, 
and  washed  by  the  Pendle  Water,  which  swept  past  it  through 
banks  picturesque  and  beautiful,  though  not  so  bold  and  rocky 
as  those  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  mill.  In  the  rear  of  the 
house  the  ground  gradually  rose  f  or  more  than  a  quarter  of  a 
mile,  when  it  obtained  a  considerable  elevation.  Following  the 
course  of  the  stream,  and  looking  down  the  gorge,  another  hill 
appeared,  so  that  the  house  was  completely  shut  in  by  moun- 
tainaus  acclrvities.  In  winter,  when  the  snow  lay  on  the  heights, 
or  when  the  mists  hung  upon  them  for  we^s  together,  or 
desoended  in  continuous  rain,  Eough  Lee  was  sufficiently  deso- 
late, and  seemed  cut  ofE  from  all  communication  wiih.  the  outer 
World ;  but  at  the  season  when  the  party  beheld  it,  though  the 
approaches  were  rugged  and  difficult,  and  almost  inaccessible 
except  to  the  horseman  or  pedestrian,  bidding  defiance  to  any 
vehicle  except  of  the  strongest  construction,  still  the  place  was 
not  without  a  certain  charm,  mainly,  however,  derived  from  its 
seclusion.  The  scenery  was  stem  and  sombre,  the  hills  were 
dark  and  dreary ;  but  the  very  wildness  of  the  place  was  attrao- 
tive,  and  the  old  house,  with  its  grey  walls,  its  lofty  chimneys, 
its  gardens  with  their  clipped  yews,  and  its  rook-haunted  trees, 
harmonised  weU  with  all  around  it. 

As  the  party  drew  near  the  house,  the  gates  were  thrown  opem 
by  an  old  porter  with  two  other  servants,  who  besoui^kt  \}^<sssk 
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to  stay  and  parfcake  of  some  ref reshment ;  but  Roger.  Nowell 
haughtily  and  peremptorily  declined  his  invitation,  and  rode  on, 
and  the  others,  though  some  of  them  would  fain  have  complied, 
followed  him. 

Scarcely  were  they  gone,  than  James  Device,  who  had  been  in 
the  garden,  issued  &om  tlie  gate  and  speeded  after  them. 

Passing  through  a  close  at  the  back  of  the  mansion,  and 
tracking  a  short  narrow  lane,  edged  by  stone  walls,  the  party, 
which  had  received  some  accessions  from  the  cottages  of  Bough 
Lee,  as  well  as  from  the  hnts  on  the  hill-side,  again  approached 
the  river,  and  proceeded  along  its  banks. 

The  new-comers,  being  all  of  them  tenants  of  Mrs.  Nutter, 
and  acting  apparently  nnder  the  directions  of  James  Device,  who 
had  now  joined  the  troop,  stoutly  and  loudly  maintained  that 
the  lady  would  be  f ound  right  in  the  inquiry,  with  the  exception 
of  one  old  man  named  Henry  Mitton ;  and  he  shook  his  head 
gravely  when  appealed  to  by  Jem,  and  could  by  no  efEorts  be 
induced  to  join  him  in  the  clamour. 

Notwithstanding  this  demonstration,  Eoger  Nowell  and  his 
legal  adviser  were  both  very  sanguine  as  to  the  result  of  the 
survey  being  in  their  favour,  and  Master  Potts  turned  to  ascer- 
tain  from  Sparshot  that  the  two  plans  which  had  been  rolled  up 
and  consigned  to  his  custody,  were  quite  safe. 

Meanwhile,  the  party  having  followed  the  course  of  the 
Pendle  Water  through  the  glen  for  about  haK  a  mile,  during 
which  they  kept  close  to  the  brawling  current,  entered  a  little 
thicket,  and  then  striking  off  on  the  loft,  passed  over  the  f oot  of 
a  hill,  and  came  to  the  edge  of  a  wide  moor,  where  a  halt  was 
called  by  Nowell. 

It  being  now  announced  that  they  were  on  the  confines  of  the 
disputed  property,  preparations  were  immediately  made  for  the 
survey ;  the  plans  were  taken  out  of  a  quiver,  in  which  they  had 
been  caref  ully  deposited  by  Sparshot,  and  handed  to  Potts,  who, 
giving  one  to  Roger  Nowell  and  the  other  to  Nicholas,  and 
opening  his  memorandum-book,  declared  that  all  was  ready, 
and  the  two  leaders  rode  slowly  forward,  while  the  rest  of  the 
troop  followed,  their  curiosity  being  stimulated  to  the  highest 
pitch. 

Presently  Roger  Nowell  again  stopped,  and  pointed  to  a 
Woody  brake. 

"  We  are  now  come,"  he  said,  "  to  a  wood  forming  part  of  my 
property,  and  which  from  an  eruption,  caused  by  a  spring,  that 
took  place  in  it  many  years  ago,  is  called  Burst  Clough." 
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"  Exactly,  sir — exactly,"  cried  Potts  ;  "  Burst  Clough — I  have 
it  here — landmarks,  five  grey  stones,  lying  apart  at  a  distance 
of  one  hundred  yards  or  thereabouts,  and  giving  you,  sir,  twenty 
acres  of  moor  land.  Is  it  not  so,  Master  Nicholas  ?  The  marks 
are  such  as  I  have  described,  eh  ?" 

"  They  are,  sir,"  replied  the  squire ;  "  with  this  slight  diffe- 
rence  in  the  allotment  of  the  land — namely,  that  Mistress  Nutter 
Claims  the  twenty  acres,  while  she  assigns  you  only  ten." 

"  Ten  devils !"  cried  Roger  Nowell,  furiously.  "  Twenty  acres 
are  mine,  and  I  will  have  them." 

"  To  the  proof ,  then,"  rejoined  Nicholas.  "  The  first  of  the 
grey  stones  is  here." 

"And  the  second  on  the  left,  in  that  hollow,"  said  Roger 
Nowell.     "  Come  on,  my  masters,  come  on." 

"  Ay,  come  on !"  cried  Nicholas ;  "  this  perambulation  will  be 
rare  sport.     Who  wins,  for  a  piece  of  gold,  cousin  Richard  ?" 

"  Nay,  I  will  place  no  wager  on  the  event,"  replied  the  young 
man. 

"Well,  as  you  please,"  cried  the  squire;  "but  I  would  lay 
five  to  one  that  Mistress  Nutter  beats  the  magistrate." 

Meanwhile,  the  whole  troop  having  set  forward,  they  soon 
arrived  at  the  second  stone.  Grey  and  moss-grown,  it  was 
deeply  imbedded  in  the  soil,  and  to  all  appearance  had  rested 
undisturbed  for  many  a  year. 

"  You  measure  from  the  clough,  I  presume,  sir  ?"  remarked 
Potts  to  Nowell. 

"  To  be  sure,"  replied  the  magistrate ;  "  but  how  is  this  ? — 
This  stone  seems  to  me  much  nearer  the  clough  than  it  used 
to  be." 

"  Yeigh,  so  it  dun,  mester,"  observed  old  Mitton. 

"  It  does  not  appear  to  have  been  disturbed,  at  all  events," 
said  Nicholas,  dismounting  and  examining  it. 

"  It  would  seem  not,"  said  Nowell — "  and  yet  it  certainly  is 
not  in  its  old  place." 

"  Yo  are  mistaen,  mester,"  observed  Jem  Device ;  "  ey  knoa 
th'  lond  weel,  and  tZiis  stoan  has  stood  where  it  does  fo'  t*  last 
twenty  year.     Ha'n't  it,  neebers  ?" 

"  Yeigh — yeigh,"  responded  several  voices. 

"Well,  let  US  go  on  to  the  next  stone,"  said  Potts,  looMng 
rather  blank. 

Accordingly  they  went  forward,  the  hinds  exchanging  signifi- 
cant  looks,  and  Roger  Nowell  and  Nicholas  carefuUy  examining 
their  respective  maps. 
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"These  landmarks  exactly  tally  witli  my  plan,"  said  the 
sqtiire,  as  they  arrived  at  the  third  stone. 

"  But  not  with  mine,"  said  Nowell ;  "  this  stone  ought  to 
be  two  liundred  yards  to  the  right.  Some  trickery  has  been 
practised." 

"  Impossible  !*'  exclaimed  tbe  squire;  "tbese  ponderous 
masses  could  never  have  been  moved.  Besides,  tbere  are 
several  persons  bere  wbo  know  every  incb  of  tbe  grotind,  and 
will  give  you  their  iinbiassed  testimony.  Wbat  say  you,  my 
man  ?     Are  tbese  tbe  old  boundary  stones  ?" 

All  answered  in  tbe  afl&rmatiye  except  old  Mitton,  wbo  still 
raised  a  dissenting  voice. 

"  Tbey  be  tb'  owd  boundary  marks,  sure  enougb,"  he  said ; 
"  bob  tbey  are  neaw  i'  their  owd  places." 

"  It  is  qtdte  clear  that  tbe  twenty  acres  belong  to  Mistress 
Nutter,"  observed  Nicholas,  "  and  that  you  must  content  your- 
•elf  with  ten,  Master  Nowell.  Make  an  entry  to  that  effect, 
Master  Potts,  unless  you  will  have  tbe  ground  measured." 

"  No,  it  is  needless,"  replied  tbe  magistrate,  sharply ;  "  let  us 
go  on." 

During  this  survey,  some  of  tÜe  features  of  the  country 
appeared  changed  to  the  rustics,  but  how  or  in  wbat  way  tbey 
could  not  precisely  teil,  and  they  were  easily  induced  by  James 
Device  to  give  their  testimony  in  Mistress  Nutter's  favour. 

A  small  riyulet  was  now  reached,  and  anotber  halt  being 
called  upon  its  sedgy  banks,  tbe  plans  were  again  consulted. 

"  Wbat  have  we  bere,  Master  Potts — marks  or  boundaries  ?" 
inquired  Eichard,  with  a  smile. 

"  Both,"  replied  Potts,  angrily.  "  This  rivulet,  which  I  take 
to  be  Moss  Brook,  is  a  boimdary,  and  that  sheepfold  and  the 
two  posts  Standing  in  a  line  with  it  are  marks.  But  hold !  how 
is  this  ?"  be  cried,  regarding  tbe  plan  in  dismay  ^  "  the  five  acres 
of  waste  land  sbould  be  on  tbe  leit  of  tbe  brook." 

"  It  would  doubtless  suit  Master  Nowell  better  if  it  were  so," 
said  ISTicbolas ;  "  but  as  they  chance  to  be  on  tbe  right,  they 
belong  to  Mistress  Nutter.     I  merely  speak  from  tbe  plan." 

"  Tour  plan  is  naught,  sir,"  cried  Nowell,  furiously.  "  By 
wbat  foul  practice  tbese  changes  have  been  wrougbt  I  pretend 
not  to  say,  thougb  I  can  give  a  good  guess ;  but  the  audacious 
witch  wbo  has  tbus  deluded  me  shall  bitterly  rue  it." 

"Hold,  hold,  Master  Nowell!"  rejoined  Nicholas;  "I  can 
ttake  great  allowance  for  your  anger,  which  is  natural  con- 
sidering  your  disappointment,  but  I  will  not  permit  such  UA- 
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warrantable  ineinuations  to  be  thrown  out  against  Mistress 
Nutter.  You  agreed  to  abide  by  Sir  Balph  Assheton's  award, 
and  you  must  not  complain  if  it  be  made  against  you.  Do  roxi 
imagine  that  this  stream  could  have  cbanged  its  course  in  a  Single 
night ;  or  that  yon  sheepfold  has  been  removed  to  the  further 
side  of  it  ?" 

"  I  do,"  replied  Nowell. 

"  And  so  do  I,"  cried  Potts ;  "  it  has  been  accompKshed  by 
the  aid  of— " 

But  feeling  himself  checked  by  a  glance  from  the  reeve,  he 
stammered  out,  "  of — of  Mother  Demdike." 

"  You  declared  just  now  that  marks,  meres,  and  boundaries, 
were  unremovable,  Master  Potts,"  said  the  reeve,  with  a  sneer ; 
"  you  have  altered  your  opinion." 

The  crestfallen  attorney  was  dumb. 

"  Master  Roger  NoweU  must  find  some  better  plea  than  the 
Imputation  of  witchcraft  to  set  aside  Mistress  Nutter's  claim," 
observed  Richard. 

"Yeigh,  that  he  mun,"  cried  James  Device,  and  the  hindB 
who  supported  him. 

The  magistrate  bit  his  lips  with  vexation. 

"  There  is  witchcraft  in  it,  I  repeat,"  he  said. 

"  Yeigh,  that  there  be,'*  responded  old  Mitton. 

But  the  words  were  scarcely  uttered,  when  he  was  felled  to 
the  ground  by  the  bludgeon  of  James  Device. 

"  Ey'd  sarve  thee  i*  t'  same  way  fo'  two  pins,"  said  Jem,  re- 
garding  Potts  with  a  savage  look. 

""No  violence,  Jem,"  cried  Nicholas,  authoritatively — "you 
do  härm  to  the  cause  you  would  serve  by  your  outrageous  con- 
duct." 

"  Beg  pardon,  squoire,"  replied  Jem ;  "  boh  eh  winna  hear 
lies  towd  about  Mistress  Nutter." 

"  No  one  shan  speak  ill  on  her  here,"  cried  the  hinds. 

"  Well,  Master  Nowell,"  said  Nicholas,  "  are  you  willing  to 
concede  the  matter  at  once,  or  will  you  pursue  the  investigation 
further?" 

"  I  will  ascertain  the  extent  of  the  mischief  done  to  me  before 
I  stop,"  rejoined  the  magistrate,  angrily. 

"Porward,  then,"  cried  Nicholas.  "  Our  course  now  lies 
along  this  footpath,  with  a  croft  on  the  left,  and  an  old  bam 
on  the  right.  Here  the  plans  correspond,  I  believe,  Master 
Potts  ?" 

The  attorney  yielded  a  reluctant  assent. 

X  2 
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"  There  is  next  a  small  spring  and  trougli  on  tlie  riglit,  and 
we  tlien  come  to  a  limestone  quarry — then  by  a  plantation 
called  Cat  Gallows  Wood — so  named,  because  some  troublesome 
monser  has  been  hanged  there,  I  suppose ;  and  next  by  a  deep 
moss-pit,  called  Swallow  Hole.  All  riglit,  eb,  Master  Potts  ? 
We  sbaU  now  enter  upon  Worston  Moor,  and  come  to  the  tut 
oceupied  by  Jem  Device,  wbo  can,  it  is  presumed,  speak  positively 
as  to  its  Situation." 

"  Very  true,"  cried  Potts,  as  if  Struck  by  an  idea.  "  Let  tbe 
rascal  step  forward,  I  wish  to  put  a  few  questions  to  bim  re- 
specting  bis  tenement.  I  think  I  sball  catch  bim  now,"  be 
aäded,  in  a  low  tone,  to  Nowell, 

"  Here  ey  be,"  cried  Jem,  stepping  up  witb  an  insolent  and 
defying  look.     "  Wbot  d'ye  want  wi*  me  ?" 

"  First  of  all,  I  would  caution  you  to  speak  tbe  truth,"  com- 
menced  Potts,  impressively  ;  "  as  I  sball  take  down  your  answers 
in  my  memorandum-book,  and  tbey  will  be  produced  against 
you  bereafter." 

"If  be  utters  a  falsebood,  I  will  commit  bim,"  said  Eoger 
Nowell,  sbarply. 

"  Speak  ceevily,  and  ey  win  gi'  yo  a  ceevil  answer,"  rejoined 
Jem,  in  a  surly  tone ;  "  bob  ey'm  nab  to  be  browbeaten." 

"  First,  tben,  is  your  but  in  sigbt  ?" 

"  Neaw,"  replied  Jem. 

"  But  you  can  point  out  its  Situation,  I  suppose  ?"  pursued 
tbe  attomey. 

"  Sartinly  ey  con,"  replied  Jem,  witbout  beeding  a  significant 
glance  cast  at  bim  by  tbe  reeve.  "  It  stonds  bebind  yon  kloof, 
ot  soide  o'  t'  moor,  wi'  a  rindle  in  front." 

"  ITow,  mind  wbat  you  say,  sirrab,"  cried  Potts.  "  You  are 
quite  sure  tbe  but  is  bebind  tbe  clougb ;  and  tbe  rindle,  wbicb, 
being  interpreted  from  your  base  vernacular,  I  believe  means 
a  gutter,  in  front  of  it  ?" 

Tbe  reeve  cougbed  sligbtly,  but  failed  to  attract  Jem's  atten- 
tion, wbo  replied  quickly,  tbat  be  was  quite  sure  of  tbe  circum- 
stances. 

"  Very  well,"  said  Potts—"  you  have  all  heard  tbe  answer. 
He  is  quite  sure  as  to  wbat  he  states.  Now,  tben,  I  suppose 
you  can  teil  whether  tbe  but  looks  to  tbe  north  or  the  south ; 
wbether  the  door  opens  to  the  moor  or  to  the  clougb;  and 
whether  there  is  a  path  leadine  from  it  to  a  spot  called  Hook 
Cliff?"  r  ö  F 

At  this  moment  Jem  caught  the  eye  of  the  reeve,  and  the 
lookgiren  him  hy  the  latter  completely  puzzled  bim. 
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"Ey  dunna  reetly  recollect  whicli  way  it  looks,'*  he  an- 
swered. 

"  Wliat !  you  prevaricating  rascal,  do  you  pretend  to  say  that 
you  do  not  know  which  way  your  own  dwelling  Stands?" 
thundered  Roger  Nowell.  "  Speak  out,  sirrah,  or  Sparshot 
shall  take  you  into  custody  at  once." 

"  E/m  ready,  your  worship,"  replied  tlie  beadle. 

"Weel,  then,"  said  Jem,  imperfectly  comprehending  tlie 
signs  made  to  him  by  the  reeve,  "  the  hut  looks  nather  to  t* 
south  naw  to  t'  north,  but  to  t'  west ;  it  f eaces  t'  moor ;  an' 
there  is  a  path  fro'  it  to  Hook  Cliff." 

As  he  finished  speaking,  he  saw  from  the  reeve's  angry  ges- 
tures, that  he  had  made  a  mistake,  but  it  was  now  too  late 
to  recall  his  words.     However,  he  determined  to  make  an  effort. 

"  Now  ey  bethink  me,  ey'm  naw  sure  that  ey'm  reet,"  he  said. 

"  You  must  be  sure,  sirrah,"  said  Roger  Nowell,  bending  his 
awful  brows  upon  him.  "  You  cannot  be  mistaken  as  to  your 
own  dwelling.  Take  down  his  description,  Master  Potts,  and 
proceed  with  your  interrogatories,  if  you  have  any  more  to  put 
to  him." 

"I  wish  to  ask  him  whether  he  has  been  at  home  to-day," 
said  Potts. 

"  Answer,  fellow,"  thundered  the  magistrate. 

Before  replying  Jem  would  fain  have  consulted  the  reeve, 
but  the  latter  had  tumed  away  in  displeasure.  Not  knowing 
whether  a  lie  would  serve  his  turn,  and  fearing  he  might  be 
contradicted  by  some  of  the  by  Standers,  he  said  he  had  not 
been  at  home  f of  two  days,  but  had  retumed  the  night  before  at 
a  late  hour  from  Whalley,  and  had  slept  at  Rough  Lee. 

"  Then  you  cannot  teil  what  changes  may  have  taken  place  in 
your  dwelling  during  your  absence  ?"  said  Potts. 

"  Of  course  not,"  replied  Jem ;  "  boh  ey  dimna  see  how  ony 
chawnges  con  ha'  happent  i'  so  short  a  time." 

"  But  I  do,  if  you  do  not,  sirrah,"  said  Potts.  "  Be  pleased 
to  give  me  your  plan,  Master  Nowell.  I  have  a  further  question 
to  ask  him,"  he  added,  after  Consulting  it  for  a  moment. 

"  Ey  win  answer  nowt  more,"  replied  Jem,  gruffly. 

"  You  will  answer  whatever  questions  Master  Potts  may  put  to 
you,  or  you  are  taken  into  custody,"  said  the  magistrate,  stemly. 

Jem  would  have  willingly  beaten  a  retreat;  but  being  sur- 
rounded  by  the  two  grooms  and  Sparshot,  who  only  waited  a 
sign  from  Nowell  to  secure  him,  or  knock  him  down  if  he 
attempted  to  fly,  he  gave  a  surly  intimation  that  he  was  r^aÄ^ 
to  speak. 
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^'  You  are  aware  that  a  dyke  intersects  the  heath  before  us, 
namely,  Worston  Moor  ?"  said  Potts. 

Jem  nodded  his  head. 

"  I  must  request  particiliar  attention  to  your  plan  as  I  pro- 
ceed,  Master  Nicholas,"  pursued  the  attomey.  "  I  now  wish  to 
be  informed  by  you,  James  Device,  whether  that  dyke  cuts 
through  the  midAe  of  the  moor,  or  traverses  the  side ;  and  if 
so,  which  side?  I  desire  also  to  be  informed  where  it  com- 
mences,  and  where  it  ends  ?" 

Jem  scratched  his  head,  and  reflected  a  moment. 

"The  matter  does  not  reqnire  consideration,  sirrah/'  cried 
Nowell.     "  I  must  have  an  instant  answer.*' 

"  So  jo  shan,"  replied  Jem ;  "  weel,  then,  th*  dyke  begins 
near  a  little  mound  ca'd  Tum  Heaod,  about  a  hundert  yards  fro' 
my  dwellin',  an'  runs  across  th'  easterly  soide  o't  moor,  tili  it 
reaches  Knowl  Bottom." 

"  Tou  will  swear  this  ?"  cried  Potts,  scarcely  able  to  conceal 
his  satisfaction. 

"  Swere  it !  eigh,"  replied  Jem. 

"  Eigh,  we'n  aw  swere  it,"  chorused  the  hinds. 

"  Tm  delighted  to  hear  it,"  cried  Potts,  radiant  with  delight, 
"  for  your  description  corresponds  exactly  with  Master  Nowell's 
plan,  and  drffers  materially  from  that  of  Mistress  Nutter,  as 
Squire  Nicholas  Assheton  will  teil  you." 

"  I  cannot  deny  it,"  replied  Nicholas,  in  some  confusion. 

"Ey  should  ha'  said  *westerly'  T  stead  o'  *  yeasterly,' "  cried 
Jem,  "  boh  yo  puzzle  a  mon  so  wi'  your  lawyerly  questins,  that 
he  dusna  knoa  his  reet  hond  fro'  his  laft." 

"  Teigh,  yeigh,  we  aw  meant  to  say  *  westerly,'  "  added  the 
hinds. 

"  Tou  have  swom  the  contrary,"  cried  Nowell.  "  Secure 
him,"  he  added  to  the  grooms  and  Sparshot,  "  and  do  not  let 
him  go  tili  we  have  completed  the  survey,  We  will  now  see 
how  far  the  reality  corresponds  with  the  description,  and  what 
fufther  devilish  tricks  have  been  played  with  the  property." 

XJpon  this  the  troop  was  again  put  in  motion,  James  Device 
wallang  between  the  two  grooms,  with  Sparshot  behind  him. 

So  wonderfully  elated  was  Master  Potts  by  the  successful  hit 
he  had  just  made,  and  which,  in  his  opinion,  quite  counter- 
balanced  his  previous  failure,  that  he  could  not  help  communi- 
cating  his  satisfaction  to  Flint,  and  this  in  such  manner,  that 
the  fiery  little  animal,  who  had  been  for  some  time  exceedingly 
tractable  and  good-natured,  took  umbrage  at  it^  and  threatened 
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to  dislodge  him  if  he  did  not  degist  from  bis  vagaries — deliver« 
ing  the  hint  so  clearly  and  unmistakablj  that  it  was  not  lost 
npon  bis  rider,  who  endeavoured  to  calm  him  down.  In  propor- 
tion  as  the  attomey's  spirits  rose,  those  of  James  Derice  and  his 
followers  sank,  for  they  feit  they  were  caught  in  a  snare,  from 
which  they  could  not  easily  escape. 

By  this  time  they  had  reached  the  borders  of  Worston  Moor, 
which  had  been  hitherto  concealed  by  a  piece  of  rising  ground, 
covered  with  gorse  and  brushwood,  and  Jem's  hut,  together  with 
the  dough,  the  rindle,  and  the  dyke,  came  distinctly  into  view. 
The  plans  were  again  produced,  and,  on  comparing  them,  it 
appeäred  that  the  various  landmarks  were  precisely  situated  as 
laid  down  by  Mistress  Nutter,  while  their  disposition  was  en- 
tirely  at  yariance  with  James  Deyice's  statement. 

Master  Potts  then  rose  in  his  stirrups,  and  calling  for  silenee, 
addressed  the  assemblage. 

''There  Stands  the  hut,"  he  said,  ''and  instead  of  being 
behind  the  clough,  it  is  on  one  side  of  it,  while  the  door  cer- 
tainly  does  not  face  the  moor,  neither  is  the  rindle  in  front  of 
the  dwelling  or  near  it;  while  the  dyke,  which  is  the  main  and 
important  boundary  line  between  the  properties,  runs  above  two 
hundred  yards  further  west  than  formerly.  Now,  observe  the 
original  position  of  these  marks,  mores,  and  bonndaries — ^that 
is,  of  this  hut,  this  clough,  this  rindle,  and  this  dyke — exactly 
corresponds  with  the  description  given  of  them  by  the  man 
Device,  who  dwells  in  the  place,  and  who  is,  theref ore,  a  person 
most  Hkely  to  be  accurately  acquainted  with  the  country ;  and 
yet,  though  he  has  only  been  absent  two  days,  changes  the  most 
surprising  have  taken  place — changes  so  surprising,  indeed,  that 
he  scarcely  knows  the  way  to  his  own  house,  and  certainly  never 
could  find  the  path  which  he  has  described  as  leading  to  Hook 
Cliff,  since  it  is  entirely  obliterated.  Observe,  further,  all  these 
extraordinary  and  incomprehensible  changes  in  the  appearance 
of  the  country,  and  in  the  Situation  of  the  marks,  mores,  and 
boimdaries,  are  favourable  to  Mistress  Nutter,  and  give  her  the 
advantage  she  seeks  over  my  honoured  and  honourable  client. 
They  are  set  down  in  Mistress  Nutter's  plan,  it  is  true;  but 
when,  let  me  ask,  was  that  plan  prepared  r  In  my  opinion  it 
was  prepared  first,  and  the  changes  in  the  land  made  after  it  by 
diabolical  fraud  and  contrivance.  I  am  sorry  to  have  to  declare 
this  to  you,  Master  Nicholas,  and  to  you,  Master  Eichard,  but 
such  is  my  firm  conviction." 

''And    mine,  also/'  added  Nowell;    "and    I  here  Charge 
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Mistress  Nutter  with  sorcery  and  witclicraft,  and  on  my  retum  I 
will  immediately  issue  a  Warrant  for  her  arrest.  Sparshot,  I 
command  you  to  attach  the  person  of  James  Device,  for  aiding 
and  abetting  her  in  her  foul  practices." 

"I  will  help  you  to  tako  charge  of  him/*  said  the  reeve, 
riding  forward. 

Probably  this  was  done  to  give  Jem  a  chance  of  escape,  and  if 
so,  it  was  successful,  for  as  the  reeve  pushed  among  his  captors, 
and  thrust  Sparshot  aside,  the  ruffian  broke  f rom  them ;  and 
running  with  great  swiftness  across  the  moor,  plunged  into  the 
dough,  and  disappeared. 

Nicholas  and  Richard  instantly  gave  chase,  as  did  Master 
Potts;  but  the  fugitive  led  them  over  the  treacherous  bog  in 
such  a  manner  as  to  baffle  all  pursuit.  A  second  disaster  here 
overtook  the  unlucky  attorney,  and  damped  him  in  his  hour  of 
triumph.  Flint,  who  had  apparently  not  forgotten  or  forgiven 
the  joyous  kicks  he  had  recently  received  from  the  attorney' s 
heels,  came  to  a  sudden  halt  by  the  side  of  the  quagmire,  and, 
putting  down  his  head,  and  flinging  up  his  legs,  cast  him  into  it. 
While  Potts  was  scrambling  out,  the  animal  galloped  off  in  the 
direction  of  the  clough,  and  had  just  reached  it  when  he  was 
seized  upon  by  James  Device,  who  suddenly  started  from  the 
coyert,  and  vaiüted  upon  his  back. 
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On  retuming  from  their  unsuccessf ul  pursuit  of  James  Device, 
the  two  Asshetons  fotmd  Eoger  Nowell  haranguing  the  hinds, 
who,  on  the  flight  of  their  leader,  would  have  taken  to  their 
heels  likewise,  if  they  had  not  been  detained,  partly  by  the 
energetic  efforts  of  Sparshot  and  the  grooms,  and  partly  by  the 
exhortations  and  menaces  of  the  magistrate  and  Holden.  As  it 
was,  two  or  three  contrived  to  get  away,  and  fled  across  the 
moor,  whither  the  reeve  pretended  to  pursue  them ;  while  those 
left  behind  were  taken  sharply  to  task  by  Roger  Nowell. 

"  Listen  to  me,"  he  cried,  "  and  take  good  heed  to  what  I  say, 
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for  it  concems  you  nearly.  Strange  and  dreadful  tliings  have 
come  under  my  Observation  on  my  way  hither.  I  have  seeri 
a  wliole  viUage  stricken  as  by  a  plague — a  poor  pedler  deprived 
of  the  use  of  bis  limbs  and  put  in  peril  of  bis  life — and  a  young 
maiden,  once  tbe  pride  and  omament  of  your  own  village, 
snatcbed  from  a  fond  fatber's  care,  and  bome  to  an  untimely 
grave.  Tbese  tbings  I  bave  seen  witb  my  own  eyes ;  and  I  am 
resolved  tbat  tbe  porpetrators  of  tbese  enormities,  Motbers 
Demdike  and  Chattox,  shall  be  brougbt  to  justice.  As  to  you, 
tbe  deluded  victims  of  tbe  impious  bags,  I  can  easily  under- 
stand  wby  you  sbut  your  eyes  to  tbeir  evil  doings.  Terrified  by 
tbeir  tbreats  you  submit  to  tbeir  exactions,  and  so  become  tbeir 
slaves — slaves  of  tbe  bond-slaves  of  Satan.  Wbat  miserable 
servitude  is  tbis!  By  so  doing  you  not  only  endanger  tbe 
welfare  of  your  souls,  by  leaguing  witb  tbe  enemies  of  Heaven, 
and  render  yourselves  unwortby  to  be  classed  witb  a  religious 
and  Christian  people;  but  you  place  your  lives  in  jeopardy 
by  becoming  accessories  to  tbe  crimes  of  tbose  great  offenders, 
and  render  yourselves  liable  to  like  punisbment  witb  tbem. 
Seeing,  tben,  tbe  imminency  of  tbe  peril  in  wbicb  you  stand, 
you  will  do  well  to  avoid  it  wbile  tbere  is  yet  time.  Nor  is  tbis 
your  only  risk.  Tour  servitude  to  Mistress  Nutter  is  equally 
perilous.  Wbat  if  sbe  be  owner  of  tbe  land  you  tili,  and  tbe 
flocks  you  tend !  You  owe  ber  no  fealty.  Sbe  bas  forfeited  all 
title  to  your  service — and,  so  far  from  aiding  ber,  you  ougbt  to 
regard  ber  as  a  great  criminal,  wbom  you  are  boimd  to  bring 
to  justice.  I  bave  now  incontestable  proofs  of  ber  dealing 
in  tbe  black  art,  and  can  sbow  tbat  by  witcbcraft  sbe  bas 
altered  tbe  face  of  tbis  country,  witb  tbe  intent  to  rob  me  of 
my  land." 

Holden  now  took  up  tbe  tbeme.  "  Tbe  finger  of  Heaven  is 
pointed  against  sucb  robbery,"  be  cried.  "  *  Cursed  is  be,'  saitb 
tbe  Scripture,  'tbat  removetb  bis  neigbbour's  landmark.'  And 
again,  it  is  written,  *  Cm'sed  is  be  tbat  smitetb  bis  neigbbour 
secretly.'  Botb  tbese  tbings  batb  Mistress  Nutter  done,  and  for 
botb  sball  sbe  incur  Divine  vengeance." 

"Neitber  sball  sbe  escape  tbat  of  man,"  added  Nowell, 
severely ;  "  for  our  sovereign  lord  batb  enacted  tbat  all  persona 
employing  or  rewarding  any  evil  spirit,  sball  be  beld  guilty  of 
felony,  and  sball  suffer  deatb.  And  deatb  will  be  ber  portion, 
for  sucb  demoniacal  agency  most  assuredly  batb  sbe  employed." 

The  magistrate  bere  paused  for  a  moment  to  regard  bis 
audience,  and  reading  in  tbeir  terrified  looks  thät  kift  ti^ääü^Mtli; 
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had  produced  the  desired  Impression,  he  continaed  mth  in«« 
creased  severity : 

"  These  wicked  women  shall  trouble  the  land  no  longer.  Thej 
fihall  be  aorested  and  brought  to  judgment;  and  if  jou  do  not 
heartilj  bestir  yourselyes  in  their  capture,  and  undertake  to 
appear  in  evidence  against  them,  you  shall  be  held  and  dealt 
with  as  accessories  in  their  crimes." 

TJpon  this,  the  hinds,  who  were  greatly  alarmed,  declared  with 
one  accord  their  wilUngness  to  act  as  the  mag^trate  should 
direct. 

"  You  do  wisely,"  cried  Potts,  who  by  this  time  had  made  his 
way  back  to  the  assemblage,  covered  from-head  to  foot  with 
ooze,  as  on  his  former  misadventure.  "  Mistress  Nutter  and 
the  two  old  hags  who  hold  jrou  in  thrall  would  lead  you  to  de- 
struction.  For  understand  it  is  the  firm  determination  of  my 
respected  client,  Master  Eoger  Nowell,  as  well  as  o£  myself,  not 
to  relax  in  our  exertions  tili  the  whole  of  these  pestilent  witches 
who  trouble  the  country  be  swept  away,  and  to  spare  none  who 
assist  and  uphold  them." 

The  hinds  stared  aghast,  f  or  so  gi*im  was  the  appearance  o£ 
the  attomey,  that  they  ahnest  thought  Hobthurst,  the  lubber- 
fiend,  was  addressing  them. 

At  this  moment  old  Henry  Mitton  came  up.  He  had  partially 
recovered  from  the  stunning  effects  of  the  blow  dealt  him  by 
James  Device,  but  his  head  was  cut  open,  and  his  white  locl^ 
were  dabbled  in  blood.  Pushing  his  waythrough  the  assem- 
blage, he  stood  before  the  magistrate. 

"  If  yo  want  a  witness  agen  that  foul  murtheress  and  witch, 
Alice  Nutter,  ca'  me,  Master  Eoger  Nowell,"  he  said.  "  Ey  con 
tay  my  Bible  oath  that  the  whole  f eace  o'  this  keawntry  has  been 
clmunged  sin  yester  neet,  by  her  hondywark.  Ca*  me  also  to 
speak  to  her  former  life — to  her  intimacy  wi'  Mother  Demdike 
an'  owd  Chattox.  Ca*  me  to  prove  her  constant  attendanoe  at 
devils'  sabbaths  on  Pendle  Hill,  and  elsewhere,  wi'  other  black 
and  damning  offences — an'  among  'em  the  murder,  by  witchcraf t, 
o'  her  husband,  Ruchot  Nutter." 

A  thrill  of  horror  pervaded  the  assemblage  at  this  denuncia- 
tion ;  and  Master  Potts,  who  was  being  cleansed  from  his  sable 
stains  by  one  of  the  grooms,  cried  out : 

"This  is  the  very  man  for  us,  my  excellent  client.  Tour 
name  and  abode,  friend  ?" 

"  Harry  Mitton  o'  Eough  Lee,"  replied  the  old  mau.  "  Ey  ha' 
dwelt  these  seventy  year  an'  uppardB,  an'  ha'  known  the  feytber 
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and  granfeyther  o'  Euchot  Nutter,  an'  also  Alice  Nutter,  when 
boo  war  Alice  Assheton.  Ca'  me,  sir,  an'  aw'  ye  want  to  knoa  je 
ßhan  lam." 

"  We  will  call  you,  my  good  friend,"  ftaid  Potts ;  "  and,  i£  you 
have  sustained  any  private  wrongs  £rom  Mistress  Nutter,  they 
sliall  be  amply  redressed." 

" Ey  ba'  endured  mucb  at  ber  bonts,"  rejoined  Mitton ;  "  boh  ey 
dunna  speak  o'  mysel'.  It  be  bigb  time  tbat  Owd  Scrat  sbould 
ba'  bis  claws  clipt,  an'  bonest  folk  be  aUowed  to  live  in  peace." 

"  Very  true,  my  wortby  friend — very  true,"  assented  Potts. 

An  immediate  retum  to  WtaUey  was  now  proposed  by  Nowell; 
but  Master  Potts  was  of  opinion  tbat,  as  tbey  were  in  tbe  neigh- 
bourbood  of  Malkin  Tower,  tbey  sbould  proceed  tbitber  at  once, 
and  effect  tbe  arrest  of  Mother  Demdike,  after  whicb  Motber 
Cbattox  coidd  be  sougbt  out  and  secured.  Tbe  presence  of  tbese 
two  witcbes  would  be  most  important,  be  declared,  in  tbe  exami- 
nation  of  Mistress  Nutter.  Hue  and  cry  f or  tbe  f ugitive,  James 
Device,  ougbt  also  to  be  made  tbrougbout  tbe  forest. 

Confounded  by  wbat  tbey  beard,  Eicbard  and  Nicbolas  had 
liitberto  taken  no  part  in  tbe  proceedings,  but  tbey  now  seconded 
Master  Potts' s  proposition,  hoping  tbat  tbe  time  occupied  by 
tbe  Visit  to  Malkin  Tower  would  prove  serviceable  to  Mistress 
Nutter;  for  tbey  did  not  doubt  tbat  intelligence  would  be  con- 
veyed  to  ber  by  some  of  ber  agents,  of  Nowell's  intention  to 
arrest  ber. 

Additional  encouragement  was  given  to  tbe  plan  by  tbe 
arrival  of  Eicbard  Baldwyn,  wbo,  at  tbis  juncture,  rode  furiously 
up  to  tbe  party. 

"  Weel,  ban  yo  settled  your  business  bere,  Mester  Nowell  ?" 
be  asked,  in  breatbless  anxiety. 

"  We  bave  so  far  settled  it,  tbat  we  bave  establisbed  proofs  of 
witcbcraft  against  Mistress  Nutter,"  replied  Nowell.  "  Can  you 
speak  to  ber  cbaracter,  Baldwyn  ?" 

"  Yeigb,  tbat  ey  con,"  rejoined  tbe  milier,  "  an'  nowt  good. 
Ey  wisb  to  see  aw  tbese  miscbeevous  witcbes  bumt ;  and  ^lat's 
wby  ey  ba'  ridden  efter  yo,  Mester  Nowell.  Ey  want  your  belp 
OS  a  magistrate  agen  Motber  Demdike.  To  ba'  a  constable  wi'  ye, 
and  so  can  arrest  ber  at  wonst." 

"  You  bave  come  most  opportunely,  Baldwyn,"  observed  Potts. 
"  We  were  just  considering  wbetber  we  sbould  go  to  Malkin 
Tower." 

"  Tben  decide  upon  't,"  rejoined  tbe  milier,  "  or  tbe  owd  bag 
win  escape  ye.    Tak  ber  imaweares." 
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"  I  don*t  know  that  we  sliall  take  lier  unawares,  Baldwyn,'* 
Said  Potts  ;  "but  I  am  decidedly  of  opinion  that  we  should  go 
tliither  without  delay.     Is  Malkin  Tower  far  off  ?" 

"  About  a  mile  fro'  ßough  Lee,"  replied  the  milier.  "  Go 
back  wi'  me  to  t'  mill,  where  yo  can  refresh  yourselves,  an'  ey'n 
get  together  some  dozen  o'  my  friends,  and  tben  we'n  aw  go  up 
to  t'  Tower  together." 

"  A  Tery  good  Suggestion,"  said  Potts ;  **  and  no  doubt  Master 
Nowell  will  accede  to  it." 

**We  have  force  enougb  already,  it  appears  to  me,"  observed 
Nowell. 

"  I  should  tbink  so,"  replied  Eicbard.  "  Some  dozen  men, 
armed  against  a  poor  defeneeless  old  woman,  are  snrely 
enougb." 

"  Owd,  boh  neaw  defeneeless,  Mester  Euebot,"  rejoined  Bald- 
wyn.  "  To  canna  go  i'  too  great  force  on  an  expedition  like  tbis. 
Malkin  Tower  is  a  varry  strong  place,  os  yo'n  find." 

"  Well,"  Said  Nowell,  "  since  we  are  bere,  I  agree  witb  Master 
Potts,  tbat  it  would  be  better  to  secure  tbese  two  offenders,  and 
convey  tbem  to  Whalley,  wbere  tbeir  examination  can  be  taken 
at  tbe  same  time  witb  tbat  of  Mistress  Nutter.  We  tberef ore 
accept  your  offer  of  refresbment,  Baldwyn,  as  some  of  our  party 
may  stand  in  need  of  it,  and  will  at  once  proceed  to  tbe  mill." 

"  Well  resolved,  sir,"  said  Potts. 

**  We'n  tae  tb*  owd  witcb,  dead  or  alive,"  cried  Baldwyn. 

**  AJive — we  must  bave  ber  alive,  good  Baldwyn,"  said  Potts. 
"  Tou  must  see  ber  perisb  at  tbe  stake." 

"Eeet,  mon,"  cried  tbe  miUer,  bis  eyes  blazing  witb  fury; 
"  tbat's  true  vengeance.  Ey'n  ride  wboam  and  get  aw  ready  f or 
ye.     Ye  knoa  t'  road." 

So  saying,  be  Struck  spurs  into  bis  borse,  and  galloped  off. 
Scarcely  was  be  gone,  tban  tbe  reeve,  wbo  bad  kept  out  of  bis 
sigbt,  came  forward. 

"  Since  you  bave  resolved  upon  going  to  Malkin  Tower,"  be  said 
to  Nowell,  "  and  bave  a  sufSciently  numerous  party  for  tbe  pur- 
pose,  my  furtber  attendance  can  be  dispensed  witb.  I  will  ride 
in  searcb  of  James  Device." 

"  Do  so,"  replied  tbe  magistrate,  "  and  let  bue  and  cry  be  made 
after  bim." 

"  It  sball  be,"  replied  tbe  reeve,  "  and,  if  taken,  be  sball  be 
conveyed  to  Wballey." 

And  be  made  towards  tbe  clough,  as  if  witb  tbe  Intention  of 
putting  bis  words  into  execution. 
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Word  was  now  given  to  set  f orward,  and  Master  Potts  liaving 
been  accoinmodated  with  a  liorse  by  one  of  the  grooms,  who 
proceeded  on  foot,  the  party  began  to  retrace  their  coxirse  to 
the  mill. 

They  were  soon  again  by  the  side  of  Pendle  Water,  and  ere 
long  reached  Bough  Lee.  As  they  rode  through  the  close  at  the 
back  of  the  mansion,  Eoger  Nowell  halted  for  a  moment,  and 
observed  with  a  grim  smile  to  Richard : 

"  Never  more  shall  mistress  Nutter  enter  that  house.  Within 
a  week  she  shall  be  lodged  in  Lancaster  Castle,  as  a  felon  of  the 
darkest  dye,  and  she  shall  meet  a  felon's  fate.  And  not  only 
shall  she  be  sent  thither,  but  all  her  partners  in  guilt — Mother 
Demdike  and  her  aceursed  brood  the  Devices ;  old  Chattox  and 
her  grand-daughter,  Nance  Eedferne  :  not  one  shall  escape." 

"You  do  not  include  Alizon  Device  in  your  list?"  cried 
Bichard. 

"  I  include  all — I  will  spare  none,'*  rejoined  Nowell,  stemly. 

"  Then  1  will  move  no  further  with  you,"  said  Eichard. 

"  How !"  cried  Nowell.  "  Are  youan  upholder  of  these  witches ? 
Beware  what  you  do,  young  man.  Beware  how  you  take  part 
with  them.  You  will  bring  suspicion  upon  yourself,  and  get 
entangled  in  a  net  from  which  you  will  not  easily  escape." 

"  I  care  not  what  may  happen  to  me,"  rejoined  Richard;  "  I  will 
never  lend  myself  to  gross  injustice — such  as  you  are  about  to 
practice.  Since  you  announce  your  intention  of  including  the 
innocent  with  the  guilty,  of  exterminating  a  whole  family  for 
the  crimes  of  one  or  two  of  its  members,  I  have  done.  You  have 
made  dark  accusations  against  Mistress  Nutter,  but  you  have 
proved  nothing.  You  assert  that,  by  witchcraft,  she  has  changed 
the  features  of  your  land,  but  in  what  way  can  you  make  good 
the  Charge  ?  Old  Mitton  has,  indeed,  volanteered  himself  as  a 
witness  against  her,  and  has  accused  her  of  most  heinous  offences ; 
but  he  has  at  the  same  time  shown  that  he  is  her  enemy,  and  his 
testimony  will  be  regarded  with  doubt.  I  will  not  believe  her 
guilty  on  mere  suspicion,  and  I  deny  that  you  have  aught  more 
to  proceed  upon." 

"  I  shall  not  argue  the  point  with  you  now,  sir,"  replied  Nowell, 
angrily.  "  Mistress  Nutter  will  be  fairly  tried,  and  if  I  fail  in 
my  proof s  against  her,  she  wiU  be  acquitted.  But  I  have  little 
fear  of  such  a  result,"  he  added,  with  a  sinister  smile. 

"  You  are  confident,  sir,  because  you  know  there  would  be 
every  disposition  to  find  her  guilty,"  replied  Richard.  "  She 
will  not  be  fairly  tried.     All  the  prejudices  of  ignorance  and 
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superstition,  lieightened  by  the  published  opinions  of  the  king, 
will  be  arrajed  against  her.  Were  she  as  free  from  crime,  or 
thought  of  crime,  as  the  new-bom  babe,  once  charged  with  the 
borrible  and  inexplicable  offence  of  witcbcraft,  sbe  would  scarce 
escape.    You  go  determined  to  destroy  her/' 

*'  I  will  not  deny  it,"  said  Roger  Nowell,  "  and  I  am  satisfied 
that  I  shall  render  good  service  to  society  by  freeing  it  from  so 
vile  a  member.  So  abhorrent  is  the  crime  of  witchcraft,  that 
were  my  own  son  suspected,  I  would  be  the  first  to  deHver  him 
to  justice.  like  a  noxious  and  poisonous  plant,  the  olEence  has 
taken  deep  root  in  this  comitry,  and  is  spreading  its  baneful 
inflnence  around,  so  that  if  it  be  not  extirpated,  it  may  spring 
np  anew,  and  cause  incalculable  mischief .  But  it  shall  now  be 
effectually  checked.  Of  the  families  I  hare  mentioned,  not  one 
Bhall  escape;  and  if  Mistress  Nutter  herseif  had  a  daughter, 
she  should  be  brought  to  judgment.  In  such  cases,  chüdren 
must  suffer  for  the  sins  of  the  parents." 

"  You  have  no  regard,  then,  for  their  innocence  ?"  said 
Bichard,  who  feit  as  if  a  weight  of  calamity  was  crushing  him 
down. 

"  Their  innocence  must  be  proved  at  the  proper  tribunal," 
rejoined  Nowell.     "  It  is  not  for  me  to  judge  them." 

**  But  you  do  judge  them,"  cried  Richard,  sharply.  "  In 
making  the  charge,  you  know  that  you  pronounce  the  sentence 
of  condenmation  as  well.  This  is  why  the  humane  man — why 
the  just  man — would  hesitate  to  bring  an  accusation,  even  where 
he  suspected  guilt — ^but  where  suspicion  could  not  possibly  attach, 
he  would  never  suffer  himself,  however  urged  on  by  feelings  of 
animosity,  to  injure  the  innocent." 

"  You  ascribe  most  unworthy  motives  to  me,  young  sir," 
rejoined  Nowell,  stemly.  "  I  am  influenced  only  by  a  desire  to 
see  justice  administered,  and  I  shall  not  swerve  from  my  duty, 
because  my  humanity  may  be  called  in  question  by  a  loTC-sick 
boy.  I  understand  why  you  plead  thus  warmly  for  these  infa- 
mous  persons.  You  are  enthralled  by  the  beauty  of  the  young 
witch,  Alizon  Device.  I  noted  how  you  were  Struck  by  her  yes- 
terday — and  I  heard  what  Sir  Thomas  Metcalfe  said  on  the 
subject.  But  take  heed  what  you  do.  You  may  jeopardise  both 
ßoul  and  body  in  the  indulgence  of  this  fatal  passion.  Witch- 
craft is  exercised  in  many  ways.  Its  professors  have  not  only 
power  to  maim  and  to  kill,  and  to  do  other  active  mischief ,  but 
to  ensnare  the  affections  and  endanger  the  souls  of  their  victims, 
hj  entidng  them  to  nnhaJlowed  love.     Alizon  Devioe  is  comely 
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to  Tiew,  no  doubt,  bat  who  Bhall  saj  whence  her  beantj  is 
derived  ?  Hell  may  have  arrayed  her  in  its  fatal  charms.  Sin 
iB  beantiful,  but  all  destructive.  And  the  time  will  come  when 
jou  m&j  thank  me  f or  delivering  jon  from  the  snares  of  this 
seductive  siren." 

Bichard  uttered  an  angrj  exdamation. 

"  Not  now — I  do  not  expect  it — you  are  too  mnch  besotted 
by  her,"  pursued  Nowell ;  "  but  I  conjure  you  to  cast  off  this 
wicked  and  senseless  passion,  which,  unless  checked,  will  lead 
you  to  perdition.  Tou  have  heard  what  abominable  rites  are 
pMu^iged  at  those  unholy  meetings  called  dovirs  sabbaths,  and 
now  can  you  say  that  some  demon  may  not  be  your  rival  in 
Alizon'B  love  ?" 

"Tou  pass  all  license,  sir,"  cried  Eichard,  infuriated  past 
endurance ;  "  and,  if  you  do  not  instantly  retract  the  infamous 
accusation  you  hare  made,  neither  your  age  nor  your  office  shall 
protect  you." 

"I  can  fortunately  protect  myself,  young  man,"  replied 
Kowell,  coldly ;  "  and  if  aught  were  wanting  to  confirm  my 
suspicions  that  you  were  under  some  evil  influence,  it  would  be 
•applied  by  your  present  conduct.  You  are  bewitched  by  this  girl." 

**  It  is  false !"  cried  Bichard.  And  he  raised  his  band  against 
the  magistrate,  when  Nicholas  quickly  interposed. 

"  Nay,  coußin  Dick,"  cried  the  squire,  "  this  must  not  be.  You 
must  take  other  means  of  defending  the  poor  girl,  whose  inno- 
cence  I  will  maintain  as  stoutly  as  yourself .  But,  since  Master 
Boger  Nowell  is  resolved  to  proceed  to  extremities,  I  shall  like- 
wise  take  leave  to  retire." 

"  Your  pardon,  sir,"  rejoined  Nowell ;  "  you  will  not  with- 
draw  tili  I  think  fit.  Master  Bichard  Assheton,  forgetful  alike 
of  the  respect  due  to  age  and  constituted  authority,  has  ven- 
tured  to  raise  his  band  against  me,  for  which,  if  I  chose,  I  could 
place  him  in  immediate  arrest.  But  I  have  no  such  intention. 
On  the  contrary,  I  am  willing  to  overlook  the  insult,  attributing 
it  to  the  frenzy  by  which  he  is  possessed.  But  both  he  and  you, 
Master  Nicholas,  are  mistaken  if  you  suppose  I  will  permit  you 
to  retire.  As  a  magistrate,  in  the  exercise  of  my  office,  I  call 
upon  you  both  to  aid  me  in  the  capture  of  the  two  notorious 
witches,  Mothers  Demdike  and  Ohattox,  and  not  to  desist  or 
depart  from  me,  tili  such  capture  be  effected.  You  know  the 
p^alty  of  refusal." 

"  Heayy  fine  or  imprisonment,  at  the  Option  of  the  magis- 
trate/' remarked  Potts. 
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"  My  öousin  Nicholas  will  do  as  he  pleases,"  observed  EicHard ; 
"  but,  for  my  part,  I  will  not  stir  a  step  f urther." 

"  Nor  will  I,"  added  Nicholas,  "  unless  I  have  Master  Nowell's 
solemn  pledge  that  he  will  take  no  proceedings  against  Alizon 
Device." 

"  You  can  give  no  such  assurance,  sir,"  whispered  Potts,  seeing 
that  the  magistrate  wavered  in  his  resolution. 

**You  must  go,  then,"  said  Nowell,  "and  take  the  conse- 
quences  of  your  refusal  to  act  with  me.  Yonr  relationship  to 
Mistress  Nutter  will  not  teil  in  your  favour." 

"  I  understand  the  implied  threat,"  said  Nicholas,  "  and  laugh 
at  it.  Eichard,  lad,  I  am  with  you.  Let  him  catch  the  witches 
himself,  if  he  can.  I  will  not  budge  an  inch  further  with 
him." 

"  Farewell,  then,  gentlemen,"  replied  Eoger  Nowell ;  "  I  am 
Borry  to  part  Company  with  you  thus,  but  when  next  we  meet — '* 
and  he  paused. 

"  We  meet  as  enemies,  I  presume,"  supplied  Nicholas. 

"We  meet  no  longer  as  friends,"  rejoined  the  magistrate, 
coldly. 

With  this  he  moved  forward  with  the  rest  of  the  troop,  while 
the  two  Asshetons,  after  a  moment's  consultation,  passed  through 
a  gate  and  made  their  way  to  the  back  of  the  mansion,  where 
they  found  one  or  two  men  on  the  look-out,  from  whom  they 
received  intelligence,  which  induced  them  immediately  to  spring 
from  their  horses,  and  hurry  into  the  house. 

Arrived  at  the  principal  entrance  of  the  mansion,  which  was 
for  med  by  large  gates  of  open  iron-work,  admitting  a  view  of 
the  garden  and  front  of  the  house,  Eoger  Nowell  again  called  a 
halt,  and  Master  Potts,  at  his  request,  addressed  the  porter  and 
two  other  serving  men  who  were  standing  in  the  garden  in  this 
f  ashion : 

"  Pay  attention  to  what  I  say  to  you,  my  men,"  he  cried,  in  a 
loud  and  authoritative  voice ;  "  a  Warrant  will  this  day  be  issued 
for  the  arrest  of  Alice  Nutter,  of  Eough  Lee,  in  whose  Service 
you  have  hitherto  dwelt,  and  who  is  charged  with  the  dreadful 
crime  of  witchcraft,  and  with  invoking,  Consulting,  and  cove- 
nanting  with,  entertaining,  employing,  feeding,  and  re warding 
evil  spirits,  contrary  to  .the  laws  of  God  and  man,  and  in  express 
violation  of  his  Majesty's  Statute.  Now  take  notice,  that  if  the 
said  Alice  Nutter  shall  at  any  time  hereafter  return  to  this  her 
former  abode,  or  take  ref  uge  within  it,  you  are  hereby  bound  to 
deliver  her  up  f orthwith  to  the  nearest  constable,  to  be  by  him 
brought  bef ore  the  worshipful  Master  Eoger  Nowell,  of  Eead,  in 
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this  countj,  so  tliat  she  maj  be  examined  bj  him  on  these 
charges.     i  ou  hear  wliat  I  have  said  ?" 

The  men  exchanged  significant  glances,  but  made  no  replj. 

Potts  was  about  to  address  them,  but  to  bis  surprise  ne  saw 
the  central  door  of  the  house  throwu  open,  and  Mistress  Xutter 
issue  from  it.  She  marched  slowly  and  majestically  down  the 
broad  gravel  walk  towards  the  gate.  The  attorney  could  scarcely 
believe  bis  eyes,  and  he  exclaüned  to  the  magistrate«  with  a 
chuckle : 

"  Who  wonld  have  thought  of  this  ?  We  have  her  safe  enough 
now.    Ha  !  ha !" 

But  no  corresponding  smile  played  upon  Nowell's  hard  Ups. 
His  gaze  was  fixed  inquiringly  upon  the  lady. 

Another  surprise.  From  the  same  door  issued  Alizon  Device» 
escorted  by  Nicholas  and  Eichard  Assheton,  who  walked  on 
either  side  of  her,  and  the  three  f ollowed  Mistress  Kutter  slowly 
down  the  broad  walk.  Such  a  display  seemed  to  argue  no  want 
of  confidenoe.  Alizon  did  not  look  towards  the  group  outside 
the  gates,  but  seemed  listening  eagerly  to  what  Eichard  was 
saying  to  her. 

"  So,  Master  Nowell,"  cried  Mistress  Nutter,  boldly,  "  since 
yon  find  yourself  def  eated  in  the  claims  you  have  made  against 
my  property,  you  are  seeking  to  revenge  yourself,  I  understand, 
by  bringing  charges  against  me  as  false  as  thej  are  calumnious. 
But  I  defy  your  malice,  and  can  defend  myself  against  your 
violence." 

'*  If  I  could  be  astonished  at  anything  in  you,  madam,  I 
should  be  at  your  audacity,"  rejoined  Nowell;  "  but  lam  glad 
that  you  have  presented  yourself  bef ore  me,  f or  it  was  my  fixed 
intention,  on  my  retum  to  Whalley,  to  cause  your  arrest,  and 
your  unexpected  appearance  here  enables  me  to  put  my  design 
into  execution  somewhat  sooner  than  I  anticipated." 

Mistress  Nutter  laughed  scomfully. 

"Sparshot,"  vociferated  Nowell,  ''enter  those  gates,  and 
arrest  the  lady  in  the  King's  name." 

The  beadle  looked  irresolute.     He  did  not  like  the  task. 

"  The  gates  are  fastened,"  cried  Mistress  Nutter. 

"  Force  them  open,  then,"  roared  Nowell,  dismounting  and 
shaldng  them  furiously.  "  Bring  me  a  heavy  stone.  By  Heaven ! 
I  will  not  be  balked  of  my  prey." 

"  My  servants  are  armed,"  cried  Mistress  Nutter ;  "  and  the 
first  man  who  enters  shall  pay  the  penalty  of  his  rashness  with 
life.    Bring  me  a  petronel,  Blackadder." 
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The  Order  was  promptly  obeyed  by  tlie  ill-favoured  attendant, 
wlio  was  stationed  near  tne  gate. 

"  I  am  in  eamest,"  said  Mistresß  Nutter,  aiming  the  petronel, 
"  and  seldom  miss  my  mark." 

"  Give  attention  to  me,  my  men,"  cried  Eoger  Nowell.  "  I 
ellarge  you,  in  the  King's  name,  to  throw  open  the  gate." 

"  And  I  Charge  you,  in  mine,  to  keep  it  fast,"  rejoined  Mistress 
Nutter.     "  We  shall  see  who  will  be  obeyed." 

One  of  tbe  grooms  now  advanced  witb  a  large  stone,  taken 
from  an  adjoining  wall,  which  he  threw  with  great  force  against 
the  gates,  but  though  it  shook  them  violently  the  fastenings 
continued  firm.  Blackadder  and  the  two  other  serving-men,  all 
of  whom  were  armed  with  halberds,  now  advanced  to  the  gates, 
and,  thrusting  the  points  of  their  weapons  through  the  bars, 
drove  back  those  who  were  near  them. 

A  Short  consultation  now  took  place  between  Nowell  and 
Potts,  after  which  the  latter,  taking  care  to  keep  out  of  the 
reach  of  the  halberds,  thus  delivered  himself  in  a  loud  voice : 

**  Alice  Nutter,  in  order  to  avoid  the  serious  consequenoes  which 
might  ensue  were  the  necessary  measures  taken  to  effect  a  f  orcible 
entrance  into  your  habitation,  the  worshipful  Master  Nowell  has 
thought  fit  to  grant  you  an  hour's  respite  f or  reflection ;  at  the 
expiration  of  which  time  he  trusts  that  you,  seeing  the  futility 
of  resisting  the  law,  will  quietly  yield  yourself  a  prisoner. 
Otherwise,  no  further  leniency  will  be  shown  you  and  those  who 
may  uphold  you  in  your  contumacy." 

Mistress  Nutter  laughed  loudly  and  contemptuously. 

"  At  the  same  time,"  pursued  Potts,  ön  a  Suggestion  from  the 
magistrate,  "Master  Roger  Nowell  demands  that  Alizon  Device, 
daughter  of  Elizabeth  Device,  whom  he  beholds  in  your  Com- 
pany, and  who  is  likewise  suspected  of  witchcraft,  be  likewise 
delivered  up  to  him." 

"  Aught  more  ?"  inquired  Mistress  Nutter. 

"  Only  this,"  replied  Potts,  in  a  taunting  tone,  "  the  worship- 
ful magistrate  would  ofEer  a  friendly  counsel  to  Master  Nicholas 
Assheton,  and  Master  Eichard  Assheton,  whom,  to  his  infinite 
surprise,  he  perceives  in  a  hostile  position  bef ore  him,  that  they 
in  nowise  interfere  with  his  injunctions,  but,  on  the  contrary, 
lend  their  aid  in  furtherance  of  them,  otherwise  he  may  be  com- 
pelled  to  adopt  measures  towards  them,  which  must  be  a  source 
of  regret  to  him.  I  have  furthermore  to  state,  on  the  part  of 
his  worship,  that  strict  watch  will  be  kept  at  all  the  approaches 
of  your  house,  and  that  no  one,  on  any  pretence  whatever, 
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daring  the  appointed  time  of  respite,  will  be  suffered  to  enter  it, 
or  depart  from  it.     In  an  hour  hiß  worship  will  retum." 

''And  in  an  hour  he  shall  have  my  answer/'  replied  Mistress 
Nutter,  tuming  awaj. 


IX. 

HOW  ROTTOH   LIB   WAS   DEFEITDED   BY  NICHOLAB. 

Whsn  skies  are  darkest,  and  storms  are  gathering  thickcbt 
overhead,  the  Btar  of  love  will  oft  shine  out  with  greatest  bril- 
liancj;  and  so,  while  Mistress  Nutter  was  hurling  defiance 
against  her  foes  at  the  gate,  and  laughing  their  menaces  to  scorn 
—while  those  very  foes  were  threatening  Alizon's  liberty  and 
life — she  had  become  wholly  insensible  to  the  peril  environing 
her,  aad  ahnest  unconscious  of  anj  other  presence  save  that  oi 
Bichard,  now  her  avowed  lover ;  f or,  impeUed  by  the  irresistible 
yiolenee  of  his  f eelings,  the  young  man  had  chosen  that  moment, 
apparently  so  unpropitious,  and  so  fraught  with  danger  and 
alarm,  for  the  declaration  of  his  passion,  and  the  öfter  of  his 
life  in  her  service.  A  few  low-murmured  words  were  all  Alizon 
could  utter  in  reply,  but  they  were  enough.  They  told  Eichard 
his  passion  was  requited,  and  his  devotion  fully  appreciated. 
Sweet  were  those  moments  to  both— sweet,  though  sad.  Like 
Alizon,  her  loyer  had  become  insensible  to  all  around  him. 
Engrossed  by  one  thought  and  one  object,  he  was  lost  to  aught 
eise,  and  was  only  at  k-st  aroused  to  what  was  passing  by  the 
squire,  who,  haying  good-naturedly  removed  to  a  little  distance 
from  the  pair,  now  gave  utterance  to  a  low  whistle,  to  let  them 
know  that  Mistress  Nutter  was  coming  towards  them.  The 
ladj,  howeyer,  did  not  stop,  but  motioning  them  to  follow, 
entered  the  house. 

'' You  haye  heard  what  has  passed,"  she  said.  '^In  an  hour 
Master  Nowell  threatens  to  return  and  arrest  me  and  Alizon." 

"  That  shall  neyer  be,'*  cried  Eichard,  with  a  passionate  look 
ftt  the  young  girl.     "  We  will  defend  you  with  our  liyes." 

"  Much  may  be  done  in  an  hour,"  obseryed  Nicholas  to  Mis- 
tress Nutter ;  ''  and  my  adyice  to  you  is  to  use  the  time  aUowed 

Y  2 
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You  in  making  good  jour  retreat,  so  that,  when  the  hawks  come 
back,  they  may  find  the  doves  flown." 

"  I  have  no  intention  of  quitting  mj  dovecot,"  replied  Mistress 
Nutter,  with  a  bitter  smile. 

"  XJnless  you  are  forcibly  taken  from  it,  I  suppose,"  said  tbe 
squire  ;  "  a  contingency  not  impossible  if  you  await  Roger 
Nowell*ß  retum.  This  time,  be  assured,  be  will  not  go  away 
empty-banded." 

"He  may  not  go  away  at  all,"  rejoined  Mistress  Nutter, 
stemly. 

"Then  you  mean  to  make  a  determined  resistance?"  said 
Nicbolas.  "  RecoUect  tbat  you  are  resisting  tbe  law.  I  wisb  I 
could  induce  you  to  resort  to  tbe  safer  expedient  of  fligbt.  Tbis 
affair  is  already  dark  and  perplexed  enougb,  and  does  not  require 
furtber  complication.  Find  any  place  of  concealment,  no  matter 
wbere,  tili  some  arrangement  can  be  made  witb  Boger  Nowell." 

"  I  sbould  ratber  urge  you  to  fly,  Nicbolas,"  rejoined  tbe  lady ; 
"for  it  is  evident  you  bave  strong  misgivings  as  to  tbe  justice  of 
my  cause,  and  would  not  willingly  compromise  yoursefi .  I  will 
not  surrender  to  tbis  magistrate,  becaxuse,  by  so  doing,  my  lifo 
jyould  assuredly  be  f orf eited,  f  or  my  innocence  could  never  be 
establisbed  before  tbe  iniquitous  and  Woody  tribunal  to  wbicb  I 
sbould  be  brougbt.  Neitber,  for  tbe  same  reason,  will  I  sur- 
render Alizon,  wbo,  witb  a  refinement  of  malignity,  bas  been 
similarly  accused.  I  sball  now  proceed  to  make  preparations 
for  my  defence.  G-o,  if  you  tbink  fitting — or  stay — ^but  if  you 
do  stay,  I  sball  calcuLate  upon  your  active  Services." 

"  You  may,"  replied  tbe  squire.  "  Wbatever  I  may  tbink,  I 
admire  your  spirit,  and  will  stand  by  you.  ßut  time  is  passing, 
and  tbe  f  oe  will  retum  and  find  us  engaged  in  deliberation  wben 
we  ougbt  to  be  prepared.  You  bave  a  dozen  men  on  tbe 
premises  on  wbom  you  can  rely.  HaK  of  tbese  must  be  placed 
at  tbe  back  of  tbe  bouse  to  prevent  any  entrance  from  beirg 
efEected  in  tbat  quarter.  Tbe  rest  can  remain  witbin  tbe 
entrance-ball,  and  be  ready  to  rusb  fortb  wben  summoned  by  us ; 
but  we  will  not  so  summon  tbem  unless  we  are  bardly  put  to  it, 
and  tbeir  aid  is  indispensable.  All  sbould  be  well  armed,  but  I 
iarust  tbey  will  not  bave  to  use  tbeir  weapons.  Are  you  agreed 
to  tbis,  madam  ?" 

"I  am,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter,  "and  Iwill  give  instant 
directions  tbat  your  wisbes  are  complied  witb.  All  approaches 
to  tbe  back  of  tbe  bouse  sball  be  strictly  guarded  as  you  direct, 
and  my  trusty  man,  Blackadder,  on  wbose  fidelity  ana  courage  I 
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can  entirely  rely,  shall  take  the  command  of  tlie  party  in  the 
ball,  and  ad;  under  your  Orders.  Yonr  prowess  will  not  be  un- 
observed,  for  Alizon  and  I  shall  be  in  tbe  upper  room  com- 
Tnanding  tbe  garden,  wbenee  we  can  see  all  tbat  takes  place/' 

A  sligbt  smile  was  excbanged  between  tbe  lovers ;  but  it  was 
evident,  from  ber  anxious  looks,  tbat  Alizon  did  not  sbare  in 
Bicbard's  confidence.  An  opportunity,  bowever,  was  presently 
afforded  bim  of  again  endeavouring  to  reassure  ber,  for  Mistress 
Nutter  went  fortb  to  give  Blackadder  bis  orders,  and  Nicbolas 
betook  bim  seif  to  tbe  back  of  tbe  bouse  to  ascertain,  from 
personal  inspection,  its  cbance  of  security. 

"You  are  still  uneasy,  dear  Alizon,"  said  Riebard,  taking 
ber  band;  "but  do  not  be  cast  down.  No  barm  sball  be&fi 
you." 

"It  is  not  for  myself  I  am  apprebensive,"  sbe  replied,  "but 
for  you,  wbo  are  about  to  expose  yourself  to  needless  risk  in 
tbis  encounter ;  and,  if  anytbing  sbould  bappen  to  you,  I  sball 
be  for  ever  wretcbed.  I  would  far  ratber  you  left  me  to  my 
fate." 

"  And  can  you  tbink  I  would  allow  you  to  be  bome  away  a 
captive  to  ignominy  and  certain  destruction  ?"  cried  Bicbard. 
"  No,  I  will  sbed  my  beart*s  best  blood  before  sucb  a  calamity 
sball  occur." 

"  Alas !"  said  Alizon,  "  I  baye  no  means  of  requiting  your 
devotion.  AU  I  can  offer  you  in  retum  is  my  love,  and  tbat,  I 
fear,  will  prove  fatal  to  you." 

"  Ob !  do  not  say  so,"  cried  Riebard.  "  Wby  sbould  tbis  sad 
presentiment  still  baunt  you  ?  I  strove  to  cbase  it  away  just 
now,  and  boped  I  bad  sueeeeded.  You  are  dearer  to  me  tban 
life.  Wby,  tberef ore,  sbould  I  not  risk  it  in  your  defence  ?  And 
wby  sbould  your  love  prove  fatal  to  me  ?" 

"  I  know  not,"  replied  Alizon,  in  a  tone  of  deepest  anguisb, 
"  but  I  feel  as  if  my  destiny  were  evil ;  and  tbat,  against  my 
will,  I  sball  drag  tbose  I  most  love  on  eartb  into  tbe  same  darK 
gulf  witb  myself.  I  bave  tbe  greatest  affection  for  your  sister 
Dorotby,  and  yet  I  bave  been  tbe  unconscious  instrument  of 
injury  to  ber.  And  you  too,  Riebard,  wbo  are  yet  dearer  to  me, 
are  now  put  in  perU  on  my  aeeount.  I  fear,  too,  wben  you 
know  my  wbole  lustory,  you  will  tbink  of  me  as  a  tbing  of  evil, 
and  sbun  me." 

*'  Wbat  mean  you,  Alizon  ?"  be  cried. 

"Riebard,   I  can  bave  no  secrets  from  you," 
"  9aA  äyougb  I  was  f orbidden  to  teil  you  wliat  I 
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to  disclose,  I  will  not  withliold  it.  I  was  bom  in  tliis  house, 
and  am  the  daugliter  of  its  mistress." 

"You  teil  me  only  what  I  guessed,  Alizon/*  rejoined  the 
jonng  man;  '^but  I  see  nothing  in  this  why  I  should  ehnn 
you." 

Alizon  hid  her  face  f or  a  moment  in  her  hands :  and  then 
looking  up,  Said  wildly  and  hurriedly,  "Would  I  had  never 
Iqiown  the  secret  of  my  birth ;  or,  knowing  it,  had  never  seen 
what  I  beheld  last  night !" 

"  What  did  you  behold  ?"  asked  Eichard,  greatly  agitated. 

"  Enough  to  convince  me,  that  in  gaining  a  mother  I  was  lost 
myself ,"  replied  Alizon ;  "  for  oh !  how  can  I  survive  the  shock 
of  telling  you  I  am  bound,  by  ties  that  can  never  be  dissevered, 
to  one  abandoned  alike  of  God  and  man — who  has  devoted 
herseif,  to  the  Fiend  !  Pity  me,  Eichard — pity  me,  and  shun 
me !" 

There  was  a  moment' s  dreadful  pause,  which  the  young  man 
was  unable  to  break. 

"  Was  I  not  right  in  saying  my  love  would  be  fatal  to  you  ?" 
continued  Alizon.  "  Flj  f rom  me  while  you  can,  Eichard.  Fly 
from  this  house,  or  you  are  lost  for  ever !" 

"  Never,  never  !  I  will  not  stir  without  you,'*  cried  Eichard. 
"  Come  with  me,  and  escape  all  the  dangers  by  which  you  are 
menaced,  and  leave  your  sinning  parent  to  the  doom  she  so 
richly  merits." 

"  No,  no ;  sinful  though  she  be,  she  is  still  my  mother.  I 
cannot  leave  her,"  cried  Alizon. 

"  If  you  stay,  I  stay,  be  the  consequences  what  they  may," 
replied  the  young  man ;  "  but  you  have  rendered  my  arm  power- 
less  by  what  you  have  told  me.  How  can  I  defend  one  whom  I 
know  to  be  guilty  ?" 

"  Therefore  I  urge  you  to  fly,"  she  rejoined. 

"  I  can  reconcile  myself  to  it  thus,"  said  Eichard — "  in  defend- 
ing  you,  whom  I  know  to  be  innocent,  I  cannot  avoid  defending 
her.  The  plea  is  not  a  good  one,  but  it  will  suffice  to  allay  my 
Bcruples  of  conscience." 

At  this  moment  Mistress  Nutter  entered  the  hall,  followed  by 
Blackadder  and  three  other  men,  armed  with  calivers. 

"  All  is  ready,  Eichard,"  she  said,  "  and  it  wants  but  a  few 
minutes  of  the  appointed  time.  Perhaps  you  shrink  from  the 
task  you  have  undertaken  ?"  she  added,  regarding  him  sharply ; 
"if  so,  say  so  at  once,  and  I  will  adopt  my  own  line  of  de- 
fouoe." 
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"  Nay,  I  stall  be  ready  to  go  forth  in  a  moment,**  rejoined 
the  young  man,  glancing  at  AHzon.     "  Where  is  Nicholas  ?" 

"Here,"  replied  the  squire,  clapping  liim  on  the  Shoulder. 
"  All  is  secure  at  the  back  of  the  house,  and  the  horses  are 
ooming  ronnd.    We  muat  mount  at  once." 

Eichard  arose  without  a  word. 

"  Blackadder  wiU  attend  to  your  orders,"  said  Mistress  Nutter ; 
"  he  only  waits  a  sign  from  you  to  issue  forth  with  his  three 
companions,  or  to  fire  through  the  Windows  upon  the  aggressors, 
if  you  see  occasion  for  it." 

"I  trust  it  will  not  come  to  such  a  pass,"  rejoined  the  squire ; 
"  a  few  blows  from  these  weapons  will  convince  them  we  are  in 
eamest,  and  will,  I  hope,  save  further  trouble." 

And  as  he  spoke  he  took  down  a  couple  of  stout  staves,  and 
gave  one  of  them  to  Eichard. 

"Farewell,  then,  preux  Chevaliers,^*  cried  Mistress  Nutter, 
with  afEected  gaiety ;  "  demean  yourselves  valiantly,  and  remem- 
ber  that  bright  eyes  will  be  upon  you.  Now,  Alizon,  to  our 
Chamber." 

Eichard  did  not  hazard  a  look  at  the  yoimg  girl  as  she  quitted 
the  hall  with  her  mother,  but  f oUowed  the  squire  mechanically 
into  the  garden,  where  they  found  the  horses.  Scarcely  were 
they  mounted  ihan  a  loud  hubbub,  arising  from  the  little  village, 
proclaimed  that  their  opponents  had  arrived,  and  presently  after 
a  large  Company  of  horse  and  f oot  appeared  at  the  gate. 

At  sight  of  the  large  force  brought  against  them,  the  coun- 
tenance  of  the  squire  lost  its  confident  and  jovial  expression. 
He  coimted  nearly  forty  men,  each  of  whom  was  armed  in  some 
way  or  other,  and  began  to  fear  the  affair  would  terminate 
awkwardly,  and  entail  unpleasant  consequences  upon  h  im  seif 
and  his  cousin.  He  was,  therefore,  by  no  means  at  his  ease.  As 
to  Eichard,  he  did  not  dare  to  ask  himself  how  things  would 
end,  neither  did  he  know  how  to  act.  His  mind  was  in  utter 
confusion,  and  his  breast  oppressed  as  if  by  a  nightmare.  He 
cast  one  look  towards  the  upper  window,  and  beheld  at  it  the 
white  face  of  Mistress  Nutter,  intently  gazing  at  what  was  going 
forward,  but  Alizon  was  not  to  be  seen. 

Within  the  last  half  hour  the  sky  had  darkened,  and  a  heavy 
cloud  hung  over  the  house,  threatening  a  storm.  Eichard  hoped 
it  would  come  on  fiercely  and  fast. 

Meanwhile,  Eoger  Nowell  had  dismounted  and  advanced  to  the 
gate. 

"  Gentlemen,"  he  cried,  addressing  the  two  Asshetons,  " 
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pected  to  find  free  access  given  to  me  and  my  foUowers ;  but  as 
these  gates  are  still  barred  against  me,  I  call  upon  jou,  as  loyal 
subjects  of  the  Xing,  not  to  resist  or  impede  the  course  of  law, 
but  to  throw  them  instantly  open." 

"You  must  nnbar  them  yourself,  Master  Nowell,"  replied 
Nicholas.     "  We  sliall  give  you  no  help." 

"  Nor  offer  any  Opposition,  I.  hope,  sir  ?"  said  tbe  magistrate, 
sternly. 

"  Ton  are  twenty  to  one,  or  tbereabout,"  retnmed  tbe  squire, 
with  a  laugh ;  "  we  sball  stand  a  poor  cbance  witb  you." 

"But  Otter  defensive  and  offensive  preparations  have  been 
made,  I  doubt  not,"  said  Nowell ;  "  nay,  I  descry  some  armed 
men  tbrougb  the  Windows  of  the  hall.  Before  coming  to  ex- 
tremities,  I  will  make  a  last  appeal  to  you  and  your  kinsman.  I 
have  granted  Mistress  Nutter  and  the  girl  with  her  an  hour's 
delay,  in  .the  hope  that,  seeing  the  futility  of  resistance,  they 
would  quietly  surrender.  But  I  find  my  clemency  thrown  away, 
and  undue  advantage  taken  of  time  allowed  f or  respite  ;  there- 
fore,  I  shall  show  them  no  further  consideration.  But  to  you, 
my  friends,  I  would  offer  a  last  waming.  Forget  not  that  you 
are  acting  in  direct  Opposition  to  the  law;  that  we  are  here 
armed  with  füll  authority  and  power  to  carry  out  our  intentions ; 
and  that  all  Opposition  on  your  part  will  be  fruitless,  and  will 
be  visited  upon  you  hereafter  with  severe  pains  and  penalties. 
Forget  not,  also,  that  your  characters  will  be  irrecoverably 
damaged  from  your  connexion  with  parties  charged  with  the 
heinous  offence  of  witchcraft.  Meddle  not,  therefore,  in  the 
matter,  but  go  your  ways,  or,  if  you  would  act  as  best  becomes 
you,  aid  me  in  the  arrest  of  the  offenders." 

"  Master  Roger  Nowell,"  replied  Nicholas,  Walking  his  horse 
slowly  towards  the  gate,  "  as  you  have  given  me  a  caution,  I  will 
give  you  one  in  retum ;  and  that  is,  to  put  a  bridle  on  your 
tongue  when  you  address  gentlemen,  or,  by  my  fay,  you  are 
likely  to  get  answers  little  to  your  taste.  Tou  have  said  that 
our  characters  are  likely  to  suffer  in  this  transaction,  but,  in  my 
humble  opinion,  they  will  not  suffer  so  much  as  your  own.  The 
magistrate  who  uses  the  arm  of  the  law  f or  purposes  of  private 
vengeance,  and  who  brings  a  false  and  foul  charge  against  his 
enemy,  knowing  that  it  cannot  be  repelled,  is  not  entitled  to  any 
particular  respect  or  honour.  Thus  have  you  acted  towards 
Mistress  Nutter.  Defeated  by  her  in  the  boundary  question, 
without  leaving  its  decision  to  those  to  whom  you  had  referred 
it,  you  instantly  accuse  her  of  witchcraft,  and  seek  to  destroy 
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her,  as  well  as  an  innocent  and  unofEending  girl,  by  wliom  ehe  is 
att^ded.  Is  such  conduct  worthj  of  jou,  or  likelv  to  redoimd 
to  jour  credit  ?  I  think  not.  But  this  is  not  all.  Aided  bj 
jour  crafty  and  nnscrupulous  allj,  Master  Potts,  jou  get  to- 
gether  a  number  of  Mistress  Nutter's  tenants,  and  bj  threats 
and  misrepresentations,  induce  them  to  become  instruments  of 
jonr  yengeance.  Bat  when  these  misguided  men  come  to  know 
the  truth  of  the  case — ^when  they  leam  that  you  have  no  proof s 
vhatever  against  Mistress  Nutter,  and  that  you  are  influenced 
solely  by  animosity  to  her,  they  are  quite  as  likely  to  desert  you 
as  to  stand  by  you.  At  all  events,  we  are  determined  to  resist 
this  unjust  arrest,  and,  at  the  hazard  o£  our  lives,  to  oppose  your 
entrance  into  the  house." 

Nowell  and  Potts  were  greatly  exasperated  by  this  speech,  but 
they  were  little  prepared  for  its  consequences.  Many  of  those 
who  had  been  induced  to  accompany  them,  as  has  been  shown, 
wavered  in  their  resolution  of  acting  against  Mistress  Nutter, 
but  they  now  began  to  declare  in  her  f avour.  In  vain  Potts  re- 
peated  all  his  former  arguments.  They  were  no  longer  of  any 
avail.  Of  the  troop  assembled  at  the  gate,  more  than  hau 
marched  ofE,  and  shaped  their  course  towards  the  rear  of  the 
house — ^with  what  intention  it  was  easy  to  surmise — ^while  of 
those  who  remained  it  was  very  doubtful  whether  the  whole 
of  them  would  act. 

The  result  of  his  oration  was  quite  as  surprising  to  Nicholas 
as  to  his  opponents,  and,  enchanted  by  the  efEect  of  his  eloquence, 
he  could  not  help  glancing  up  at  the  window,  where  he  perceived 
Mistress  Nutter,  whose  smiles  showed  that  she  was  equally  well 
pleased. 

Seeing  that,  if  any  further  desertions  took  place,  his  chances 
would  be  at  an  end,  with  a  menacing  gesture  at  the  squire, 
Roger  Nowell  ordered  the  attack  to  commence  immediately. 

While  some  of  his  men,  amongst  whom  were  Baldwyn  and  old 
Mitton,  battered  against  the  gate  with  stones,  another  party, 
headed  by  Potts,  scaled  the  waUs,  which,  though  of  considerable 
height,  presented  no  very  serious  obstacles  in  the  way  of  active 
assailants.  Elevated  on  the  Shoulders  of  Sparshot,  Potts  was 
soon  on  the  summit  of  the  wall,  and  was  about  to  drop  into  the 
garden,  when  he  heard  a  sound  that  caused  him  to  suspend  his 
intention. 

"  What  are  you  about  to  do,  cousin  Nicholas  ?"  inquired 
Eichard,  as  the  word  of  assault  was  given  by  the  magistrate. 

"  Let  loose  Mistress  Nutter's  staghounds  upon  them,"  replied 
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the  squire.  "They  are  kept  in  leash  by  a  yarlet  staiioned 
behind  yon  yew-tree  hedge,  who  only  awaits  my  signal  to  let 
them  sfip ;  and  by  my  faith  it  is  time  he  had  it." 

As  he  spoke,  he  applied  a  dog-whistle  to  his  lips,  and,  blowing 
a  loud  call,  it  was  immediately  answered  by  a  savage  barking, 
and  half  a  dozen  hounds,  rough-haired,  of  prodigious  size  and 
power,  resembling  in  make,  colour,  and  ferocity,  the  Iiish  wolf- 
hoiind,  bounded  towards  him. 

"  Aha !"  exclaimed  Nicholas,  clapping  his  hands  to  encourage 
them:  "we  could  have  dispersed  the  whole  rout  with  these 
assistants.  Hyke,  Tiistram ! — hyke,  Hubert !  TJpon  them ! — 
upon  them !" 

It  was  the  savage  barking  of  the  hounds  that  had  caught  the 
ears  of  the  alarmed  attorney,  and  made  him  desirousto  scramble 
back  again.  But  this  was  no  such  easy  matter.  Sparshot's 
broad  Shoulders  were  wanting  to  place  his  feet  upon,  and  while 
he  was  bruising  his  knees  against  the  roughened  sides  of  the 
wall,  in  vain  attempts  to  raise  himself  to  the  top  of  it  unaided, 
Hubert*s  sharp  teeth  met  in  the  calf  of  his  leg,  while  those  of 
Tristram  were  fixed  in  the  skirts  of  his  doublet,  and  penetrated 
deeply  into  the  flesh  that  filled  it.  A  terrific  yeU  proclaimed  the 
attomey's  anguish  and  alarm,  and  he  redoubled  his  efforts  to 
escape. 

But  if  before  it  was  difficult  to  get  up,  the  feat  was  now  im- 
possible.  All  he  could  do  was  to  cling  with  desperate  tenacity 
to  the  coping  of  the  wall,  f or  he  made  no  doubt,  if  dragged 
down,  he  should  be  tom  in  pieces.  Eoaring  lustily  for  help,  he 
besought  Nicholas  to  have  compassion  upon  him ;  but  the  squire 
appeared  little  moved  by  his  distress,  and  laughed  heartüy  at  his 
yells  and  vociferations. 

"  Tou  will  not  come  again  on  a  like  errand,  in  a  hurry,  I  fancy, 
Master  Potts,"  he  said. 

"Iwill  not,  good  Master  Nicholas,"  rejoined  Potts;  "for 
pity's  sake  call  off  these  infernal  hounds.  They  will  rend  me 
asunder  as  they  would  a  fox." 

"  Tou  are  a  cunning  fox,  in  good  sooth,  to  come  hither,"  re- 
joined Nicholas,  in  a  taunting  tone ;  "  but  will  you  go  hence  if  I 
liberate  you  ?" 

"  I  will— indeed  I  will  I"  replied  Potts. 

"And  will  no  more  molest  Mistress  Nutter?"  thundered 
Nicholas. 

"  Take  heed  what  you  promise,"  roared  Nowell  from  the  other 
aide  of  the  wall. 
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"  If  you  do  not  promise  it  the  liounds  shall  pull  you  down,  aaid 
make  ameal  of  you !"  cried  Nicholas. 

"I  do — I  swear — whatever  you  desire!"  cried  the  terrified 
attomey. 

The  hounds  were  then  called  off  by  the  squire,  and,  nerved  by 
fright,  Potts  sprang  upon  the  wall,  and  tumbled  over  it  upon 
the  other  aide,  alighting  upon  the  head  of  his  respected  and 
Singular  good  dient,  whom  he  brought  to  the  ground. 

Meanwhile,  all  those  unlucky  persons  who  had  succeeded  in 
scaling  the  wall  were  attacked  by  the  hounds,  and,  unable  to 
stand  against  them,  were  chased  round  the  garden,  to  the  infinite 
amusement  of  the  squire.  Frightened  to  death,  and  unable 
otherwise  to  escape,  f or  the  gate  allowed  them  no  means  of  exit, 
the  poor  wretches  fled  towards  the  terrace  overlooking  Pendle 
Water,  and  leaping  into  the  stream,  gained  the  opposite  bank. 
There  they  were  safe,  for  the  hounds  were  not  allowed  to  follow 
them  f  urther.  In  this  way,  the  garden  was  completely  cleared 
of  the  enemy,  and  Nicholas  and  Eichard  were  left  masters  of  the 
ßeld. 

Leaning  out  of  the  window,  Mistress  Nutter  laughingly  con- 
gratulated  them  on  their  success,  and,  as  no  further  disposition 
was  manifested  on  the  part  of  Nowell  and  such  of  his  troop  that 
remained  to  renew  the  attack,  the  contest,  for  the  present  at 
least,  was  supposed  to  be  at  an  end. 

By  this  time,  also,  intimation  had  been  conveyed  by  the 
deserters  from  Nowell*s  troop,  who,  it  will  be  remembered,  had 
made  their  way  to  the  back  of  the  premises,  that  they  were 
anxious  to  offer  their  Services  to  Mistress  Nutter ;  and,  as  soon 
as  this  was  told  her,  she  ordered  them  to  be  admitted  and  de- 
scended  to  give  them  welcome.  Thus,  things  wore  a  promising 
aspect  for  the  besieged,  while  the  assailing  party  were  propor- 
tionately  disheartened. 

Long  ere  this,  Baldwyn  and  old  Mitton  had  desisted  from 
tiieir  attempts  to  break  open  the  gate,  and,  indeed,  rejoiced  that 
such  a  barrier  was  interposed  between  them  and  the  hounds, 
whose  furious  onslaughts  they  witnessed.  A  holt  was  launched 
against  these  four-footed  guardians  of  the  premises  by  the 
bearer  of  the  crossbow,  but  the  man  proved  but  an  indifferent 
marksman,  for,  instead  of  hitting  the  hound,  he  disabled  one  of 
his  companions  who  was  battling  with  him.  Finding  things  in 
this  State,  and  that  neither  Nowell  nor  Potts  retumed  to  their 
Charge,  while  their  followers  were  withdrawn  from  bef ore  the 
gate,  Nicholas  thought  he  might  fairly  infer  that  a  victory  had 
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been  obtamed.  Bat,  like  a  prudent  leader,  he  did  not  cHoose  to 
expose  himself  tili  the  enemj  had  absolutelj  yielded,  and  he 
therefore  signed  to  Blackadder  and  his  men  to  come  forth  from 
the  hall.  The  order  was  obeyed,  not  only  by  them,  but  by  the 
seceders  from  the  hostile  troop,  and  some  thirty  men  issued 
from  the  principal  door,  and  ranging  themselves  npon  the  lawn 
set  up  a  deafening  and  triumphant  shout,  very  different  from 
that  raised  by  the  same  individuals  when  under  the  command  of 
Nowell.  At  the  same  moment  Mistress  Nutter  and  Alizon 
appeared  at  the  door,  and  at  the  sight  of  them  the  shouting  was 
renewed. 

The  nnexpected  tum  in  affairs  had  not  been  without  its  effect 
upon  E/ichard  and  Alizon,  and  tended  to  revive  the  spirits  of 
both.  The  immediate  danger  by  which  they  were  threatened 
had  vanished,  and  time  was  given  f  or  the  consideration  of  new 
plans.  Richard  had  been  firmly  resolved  to  take  no  further 
part  in  the  afEray  than  should  be  required  f or  the  protection  of 
Alizon,  and,  consequently,  it  was  no  little  satisfaction  to  him  to 
reflect  that  the  victory  had  been  accomplished  without  him,  and 
by  means  which  could  not  afterwards  be  questioned. 

Meanwhile,  Mistress  Xutter  had  joined  Nicholas,  and  the 
gates  being  unbarred  by  Blackadder,  they  passed  through 
them.  At  a  little  distance  stood  Roger  Nowell,  now  altogether 
abandoned,  except  by  his  own  immediate  f  oUowers,  with  Baldwyn 
and  old  Mitton.  Poor  Potts  was  lying  on  the  groimd,  piteously 
bemoaning  the  lacerations  his  skin  had  undergone. 

"  Well,  you  have  got  the  worst  of  it,  Master  Nowell,"  said 
Nicholas,  as  he  and  Mistress  Nutter  approached  the  discomfited 
magistrate,  "and  must  own  yourself  fairly  defeated." 

"  Defeated  as  I  am,  I  would  rather  be  in  my  place  than  in 
yours,  sir,"  retorted  Nowell,  sourly. 

"  You  have  had  a  wholesome  lesson  read  you,  Master  Nowell," 
Said  Mistress  Nutter ;  "  but  I  do  not  come  hither  to  taunt  you. 
I  am  quite  satisfied  with  the  victory  I  have  obtained,  and  am 
anxious  to  put  an  end  to  the  misunderstanding  between  us." 

"I  have  no  misunderstanding  with  you,  madam,"  replied 
Nowell;  "I  do  not  quarrel  with  persons  like  you.  But  be 
assured,  though  you  may  escape  now,  a  day  of  reckoning  will 


come." 


"Your  Chief  cause  of  grievance  against  me,  I  am  aware," 
replied  Mistress  Nutter,  calmly,  "  is,  that  I  have  beaten  you  in 
the  matter  of  the  land.  Now,  I  have  a  proposal  to  make  to  you 
respecting  it." 
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"  I  cannot  listen  to  it,"  rejoined  Nowell,  stemly ;  "  I  can  have 
no  dealings  with  a  witch." 

At  this  moment  bis  cloak  was  plucked  behind  by  Pott«,  wbo 
looked  at  bim  as  mucb  as  to  saj,  ''Do  not  exasperate  ber. 
Hear  wbat  sbe  bas  got  to  offer/' 

"  I  sball  be  bappy  to  act  as  mediator  between  you,  if  possible," 
observed  Nicbolas ;  "  but  in  tbat  case  I  must  request  you,  Master 
Nowell,  to  abstain  from  any  offensive  langnage." 

"Wbat  is  it  you  bave  to  propose  to  me,  tben,  madam?** 
demanded  tbe  magistrate,  grumy. 

"  Oome  witb  me  into  tbe  bouse,  and  you  sball  bear,"  replied 
Mistress  Nutter. 

Nowell  was  about  to  ref use  peremptorily,  wben  bis  cloak  was 
again  plucked  by  Potts,  wbo  wbispered  bim  to  go. 

"  Tbis  is  not  a  snare  laid  to  entrap  me,  madam  P"  be  said, 
legarding  tbe  lady  suspiciously. 

"  I  will  answer  f or  ber  good  faitb,"  interposed  Nicbolas. 

Nowell  still  besitated,  but  tbe  counsel  of  bis  legal  adviser  was 
enforced  by  a  beavy  sbower  of  rain,  wbicb  just  tben  began  to 
desoend  upon  tbem. 

"Tou  can  take  sbelter  beneatb  my  roof,"  said  Mistress 
Nutter;  "and  before  tbe  sbower  is  over  we  can  settle  tbe 
matter." 

"  And  my  wounds  can  be  dressed  at  tbe  same  time,"  said 
Potts,  witb  a  groan,  "  for  tbey  pain  me  sorely." 

"  Blackadder  bas  a  sovereign  baisam,  wbicb,  witb  a  patcb  or 
two  of  diacbylon,  will  make  all  rigbt,"  replied  Nicbolas,  unable 
to  repress  a  laugb.  "  Here,  lift  bim  up  between  you,"  be  added 
to  tbe  grooms,  "  and  convey  bim  into  tbe  bouse." 

Tbe  Orders  were  obeyed,  and  Mistress  Nutter  led  tbe  way 
tbrougb  tbe  now  wide-opened  gates;  ber  slow  and  majestie 
marcb  by  no  means  accelerated  by  tbe  drencbing  sbower.  Wbat 
Eoger  Nowell's  sensations  were,  at  foUowing  ber  in  sucb  a  way, 
after  bis  previous  tbreats  and  boastings,  may  be  easily  con- 
ceived. 


334  THE  LANCASHIRE  WITCHES. 


X. 

fcOQER  NOWELL  AND  HIS  DOUBLE. 

The  magistrate  was  usliered  by  the  lady  into  a  small  cliainber, 
opening  out  of  the  entrance-hall,  which,  in  consequence  of  having 
only  one  small  narrow  window,  with  a  clipped  yew-tree  bef ore 
it,  was  extremely  dark  and  gloomy.  The  walls  were  covered 
with  sombre  tapestry,  and  on  entering,  Mistress  Nutter  not  only 
carefully  closed  the  door,  but  drew  the  arras  before  it,  so  as  to 
prevent  the  possibility  of  their  conversation  being  heard  outside. 
These  precautions  taken,  she  motioned  the  magistrate  to  a  ohair, 
and  seated  herseif  opposite  him. 

"We  can  now  deal  unreservedly  with  each  other,  Master 
Nowell,"  she  said,  fixing  her  eyes  steadily  upon  him ;  "  and,  as 
our  discourse  cannot  be  overheard  and  repeated,  may  use  perfeot 
freedom  of  speech." 

"  I  am  glad  of  it,"  replied  Nowell,  "  because  it  will  save  cir- 
cumlocution,  which  I  dislike^  and,  therefore,  before  proceeding 
further,  I  must  teil  you  directly  and  distinctly,  that  if  there  be 
aught  of  witchcraft  in  what  you  are  about  to  propose  to  me,  I 
will  have  naught  to  do  with  it,  and  our  Conference  may  as  well 
never  begin." 

"  Then  you  really  beliere  me  to  be  a  witch  ?"  said  the  lady. 

"  I  do,"  replied  Nowell,  unflinchingly. 

"  Since  you  believe  this,  you  must  also  believe  that  I  have 
absolute  .power  over  you,"  rejoined  Mistress  Nutter,  "  andmight 
strike  you  with  siclmess,  cripple  you,  or  kill  you,  if  I  thought 
fit." 

"  I  know  not  that,"  retumed  Nowell.  "  There  are  limits  even 
to  the  power  of  evil  beings  ;  and  your  charms  and  enchant- 
ments,  however  strong  and  baneful,  may  be  whoUy  inoperative 
against  a  magistrate  in  the  discharge  of  his  duty.  If  it  were 
not  so,  you  would  scarcely  think  it  worth  while  to  treat  with 
me." 

"  Himiph !"  exclaimed  the  lady.  "  Now,  teil  me  franldy, 
what  you  will  do  when  you  depart  hence  ?" 

"  Eide  ofE  with  the  utmost  speed  to  Whalley,"  replied  Nowell, 
"  and,  acquainting  Sir  Ealph  with  all  that  has  occurred,  claim 
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liifl  assistance;  and  then,  witli  all  the  force  we  can  jointly 
muster,  retum  hither,  and  finish  tlie  work  I  have  leffc  nndone.** 

**  You  will  f orego  this  Intention,"  said  Mistress  Nutter,  with  a 
bitter  smile. 

The  magistrate  shook  his  liead. 

"  I  am  not  easily  tumed  from  my  purpose,"  he  remarked. 

"  Bat  you  have  not  yet  quitted  Eough  Lee,"  said  the  lady ; 
**  and  after  such  an  announcement,  I  shall  scarce  think  of  part- 
ing  with  you." 

**  You  dare  not  detain  me,"  replied  Nowell.  "  I  have  Nichola» 
Aflsheton's  word  for  my  security,  and  I  know  he  will  not  break 
it.  Besides,  you  will  gain  nothing  by  my  detention.  My  absence 
will  soon  be  discovered,  and  if  living  I  shall  be  set  free ;  if  dead, 
avenged." 

"  That  may,  or  may  not  be,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter ;  "  and 
m  any  case  I  can,  if  I  choose,  wreak  my  vengeance  imon  you.  I 
am  glad  to  have  ascertained  your  intentions,  for  I  now  know 
how  to  treat  with  you.  You  shall  not  go  hence,  except  on 
certain  conditions.  You  have  said  you  will  proclaim  me  a  witch, 
and  will  come  back  with  suf&cient  force  to  accomplish  my  arrest. 
Instead  of  doing  this,  I  advise  you  to  retum  to  Sir  Ralph  Asshe- 
ton,  and  admit  to  him  that  you  find  yourself  in  error  m  respect 
to  the  boundaries  of  the  land " 

"  Never  1"  interrupted  Nowell. 

"  I  advise  you  todo  this,"  pursued  the  lady,  calmly,  "  and  I 
advise  you,  also,  on  quitting  this  room,  to  retract  aÜ  you  have 
uttered  to  my  prejudice,  in  the  presence  of  Nicholas  Assheton 
and  other  credible  witnesses ;  in  which  case,  I  will  not  only  lay 
aside  all  feelings  of  animosity  towards  you,  but  will  make  over 
to  you  the  whole  of  the  land  under  dispute,  and  that  without 
purchase-money  on  your  part." 

Eoger  Nowell  was  of  an  avaricious  nature,  and  caught  at  the 
bait. 

"  How,  madam !"  he  cried,  "  the  whole  of  the  land  mine  with- 
out payment  ?" 

"  The  whole,"  she  replied. 

"  If  she  should  be  arrainged  and  convicted,  it  will  be  f  orf  eited 
to  the  Crown,"  thought  Nowell ;  "  the  offer  is  tempting." 

**  Your  attomey  is  here,  and  can  prepare  the  conveyance  at 
once,"  pursued  Mistress  Nutter;  "a  sum  can  be  stated  to 
lend  a  colour  to  the  proceeding,  and  I  will  give  you  a  private 
memorandum  that  I  will  not  claim  it.  All  I  require  is,  that  you 
clear   me  completely  from  the  dark  aspersions  cast  upon  my 
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character,  and  jou  abandon  your  projects  against  mj  adopted 
daughter,  Alizon,  as  well  as  agamst  those  two  poor  old  women, 
Mothers  Demdike  and  Chattox." 

"How  can  I  be  sure  that  I  sball  not  be  deluded  in  the 
matter  ?"  asked  Nowell.  **  The  writing  may  disappear  from 
the  parchment  you  give  me,  or  the  parchment  itsefi  may  tum 
to  a^hes^  Such  things  have  occurred  in  transactions  with  witches. 
Or  it  may  be  that,  by  consenting  to  the  compact,  I  may  imperil 
my  own  soul." 

"  Tush !"  exclaimed  Mistress  Nutter ;  "  these  are  idle  fears. 
But  it  is  no  idle  threat  on  my  part,  when  I  teil  you  you  shall 
not  go  forth  unless  you  consent." 

"  You  cannot  hinder  me,  woman  !"  cried  Nowell,  rising. 

"  You  shall  see,"  rejoined  the  lady,  making  two  or  three  rapid 
passes  before  him,  which  instantly  stiffened  his  limbs,  and 
aeprived  him  of  the  power  of  motion.  "  Now,  stir  if  you  can," 
ehe  added,  with  a  laugh. 

Nowell  essayed  to  cry  out,  but  his  tongue  refused  its  ofi&ce. 
Hearing  and  sight,  however,  were  left  him ;  and  he  saw  Mistress 
Nutter  take  a  large  volume,  bound  in  black,  from  the  shelf ,  and 
open  it  at  a  pa^e  covered  with  cabalistic  characters,  after  which 
sne  pronounced  some  words  which  sounded  like  an  invocation. 

As  she  concluded,  the  tapestry  against  the  wall  was  raised, 
and  from  behind  it  appeared  a  figure  in  all  respects  resembling 
the  magistrate ;  it  had  the  same  sharp  f eatures,  the  same  keen 
eyes  and  bushy  eyebrows,  the  same  stoop  in  the  Shoulders,  the 
same  habiliments.     It  was,  in  short,  his  double. 

Mistress  Nutter  regarded  him  with  a  look  of  triumph. 

"Since  you  refuse,  with  my  injunctions,"  she  said,  **your 
double  will  prove  more  tractable.  He  will  go  forth  and  do  all  I 
would  have  you  do,  while  I  have  but  to  stamp  upon  the  floor, 
and  a  dungeon  will  yawn  beneath  your  feet,  where  you  will  lie 
immured  tili  doomsday.  The  same  fate  will  attend  your  crafty 
associate,  Master  Potts — so  that  neither  of  you  will  be  missed — 
ha !  ha !" 

The  unfortunate  magistrate  fully  comprehended  his  danger, 
but  he  could  now  neither  ofEer  remonstrance  nor  entreaty.  Wbat 
was  passing  in  hia  breast  seemed  known  to  Mistress  Nutter ;  f or 
she  motioned  the  double  to  stay,  and,  touching  the  brow  of 
Nowell  with  the  point  of  her  forefinger,  instantly  restored  his 
power  of  Speech. 

"  I  will  give  you  a  last  chance,"  she  said.  "  WiU  you  obey  me 
now  ?" 


T?HE  LANCASHIRE  WITCHES.  037 

**  1  must,  perforce,"  replied  Nowell ;  "  the  contest  is  too  tm- 
equpJ." 

"  You  may  retire,  then,"  she  cried  to  the  double.  And  step- 
ping  backwards,  tbe  figure  lifted  up  the  tapestry,  and  dls-> 
appeared  bebind  it. 

"  I  can  breathe  now  tbat  infernal  being  is  gone,"  cried  Nowell, 
sinking  into  the  chair.  '*  Oh !  madam,  you  have,  indeed,  terrible 
power." 

"You  will  do  well  not  to  brave  it  again/'  she  rejoined. 
"  Shall  I  summon  Master  Potts  to  prepare  the  conveyance  ?" 

"Oh!  no — ^no  !"  cried  Nowell.  "  I  do  not  desire  the  land.  I 
will  not  have  it.  I  shall  pay  too  dearly  for  it.  Only  let  me  get 
out  of  this  horrible  place !" 

"Not  so  quickly,  sir,"  rejoined  Mistress  Nutter.  "Before 
you  go  hence,  I  must  bind  you  to  the  Performance  of  my  injunc» 
tions.  Pronounce  these  words  after  me, — *  May  I  become  sub- 
ject  to  the  Fiend  if  I  fail  in  my  promise.'  " 

"  I  will  never  utter  them !"  cried  Nowell,  shuddering. 

"  Then  I  shall  recall  your  double,"  said  the  lady. 

"  Hold,  hold !"  exclaimed  Nowell.  "  Let  me  know  what  you 
require  of  me." 

"  I  require  absolute  silence  on  your  part,  as  to  all  you  hare 
Seen  and  heard  here,  and  cessation  of  hostility  towards  me  and 
the  persons  I  have  already  named,"  repHed  Mistress  Nutter; 
"  and  I  require  a  declaration  from  you,  in  the  presence  of  the 
two  Asshetons,  that  you  are  fully  satisfied  of  the  justice  of  my 
daims  in  respect  to  the  land ;  and  that,  mortified  by  your  def eat, 
you  have  brought  a  false  charge  against  me,  which  you  now  sin- 
cerely  regret.  This  I  require  from  you ;  and  you  must  ratify 
the  promise  by  the  abjuration  I  have  proposed,  *  May  I  become 
subject  to  the  Fiend  if  I  fail  in  my  promise.'  " 

The  magistrate  repeated  the  words  after  her.  As  he  finished, 
mocking  laughter,  apparently  resounding  from  below,  smote 
his  ears. 

"  Enough !"  cried  Mistress  Nutter,  triumphantly ;  "  and  now 
take  good  heed  that  you  swerve  not  in  the  slightest  degree  from 
your  Word,  or  you  are  for  ever  lost." 

Again  the  mocking  laughter  was  heard,  and  Nowell  would 
have  rushed  forth,  if  Mistress  Nutter  had  not  withheld  him. 

"Stay!"  she  cried,  "I  have  not  done  with  you  yet!  My 
witnesses  must  hear  your  declaration.     Remember !" 

And  placing  her  finger  upon  her  lip,  in  token  of  silciice,  she 
stepped  backwards,  drew  aside  the  tapestry,  an^    opening  the 
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door,  called  to  tlie  two  Asshetons,  both  of  wliom  instantly  came 
to  her,  and  were  not  a  little  surprised  to  leam  tliat  all  differences 
had  been  adjusted,  and  that  Eoger  Nowell  acknowledged  him- 
seK  entirely  in  error,  retracting  all  the  charges  he  had  brouglit 
against  her ;  while,  on  her  part,  she  was  fully  satisfied  with  his 
explanations  and  apologies,  and  promised  not  to  entertain  any 
feelings  of  resentment  towards  him. 

**You  have  made  up  the  matter,  indeed,"  cried  Nicholas ; 
"  and  as  Master  Eoger  Nowell  is  a  widower,  perhaps  a  match 
may  come  of  it.     Such  an  arrangement " 

"  This  is  no  occasion  for  jesting,  Nicholas,"  interrupted  the 
lady,  sharply. 

"Nay,  I  but  threw  out  a  hint,"  rejoined  the  squire.  "It 
would  set  the  question  of  the  land  for  ever  at  rest." 

"  It  is  set  at  rest — ^for  ever !"  replied  the  lady,  with  a  side 
look  at  the  magistrate. 

" '  May  I  become  subject  to  the  Fiend  if  I  fail  in  my  promise,* " 
repeated  Nowell  to  him  seif.  "  Those  words  bind  me  like  a 
chain  of  iron.  I  must  get  out  of  this  accursed  house  as  fast  as 
I  can." 

As  if  his  thoughts  had  been  divined  by  Mistress  Nutter,  she 
here  observed  to  him :  "  To  make  our  reconciliation  complete, 
Master  Nowell,  I  must  entreat  you  to  pass  the  day  with  me.  I 
will  give  you  the  best  entertainment  my  house  affords — ^nay, 
I  will  take  no  denial :  and  you  too,  Nicholas,  and  you,  Eichard, 
you  will  stay  and  keep  the  worthy  magistrate  Company." 

The  two  Asshetons  willingly  assented,  but  Eoger  Nowell 
would  fain  have  been  excused.  A  look,  however,  from  his 
hostess  enforced  compliance. 

"  The  proposal  will  be  highly  agreeable,  I  am  sure,  to  Master 
Potts,"  remarked  Nicholas,  with  a  laugh;  "for  though  much 
better,  in  consequence  of  the  baisam  applied  by  Blackadder,  he 
is  scarcely  in  condition  for  the  saddle." 

"  I  will  Warrant  him  well  to-morrow  moming,"  said  Mistress 
Nutter. 

"  Where  is  he  ?"  inquired  Nowell. 

"  In  the  library  with  Parson  Holden,"  replied  Nicholas ; 
"  making  himself  as  comfortable  as  circumstances  will  permit, 
with  a  flask  of  Ehenish  before  him." 

"  I  will  go  to  him,  then,"  said  Nowell. 

"  Take  care  what  you  say  to  him,"  observed  Mistress  Nutter, 
in  a  low  tone,  and  raising  her  finger  to  her  lips. 

Heaving  a  deep   sigh,  the  magistrate  then  repaired  to  the 
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library,  a  small  room  panelled  witli  black  oak,  and  fumislied 
with  a  few  cases  of  ancient  tomes.  The  attomey  and  the  divine 
were  seated  at  a  table,  with  a  big  square-built  bettle  and  long- 
stemmed  glasses  before  them,  and  Master  Potts,  with  a  wry 
grimace,  excused  himself  from  rising  on  his  respected  and 
Singular  good  client's  approach. 

"Do  not  disturb  yourself,*'  said  Nowell,  gruffly;  "we  shall 
not  leave  Eough  Lee  to-day." 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  it,"  replied  Potts,  moving  the  cushions  on 
his  chair  and  eyeing  the  square-built  bettle  affectionately. 

"  Nor  to-morrow,  it  may  be — ^nor  the  day  after — nor  at  all, 
possibly,'*  said  Nowell.    ^ 

"  Indeed !"  exclaimed  Potts,  starting,  and  wincing  with  pain. 
"  What  is  the  meaning  of  all  this,  worthy  sir  ?*' 

" '  May  I  become  the  subject  of  the  Fiend  if  I  fail  in  my 
promise,* "  rejoined  Nowell,  with  a  groan. 

"What  promise,  worshipful  sir,"  eried  Potts,  staring  with 
surprise. 

The  magistrate  got  out  the  words,  "  My  promise  to  "  and 
then  he  stopped  suddenly. 

"  To  Mistress  Nutter  ?'*  suggested  Potts. 

"Don't  ask  me,"  exclaimed  Nowell,  fiercely.  "Don't  draw 
any  erroneous  conclusion,  man.  I  mean  nothing — ^I  say  no- 
thing !" 

"  He  is  certainly  bewitched,"  observed  Parson  Holden,  in  an 
under  tone  to  the  attomey. 

"  It  was  by  your  advice  I  entered  this  house,"  thundered 
Nowell,  "  and  may  all  the  ill  arising  from  it  alight  upon  your 
head !" 

"  My  respected  client !"  implored  Potts. 

"  I  am  no  longer  your  client !"  shrieked  the  infuriated  magis- 
trate. "I  dismiss  you.  I  will  have  nought  to  do  with  you 
more.     I  wish  I  had  never  seen  your  ugly  little  face !" 

"  You  were  quite  right,  reverend  sir,"  observed  Potts,  aside  to 
the  divine ;  "  he  is .  certainly  bewitched,  or  he  never  would 
behave  in  this  way  to  his  best  friend.  My  excellent  sir,"  he 
added  to  Nowell,  "  I  beseech  you  to  calm  yourself,  and  listen  to 
me.  My  motive  for  wishing  you  to  comply  with  Mistress 
Nutter' s  request  was  this  :  we  were  in  a  dilcmma  from  which 
there  was  no  escape,  my  wounded  condition  preventing  me  from 
flight,  and  all  your  followers  being  dispersed.  Knowing  your 
discretion,  I  apprehended  that,  finding  the  tables  turned  against 
you,  you  would  not  desire  to  play  a  losing  game,  and  I  therefore 
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counselled  apparent  Bubmission  as  tlie  best  means  of  disanmng 
your  antagonist.  Whatever  arrangement  you  have  made  with 
Mistress  Nutter  is  neither  morally  nor  legally  binding  upon 
you." 

**  You  think  not !"  cried  Nowell.  "  *  May  I  become  subject  to 
the  Fiend  if  I  violate  my  promise  !* " 

"Wbat  promise  bave  you  made,  sir?"  inquired  Potts  and 
Holden  together. 

"  Do  not  question  me,"  cried  Nowell ;  "  it  is  sufficient  that  I 
am  tied  and  bound  by  it." 

The  attomey  reflected  a  little,  and  then  observed  to  Holden : 
"  It  is  evident  some  unfair  practices  bave  been  resorted  to  with 
our  respected  friend,  to  extort  a  promise  from  him  which  he 
cannot  violate.  It  is  also  possible,  from  what  he  let  fall  at  first, 
than  an  attempt  may  be  made  to  detain  us  prisoners  within  this 
house,  and,  f or  aught  I  know,  Master  Nowell  may  have  given  his 
Word  not  to  go  forth  without  Mistress  Nutter's  permission. 
Under  these  circumstances,  I  would  beg  of  you,  reverend  sir,  as 
an  especial  favour  to  us  both,  to  ride  over  to  Whalley,  and 
acquaint  Sir  Ealph  Assheton  with  our  Situation.*' 

As  this  Suggestion  was  made,  Nowell*s  countenance  brightened 
up.  The  expression  was  not  lost  upon  the  attomey,  who 
perceived  he  was  on  the  right  tack. 

"  Teil  the  worthy  baronet,"  continued  Potts,  "  that  his  old 
and  esteemed  friend,  Master  Eoger  Nowell,  is  in  great  jeopardy 
— am  I  not  right,  sir  ?'* 

The  magistrate  nodded. 

"Teil  him  he  is  forcibly  detained  a  prisoner,  and  requires 
sufficient  force  to  efPect  his  immediate  liberation.  Teil  him, 
also,  that  Master  Nowell  charges  Mistress  Nutter  with  robbing 
him  of  his  land  by  witchcraft." 

"  No,  no !"  interrupted  Nowell ;  "  do  not  teil  him  that.  I  no 
longer  charge  her  with  it." 

"  Then  teil  him  that  I  do,"  cried  Potts ;  "  and  that  Master 
Nowell  has  strangely,  very  strangely,  altered  his  mind." 

"  *  May  I  become  subject  to  the  Fiend  if  I  violate  my  pro- 
mise ?'  "  Said  the  magistrate. 

"  Ay,  teil  him  that,"  cried  the  attomey — "teil  him  the  worthy 
gentleman  is  constantly  repeating  that  sentence.  It  will  explain 
all.  And  now,  reverend  sir,  let  me  entreat  you  to  set  out 
without  delay,  or  your  depaiiiure  may  be  prevented." 

"  I  will  go  at  once,"  said  Holden. 

As  he  was  about  to  quit  the  apartment,  Mistress  Nutter 
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appeared  at  the  door.  Confusion  was  painted  on  the  coun- 
tenances  of  all  three. 

"  Wldther  go  you,  sir  ?"  demanded  the  lady,  sliarply. 

"On  a  mission  whicli  cannot  be  delayed,  madam/'  replied 
Holden. 

"  You  cannot  quit  my  honse  at  present,"  she  rejoined,  pe- 
remptorily.  "These  gentlemen  stay  to  dine  with  me,  and  I 
cannot  dispense  with  yonr  Company." 

"  My  duty  calls  me  hence,"  retumed  the  divine.  "  With  all 
thanks  for  your  profPered  hospitality,  I  must  perforce  decline  it." 

"  Not  when  I  command  you  to  stay,"  she  rejoined,  ndsing  her 
hand;  "I  am  absolute  mistress  here." 

"Not  over  the  servants  of  Heaven,  madam,"  replied  the 
divine,  taking  a  Bible  from  his  pocket,  and  placing  it  before 
him.  "By  thifc  sacred  volume,  I  shield  myself  against  your 
spells,  and  command  you  to  let  me  pass." 

And  as  he  went  forth,  Mistress  Nutter,  unable  to  oppose  him, 
shrank  back. 


XI. 

HOTHES  DEMDIEE. 

The  heavy  rain  which  began  to  fall  as  Eoger  Nowell  entered 
Bough  Lee  had  now  ceased,  and  the  sun  shone  forth  again 
brilliantly,  making  the  garden  look  so  fresh  and  beautiful  that 
Bicl^ard  proposed  a  stroll  within  it  to  Alizon.  The  young  girl 
seemed  doubtf ul  at  first  whether  to  comply  with  the  inyitation ; 
but  she  finally  assented,  and  they  went  forth  together  alone,  for 
Nicholas,  fancying  they  could  dispense  with  his  Company,  only 
attended  them  as  far  as  the  door,  where  he  remained  looking 
after  them,  laughing  to  himself,  and  wondering  how  matters 
would  end.  "No  good  will  come  of  it,  I  fear,"  mused  the 
worthy  squire,  shalnng  his  head,  "and  I  am  scarcely  doing 
right  in  allowing  Dick  to  entangle  himself  in  this  fashion.  But 
where  is  the  use  of  giving  advice  to  a  young  man  who  is  orer 
head  and  ears  in  love  ?  He  will  never  listen  to  it,  and  will  only 
resent  interference.    Dick  must  take  his  chance,    I  haye  already 
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pointed  out;  the  danger  to  him,  and  if  he  chooses  to  run  head- 
long  into  the  pit,  whj  I  cannot  hinder  him.  After  all,  I  am  not 
much  surprised.  Alizon's  beauty  is  quite  irresistible,  and,  were 
all  sinooth  and  straightforward  in  her  history,  there  could  be  no 
reason  why — ^pshaw  !  I  am  as  f oolish  as  the  lad  himself .  Sir 
B/alph  Assheton,  the  proudest  man  in  the  shire,  wonld  disown 
his  son  if  he  married  against  his  inclinations.  No,  my  pretty 
youthf ul  pair,  since  nothing  but  misery  awaits  you,  I  advise  you 
to  make  the  möst  of  your  brief  season  of  happiness.  I  should 
certainiy  do  so  were  the  case  my  own." 

Meanwhile  the  objects  of  these  ruminations  had  reached  the 
terrace  overlooking  Pendle  Water,  and  "were  pacing  slowly  back« 
wards  arid  forwards  along  it. 

"  One  riiight  be  very  happy  in  this  sequestered  spot,  Alizon," 
obsei*ved  Eichard.  "  To  some  persons  it  might  appear  dull, 
but  to  me,  if  blessed  with  you,  it  would  be  little  short  of 
Paradise." 

"  Alas !  Eichard,"  she  replied,  forcing  a  smile,  "  why  conjure 
up  visions  of  happiness  which  never  can  be  realised  ?  But  even 
with  you  I  do  not  think  I  could  be  happy  here.  There  is  some- 
thing  about  the  house  which,  when  I  first  beheld  it,  filled  me 
with  unaccountable  terror.  Never  since  I  was  a  mere  infant 
have  I  been  within  it  tili  to-day,  and  yet  it  was  quite  familiär 
to  me — ^horribly  familiär.  I  knew  the  hall  in  which  we  stood 
together,  with  its  huge  arched  fireplace,  and  the  armorial  bear- 
ings  upon  it,  and  could  point  out  the  stone  on  which  were  carved 
my  father*s  initials,  *  E.N.,'  with  the  date,  '  1572.*  I  knew  the 
tapestry  on  the  walls,  and  the  painted  glass  in  the  long  ränge  of 
Windows.  I  knew  the  old  oak  staircase,  and  the  gallery  beyond 
it,  and  the  room  to  which  my  mother  led  me.  I  knew  the  por- 
traits  painted  on  the  panels,  and  at  once  recognised  my  father. 
I  knew  the  great  carved  oak  bedstead  in  this  room,  and  the  high 
chimney-piece,  and  the  raised  hearthstone,  and  shuddered  as  I 
gazed  at  it.  You  will  ask  me  how  these  things  could  be  familiär 
to  me.  I  will  teil  you.  I  had  seen  them  repeatedly  in  my 
dreams.  They  have  haunted  me  for  years,  but  I  only  to-day 
knew  they  had  an  actual  existence,  or  were  in  any  way  connected 
with  my  own  history.  The  sight  of  that  house  inspired  me  with 
a  horror  I  have  not  been  able  to  overcome ;  and  I  have  a  pre- 
sentiment  that  some  ill  will  befall  me  within  it.  I  would  never 
wiUingly  dwell  there.** 

"  The  warning  voice  within  you,  which  should  never  be  despised, 
prompts  jou  to  quit  it,*'  cried  Eichard  j  "  and  I  also  urge  you  in 
nke  majiner,** 
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"  In  vain,"  Bighed  AKzon.  "  This  terraxje  is  beautiful,"  slie 
added,  as  they  resumed  their  walk,  **  and  I  shall  often  come 
hither,  if  I  am  permitted.  At  sunset,  this  river,  and  the  woody 
heights  above  it,  must  be  enchanting ;  and  I  do  not  dislike  the 
savage  character  of  the  surrounding  scenery.  It  enhances,  by 
contrast,  the  beauty  of  this  solitude.  I  only  wish  the  spot 
commanded  a  view  of  Pendle  Hill." 

"  Tou  are  like  my  cousin  Nicholas,  who  thinks  no  prospect 
complete  unless  that  hill  forms  part  of  it,"  said  Eichard ;  "  but 
since  I  find  that  you  will  often  come  hither  at  sunset,  I  shall 
not  despair  of  seein g  and  con versing  with  you  again,  even  if  I 
am  forbidden  the  house  by  Mistress  Nutter.  That  thicket  is  an 
excellent  hiding-place,  and  this  stream  is  easily  crossed." 

"  We  can  have  no  secret  interviews,  Eichard,"  replied  Alizon ; 
"  I  shall  come  hither  to  think  of  you,  but  not  to  meet  you.  You 
must  never  retum  to  Eough  Lee  again — that  is,  not  unless  some 
change  takes  place,  which  I  dare  not  anticipate— but  hist  1  I  am 
called.     I  must  go  back  to  the  house." 

"  The  voice  came  f  rom  the  other  side  of  the  river,"  said  Eichard 
— "  and,  hark !  it  calls  again.     Who  can  it  be  ?" 

"  It  is  Jennet,"  replied  Alison ;  "  I  see  her  now." 

And  she  pointed  out  the  little  girl  standing  beside  an  alder  on 
the  opposite  bank. 

**  Yo  didna  notice  me  efore,  Alizon,"  cried  Jennet,  in  her  sharp 
tone,  and  with  her  customary  provoking  laugh,  "  boh  ey  seed 
yo  piain  enuff,  an'  heer*d  ye  too ;  and  ey  heer'd  Mester  Euchot 
say  he  wad  hide  i'  this  thicket,  an'  cross  the  river  to  meet  ye  at 
sunset.  little  pigs,  they  say,  ha'  lang  ears,  an'  mine  werena 
gi'en  me  fo'  nowt." 

"  They  have  somewhat  misinformed  you  in  this  instance," 
replied  Alizon ;  "  but  how,  in  the  name  of  wonder,  did  you  come 
here  ?" 

**  Varry  easily,"  replied  Jennet,  "  boh  ey  hanna  time  to  teil 
ye  now.  Granny  Demdike  has  sent  me  hither  with  a  message 
to  ye  and  Mistress  Nutter.  Boh  may  be  ye  winna  loike  Mester 
Euchot  to  hear  what  ey  ha'  getten  to  teil  ye." 

"  I  will  leave  you,"  said  Richard,  about  to  depart. 

"  Oh !  no,  no !"  cried  Alizon,  "  she  can  have  nothing  to  say 
which  you  may  not  hear." 

"  Shan  ey  go  back  to  Granny  Demdike,  an'  teil  her  yo're  too 
proud  to  receive  her  message  ?"  asked  the  child. 

"  On  no  account,"  whispered  Eichard.  "  Do  not  let  her  anger 
the  old  hag." 

Speak,  Jennet,"  said  Alizon,  in  a  tone  of  kiüd  ^^^«vmmsässijl. 


(( 
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**  Ey  shanna  speak  onless  ye  cum  ower  t'  wetur  to  me,"  replied 
the  little  girl ;  "  an*  whot  ey  ha'  to  teil  consams  ye  mitch." 

"  I  can  easily  cross,"  observed  Alizon  to  Eichard.  "  Those 
stones  seem  placed  on  purpose." 

Upon  this,  descending  from  the  terrace  to  the  river's  brink, 
and  springing  lightly  upon  the  first  stone  which  reared  its  head 
above  the  foaming  tide,  she  bounded  to  another,  and  so  in  an 
instant  was  across  the  stream.  Eichard  saw  ^her  ascend  the 
opposite  bank,  and  approach  Jennet,  who  withdrew  behind  the 
alder ;  and  then  he  f  ancied  he  perceived  an  old  beldame,  partly 
concealed  by  the  intervening  branches  of  the  tree,  advance  and 
seize  hold  of  her.  Then  there  was  a  scream ;  and  the  sound 
had  scarcely  reached  the  young  man*s  ears  before  he  was  down 
the  bank  and  across  the  river,  but  when  he  reached  the  alder, 
neither  Alizon,  nor  Jennet,  nor  the  old  beldame  were  to  be 
Seen. 

The  terrible  conviction  that  she  had  been  carried  off  by 
Mother  Demdike  then  smote  him,  and  though  he  continued  his 
search  for  her  among  the  adjoining  bushes,  it  was  with  fearful 
misgivings.  No  answer  was  returned  to  his  shouts,  nor  could 
he  discover  any  trace  of  the  means  by  which  Alizon  had  been 
spirited  away. 

After  some  time  spent  in  ineffectual  search,  uncertain  what 
course  to  pursue,  and  with  a  heart  füll  of  despair,  Eichard 
crossed  the  river,  and  proceeded  towards  the  house,  in  front  of 
which  he  found  Mistress  Nutter  and  Nicholas,  both  of  whom 
seemed  surprised  when  they  perceived  he  was  unaccompanied  by 
Alizon.  The  lady  immediately,  and  somewhat  sharply,  ques- 
tioned  him  as  to  what  had  become  of  her  adopted  daughter,  and 
appeared  at  first  to  doubt  his  answer ;  but  at  length,  unable  to 
question  his  sincerity,  she  became  violently  agitated. 

"  The  poor  girl  has  been  conveyed  away  by  Mother  Demdike," 
she  cried,  "  though  for  what  purpose  I  am  at  a  loss  to  conceive. 
The  old  hag  coiüd  not  cross  the  running  water,  and  therefore 
resorted  to  that  stratagem." 

"Alizon  must  not  be  left  in  her  hands,  madam,"  said  Eichard. 

"  She  must  not,"  replied  the  lady.  "  If  Blackadder,  whom  I 
have  sent  after  Parson  Holden,  were  here,  I  would  despatch  him 
instantly  to  Malkin  Tower." 

"  I  will  go  instead,"  said  Eichard. 

"  You  had  better  accept  his  offer,"  interposed  Nicholas  ;  "  he 
will  serve  you  as  well  as  Blackadder." 

"  Go  I  shall,  madam,"  cried  Richard  j  "  if  not  on  your  account, 
onmy  owUf*' 
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"Come,  then,  with  me,"  said  the  lady,  entering  tlie  house, 
"  and  I  will  fumisli  you  with  that  whicli  shall  be  your  safeguard 
in  the  enterprise." 

With  this,  she  proceeded  to  the  closet  where  her  interview 
with  Roger  Nowell  had  been  held ;  and,  unlocking  an  ebony 
cabinet,  took  from  a  drawer  within  it  a  small  flat  piece  of  gold, 
graven  with  mystic  characters,  and  having  a  slender  chain  of 
the  same  metal  attached  to  it.  Throwing  the  chain  over 
Bichard's  neck,  she  said,  "Place  this  talisman,  which  is  of 
sovereign  virtue,  near  your  heart,  and  no  witchcraft  shall  have 
power  over  you.  But  be  caref ul  that  you  are  not  by  any  artifico 
deprived  of  it,  for  the  old  hag  will  soon  discover  that  you 
possess  some  charm  to  protect  you  against  her  spells,  You  are 
impatient  to  be  gone,  but  I  have  not  yet  done,'*  she  continued, 
taking  down  a  small  silver  bügle  from  a  hook,  and  giving  it 
him.  **  On  reaching  Malkin  Tower,  wind  this  hom  thrice,  and 
the  old  witch  will  appear  at  the  upper  window.  Demand  ad- 
mittance  in  my  name,  and  she  will  not  dare  to  refuse  you  ;  or, 
if  she  does,  teil  her  you  know  the  secret  entrance  to  her  strong- 
hold,  and  will  have  recourse  to  it.  And  in  case  this  should  be 
needful,  I  will  now  disclose  it  to  you,  but  you  must  not  use  it 
tili  other  means  fail.  When  opposite  the  door,  which  you  will 
find  is  high  up  in  the  building,  take  ten  paces  to  the  left,  and 
if  you  examine  the  masonry  at  the  foot  of  the  tower,  you  will 
perceive  one  stone  somewhat  darker  than  the  rest.  At  the 
Dottom  of  this  stone,  and  concealed  by  a  patch  of  heath,  you 
will  discover  a  knob  of  iron.  Touch  it,  and  it  will  give  you  an 
opening  to  a  vaulted  Chamber,  whence  you  can  mount  to  the 
Upper  room.  Even  then  you  may  experience  some  difficulty, 
but  with  resolution  you  wiU  surmount  all  obstacles." 

"  I  have  no  fear  of  success,  madam,"  replied  Richard,  con- 
fidently. 

And  quitting  her,  he  proceeded  to  the  stables,  and  calling  for 
his  horse,  vaulted  into  the  saddle,  and  galloped  off  towards  the 
bridge. 

Fast  as  Richard  rode  up  the  steep  hill-side,  still  faster  did  the 
black  clouds  gather  over  his  head.  No  natural  cause  could  have 
produced  so  instantaneous  a  change  in  the  aspect  of  the  sky, 
and  the  young  man  viewed  it  with  uneasiness,  and  wished  to 
get  out  of  the  thicket  in  which  he  was  now  involved,  before  the 
threatened  thunderstorm  commenced.  But  the  hill  was  steep 
and  the  road  bad,  being  füll  of  loose  stones,  and  crossed  in 
many  places  by  bare  roots  öf  trees.  Though  ordinarily  sure- 
footed,  Merlin  stumbled  frequently,  and  Richard  was  obliged  to 
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slacken  liis  pace.  It  grew  darker  and  darker,  and  tlie  storm 
seemed  ready  to  bnrst  lipon  him.  The  smaller  birds  ceased 
einging,  and  screened  themselves  under  the  thickest  foliage;  the 
pie  chattered  incessantly ;  the  jay  screamed ;  the  bittern  flew 
past,  booming  heavily  in  the  air ;  theraven  croaked ;  the  heron 
arose  from  the  river,  and  speeded  ofE  with  his  long  neck  stretched 
out ;  and  the  f alcon,  who  had  been  hovering  over  him,  sweeped 
sidelong  down  and  sought  shelter  beneath  an  impending  rock ; 
the  rabbit  scudded  off  to  his  burrow  in  the  brake  ;  and  the  hare, 
erecting  himself  for  a  moment,  as  if  to  listen  to  the  note  of 
danger,  crept  timorously  off  into  the  long  dry  grass. 

It  grew  so  dark  at  last  that  the  road  was  difficult  to  discern, 
and  the  dense  rows  of  trees  on  either  side  assumed  a  fantastic 
appearance  in  the  deep  gloom.  Bichard  was  now  more  than 
half  way  up  the  hill,  and  the  thicket  had  become  more  tangled 
and  intricate,  and  the  road  narrower  and  more  rugged.  AU  at 
once  Merlin  stopped,  quivering  in  every  limb,  as  if  in  extremity 
ofterror. 

Before  the  rider,  and  right  in  his  path,  glared  a  pair  of  red 
fiery  orbs,  with  something  dusky  and  obsciire  linked  to  them ; 
but  whether  of  man  or  beast  he  could  not  distinguish. 

Eichard  called  to  it.  No  answer.  He  Struck  spurs  into  the 
reeking  flanks  of  his  horse.  The  animal  refused  to  stir.  Just 
then  there  was  a  moaning  sound  in  the  wood,  as  of  some  one  in 
pain.  He  tumed  in  the  direction,  shouted,  but  received  no 
answer.     When  he  looked  back  the  red  eyes  were  gone. 

Then  Merlin  moved  f orward  of  his  own  accord,  but  ere  he 
had  gone  far,  the  eyes  were  visible  again,  glaring  at  the  rider 
from  the  wood.  This  time  they  approached,  dilating,  and  in- 
creasing  in  glowing  intensity,  tili  they  scorched  him  like  buming- 
glasses.  Bethinking  him  of  the  talisman,  Eichard  drew  it  forth. 
The  light  was  instantly  extinguished,  and  the  indistinct  figure 
accompanying  it  melted  into  darkness. 

Once  more  Merlin  resumed  his  toilsome  way,  and  Eichard 
was  marvelling  that  the  storm  so  long  suspended  its  fury,  when 
the  sky  was  riven  by  a  r^udden  blaze,  and  a  crackling  holt  shot 
down  and  Struck  the  oarth  at  his  feet.  The  affrighted  steed 
reared  aloft,  and  was  with  difficulty  prevented  from  falling  back- 
wards  upon  his  rider.  Almost  before  he  could  be  brought  to 
his  feet,  an  awf ul  peal  of  thunder  burst  overhead,  and  it  required 
Eichard*s  utmost  efforts  to  prevent  him  fi'om  rushing  madly 
down  the  hill. 

The  ßtorm  had  now  f airly  commenced,    Flash  f ollowed  flash, 
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and  peal  succeeded  peal,  without  intermission.  The  rain 
descended  hissing  and  spouting,  and  presently  ran  down  tlie 
hill  in  a  torrent,  adding  to  the  horseman*s  other  difficulties  and 
dangers.  To  heighten  the  terror  of  the  scene,  stränge  shapes, 
revealed  by  the  lightning,  were  seen  flitting  amqng  the  trees, 
and  Strange  sounds  were  heard,  though  overpowered  by  the 
dreadf  ul  rolling  of  the  thunder. 

But  Eichard*s  resolution  continued  unshaken,  and  he  forced 
Merlin  on.  He  had  not  proceeded  far,  however,  when  the  animal 
uttered  a  cry  of  fright,  and  began  beating  the  air  with  his  fore 
hoofs.  The  lightning  enabled  Eichard  to  discern  the  cause  of 
this  new  distress.  Coiled  round  the  poor  beast's  legs,  all  whose 
efforts  to  disengage  himself  from  the  terrible  assailant  were 
ineffectual,  was  a  large  black  snake,  seemingly  about  to  plunge 
its  poisonous  fangs  into  the  flesh.  Again  having  recöurse  to  the 
talisman,  and  bending  down,  Richard  stretched  it  towards  the 
snake,  upon  which  the  reptile  instantly  darted  its  arrow-shaped 
head  against  him,  but  instead  of  wounding  him,  its  forked  teeth 
encountered  the  piece  of  gold,  and,  as  if  stricken  a  violent  blow, 
it  swiftly  untwined  itself ,  and  fled,  hissing  into  the  thicket. 

Eichard  was  now  obliged  to  dismount  and  lead  his  horse.  In 
this  way  he  toiled  slowly  up  the  hill.  The  storm  continued 
with  unabated  fury  :  the  red  lightning  played  around  him,  the 
brattling  thunder  stunned  him,  and  the  pelting  rain  poured 
down  upon  his  head.  But  he  was  no  more  molested.  Save  for 
the  vivid  flashes,  it  had  become  dark  as  night,  but  they  served 
to  guido  him  on  his  way. 

At  length  he  got  out  of  the  thicket,  and  trod  upon  the  turf , 
but  it  was  rendered  so  slippery  by  moisture,  that  he  could 
scarcely  keep  his  f eet,  while  the  lightning  no  longer  aided  him. 
Fearing  he  had  taken  a  wrong  course,  he  stood  still,  and  while 
debating  with  himself,  a  blaze  of  light  illumined  the  wide  heath, 
and  showed  him  the  object  of  his  search,  Malkin  Tower,  Stand- 
ing alone,  like  a  beacon,  at  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile's  distance, 
on  the  further  side  of  the  hill.  Was  it  disturbed  fancy,  or  did 
he  really  behold  on  the  summit  of  the  structure  a  grisly  shape 
resembling — if  it  resembled  anything  human — a  gigantic  black 
cat,  with  roughened  staring  skin,  and  flaming  eye-balls  ? 

jNTerved  by  the  sight  of  the  tower,  Eichard  was  on  his  steed's 
back  in  an  instant,  and  the  animal,  having  in  some  decree  re- 
covered  his  spirits,  galloped  off  with  him,  and  kept  his  feet  in 
spite  of  the  slippery  state  of  the  road.  Ere  long,  another  flash 
showed  the  young  man  that  he  was  drawing  ra^idl^  nföwt  "^Jcä 
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tower,  and  dismoimting,  he  tied  Merlin  to  a  tree,  and  hurried 
towards  the  unhallowed  pile.  *  When  within  twenty  paces  of  it, 
mindful  of  Mistress  Nutter's  injunctions,  he  placed  the  bugle  to 
bis  lips,  and  winded  it  thrice.  The  summons,  though  clear  and 
loud,  sounded  strangely  in  the  portentous  silence. 

Scarcely  had  the  last  notes  died  away,  when  a  light  shone 
through  the  dark  red  curtains  hanging  before  a  casement  in  the 
Upper  part  of  the  tower.  The  next  moment  these  were  drawn 
aside,  and  a  face  appeared,  so  frightful,  so  charged  with  infernal 
wickedness  and  mafice,  that  Bichard's  blood  grew  chill  at  the 
sight.  Was  it  man  or  woman  ?  The  white  beard,  and  the  large, 
broad  masculine  character  of  the  countenance,  seemed  to  denote 
the  former,  but  the  garb  was  that  of  a  female.  The  face  was  at 
once  hideous  and  fantastic — the  eyes  set  across — the  mouth 
awry — the  right  cheek  marked  by  a  mole  shining  with  black 
hair,  and  horrible  from  its  contrast  to  the  rest  of  the  visage, 
and  the  brow  branded  as  if  by  a  streak  of  blood.  A  black  thrum 
cap  constituted  the  old  witch*s  head-gear,  and  from  beneath  it 
her  hoary  hair  escaped  in  long  elf-locks.  The  lower  part  of  her 
person  was  hidden  from  view,  but  she  appeared  to  be  as  broad- 
shouldered  as  a  man,  and  her  bulky  person  was  wrapped  in  a 
tawny-coloured  robe.  Throwing  open  the  window,  she  looked 
forth,  and  demanded,  in  harsh  imperious  tones  : 

"  Who  dares  to  summon  Mother  Demdike  ?" 

"  A  messengef  from  Mistress  Nutter,"  replied  Eichard.  "  I 
am  come  in  her  name  to  demand  the  restitution  of  AJizon  Device, 
whom  thou  hast  forcibly  and  wrongfully  taken  from  her." 

"  Alizon  Device  is  my  grand-daughter,  and,  as  such,  belongs 
to  me,  and  not  to  Mistress  Nutter,"  rejoined  Mother  Demdike. 

"  Thou  knowest  thou  speakest  false,  foul  hag !"  cried  Bichard. 
"  Alizon  is  no  blood  of  thine.  Open  the  door  and  cast  down  the 
ladder,  or  I  will  find  other  means  of  entrance." 

**  Try  them,  then,"  rejoined  Mother  Demdike.  And  she  closed 
the  casement  sharply,  and  drew  the  curtains  over  it. 

After  reconnoitrmg  the  building  for  a  moment,  Richard 
moved  quickly  to  the  left,  and  coimting  ten  paces,  as  directed 
by  Mistress  Nutter,  began  to  search  among  the  thick  grass 
growing  near  the  base  of  the  tower  for  the  concealed  entrance. 
It  was  too  dark  to  distinguish  any  difEerence  in  the  colour  of 
the  masonry,  but  he  was  sure  he  could  not  be  far  wrong,  and 
presently  his  hand  came  in  contact  with  a  knob  of  iron.  He 
pressed  it,  but  it  did  not  yield  to  the  touch.  Again  more  forcibly, 
out  with  Uke  ill  success,    Could  he  b©  mietaken  ?    He  tried  the 
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Hext  stone,  and  discovered  another  knob  upon  it,  but  tbis  was 
as  immoyable  as  tbe  first.  He'  went  on,  and  tben  f ound  tbat 
eacb  stone  was  alike,  and  tbat  if  amongst  tbe  number  be  bad 
cbaneed  upon  tbe  one  worked  by  tbe  secret  spring,  it  bad 
refused  to  aet.  On  examining  tbe  structure  so  far  as  be  was 
able  to  do  in  tbe  gloom,  be  found  be  bad  described  tbe  wbole 
circle  of  tbe  tower,  and  was  about  to  commence  tbe  searcb  anew, 
wben  a  creaking  sound  was  beard  above,  and  a  ligbt  streamed 
suddenly  down  upon  bim.  Tbe  door  bad  been  opened  by  tbe. 
old  witcb,  and  sbe  stood  tbere  witb  a  lamp  in  ber  band,  its 
yellow  flame  illumining  ber  bideous  visage,  and  sbort,  Square, 
powerfully-built  frame.  Her  tbroat  was  like  tbat  of  a  bull; 
her  bands  of  extraordinary  size ;  and  ber  arms,  wbicb  were  bare 
to  tbe  sboulder,  brawny  and  muscular. 

"  Wbat,  still  outside  ?"  sbe  eried,  in  a  jeering  tone,  and  witb 
a  wild  discordant  laugb.  "  Metbougbt  tbou  afl&rmedst  tbou 
couldst  find  a  way  into  my  dwelling/* 

"  I  do  not  yet  despair  of  finding  it,**  replied  Eicbard. 

"Fool!"  screamed  tbe  bag.  "I  teil  tbee  it  is  in  vain  to 
attempt  it  witbout  my  consent.  Witb  a  word,  I  could  make 
tbese  waUs  one  solid  mass,  witbout  window  or  outlet  from  base 
to  summit.  Witb  a  word,  I  could  sbower  stones  upon  tby  bead, 
and  crusb  tbee  to  dust.  Witb  a  word,  I  could  make  tbe  eartb 
swaUow  tbee  up.  Witb  a  word,  I  could  wbisk  tbee  bence  to  tbe 
top  of  Pendle  Hill.    Ha !  ba !    Dost  fear  me  now  ?*' 

"  No,"  replied  Eicbard,  tmdauntedly.  "  And  tbe  word  tbou 
menacest  me  witb  sball  never  be  uttered." 

"  Wby  not  ?**  asked  Motber  Demdike,  derisively. 

"  Because  tbou  wouldst  not  brave  tbe  resentment  of  one  wbose 
power  is  equal  to  tbine  own — if  not  greater,"  replied  tbe  yoimg 
man. 

"  Greater  it  is  not — neitber  equal,"  rejoined  tbe  old  bag, 
naugbtily ;  "  but  I  do  not  desire  a  quarrel  witb  Alice  Nutter. 
Only  let  ber  not  meddle  witb  me.** 

"  Once  more,  art  tbou  willing  to  admit  me  ?**  demanded 
Bicbard. 

"  Ay,  upon  one  condition,*'  replied  Motber  Demdike.  "  Tbou 
sbalt  learn  it  anon.     Stand  aside  wbile  I  let  down  tbe  ladder.** 

Eicbard  obeyed,  and  a  pair  of  narrow  wooden  steps  dropped 
to  tbe  ground. 

"Now  mount,  if  tbou  bast  tbe  courage,**  cried  tbe  bag. 

Tbe  young  man  was  instantly  beside  ber,  but  sbe  stood  in  tbe 
doorway,  and  barred  bis  furtber  progress  witb  ber  extendod 
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staff.  Now  that  he  was  face  to  face  witli  her,  he  wondered  at 
his  own  temerity.  Tliere  was  nothing  human  in  her  counte- 
nance,  and  infernal  light  gleamedin  her  strangely-set  eyes.  Her 
personal  strength,  evidently  unimpaired  by  age,  or  preserved  by 
magical  art,  seemed  equal  to  her  malice ;  aud  she  appeared  as 
capable  of  executing  any  atrocity,  as  öf  conceiving  it.  She  saw 
the  effect  produced  upon  him,  and  chuckled  with  malicious 
satisfaction. 

"  Saw' st  thou  ever  face  like  mine  ?"  she  cried.  "  No,  T  wot 
not.  But  I  would  rather  inspire  aversion  and  terror  than  love. 
Love! — foh!  I  would  rather  see  men  shrink  from  me,  and 
shudder  at  my  approach,  than  smile  upon  me  and  court  me.  I 
would  rather  freeze  the  blood  in  their  veins,  than  set  it  boiling 
with  passion.     Ho !  ho !" 

"  Thou  art  a  fearful  being  indeed !"  exclaimed  Richard 
appalled. 

"  Fearful,  am  I  ?"  ejaculated  the  old  witch,  with  renewed 
laughter.  "  At  last  thou  own*st  it.  Why,  ay,  lam  fearful.  It 
is  iny  wish  to  be  so.  I  live  to  plague  manland — ^to  blight  and 
blast  them — to  scare  them  with  my  looks — to  work  them  mis- 
chief .  Ho  !  ho  !  And  now,  let  us  look  at  thee,"  she  continued, 
holding  the  lamp  over  him.  "  Why,  soh  ? — a  comely  youth  ! 
And  the  young  maids  doat  upon  thee,  I  doubt  not,  and  praise 
thy  blooming  cheeks,  thy  bright  eyes,  thy  flowing  locks,  and  thy 
fine  limbs.  I  hate  thy  beauty,  boy,  and  would  mar  it ! — ^would 
canker  thy  wholesome  flesh,  dim  thy  lustrous  eyes,  and  strike 
thy  vigorous  limbs  with  palsy,  tili  they  should  shake  like  mine  J 
I  am  half-minded  to  do  it,"  she  added,  raising  her  staff,  and 
glaring  at  him  with  inconceivable  malignity. 

"Hold!"  exclaimed  Eichard,  taking  the  talisman  from  his 
breast,  and  displaying  it  to  her.  I  am  armed  against  thy 
malice !" 

Mother  Demdike's  staff  feil  from  her  grasp. 

"  I  knew  thou  wert  in  some  way  protected,"  she  cried,  furiously. 
"  And  so  it  is  a  piece  of  gold — with  magic  characters  upon  it, 
eh  ?"  she  added,  suddenly  changing  her  tone.  "  Let  me  look 
at  it." 

"Thou  seest  it  piain  enough,*'  rejoined  Eichard,  "Now, 
stand  aside  and  let  me  pass,  for  thou  perceivest  I  have  power  to 
force  an  entrance." 

"  I  see  it — I  see  it,"  replied  Mother  Demdike,  with  affected 
humility.  "  I  see  it  is  in  vain  to  struggle  with  thee,  or  rather 
with  the  potent  lady  who  sent  thee.  Tarry  where  thou  art,  and 
I  will  bring  Alizon  to  thee." 
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"  1  abnost  mistrust  thee,"  said  Eichard — "  but  be  speedy." 

"  I  will  be  scarce  a  moment,"  said  the  witch ;  "  but  I  must 
warn  thee  that  she  is " 

"What — what  hast  thou  done  to  her,  thou  wicked  hag?" 
cried  Bichard  in  alarm. 

"  She  is  distraught,**  said  Mother  Demdike. 
Distraught !"  echoed  Richard. 

But  thou  canst  easüy  eure  her,*'  said  the  old  hag,    sig- 
nificantly. 

"  Ay,  so  I  can,"  cried  Richard,  with  sudden  joy — "  the  talis- 
man.     Bring  her  to  me  at  once.** 

Mother  Demdike  departed,  leaving  him  in  a  state  of  inde- 
scribable  agitation.  The  walls  of  the  tower  were  of  immense 
thickness,  and  the  entrance  to  the  Chamber  towards  which  the 
arched  doorway  led  was  covered  by  a  curtain  of  old  arras,  behind 
which  the  hag  had  disappeared.  Scarcely  had  she  entered  the 
room  when  a  scream  was  heard,  and  Richard  heard  his  own 
name  pronounced  by  a  voice  which  in  spite  of  its  agonised  tones, 
he  at  onco  recognised.  The  cries  were  repeated,  and  he  then 
heard  Mother  Demdike  call  out,  "  Come  hither !  come  hither  !** 

Instantly  rushing  forward  and  dashing  aside  the  tapestry,  he 
found  himself  in  a  mysterious-looking  circular  Chamber,  with  a. 
massive  oak  table  in  the  midst  of  it.  There  were  many  stränge 
objects  in  the  room,  but  he  saw  only  AJizon,  who  was  struggling 
with  the  old  witch,  and  clinging  desperately  to  the  table.  He 
called  to  her  by  name  as  he  advanced,  but  her  bewildered  looks 
proved  that  she  did  not  know  him. 

"  Alizon — dear  Alizon !  I  am  come  to  free  you,"  he  exclaimed. 

But  in  place  of  answering  him,  she  uttered  a  piercing  scream. 

"  The  talisman !  the  talisman  !**  cried  the  hag.  "  I  cannot 
undo  my  own  work.  Place  the  chain  round  her  neck,  and  the 
gold  near  her  heart,  that  she  may  experience  its  f  uU  virtue." 

Richard  imsuspectingly  compliBd  with  the  Suggestion  of  the 
temptress ;  but  the  moment  he  had  parted  with  the  piece  of 
gold,  the  figure  of  AJizon  vanished,  the  Chamber  was  buried  in 
gloom,  and,  amidst  a  hubbub  of  wild  laughter,  he  was  dragged 
by  the  powerful  arm  of  the  witch  through  the  arched  doorway, 
and  flung  from  it  to  the  ground,  the  shock  of  the  fall  producing 
immediate  insensibility. 
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XII. 

THE   MYSTEPvIES   OF   MALKIK  TOWER. 

It  was  a  subterranean  Chamber ;  gloomy,  and  of  vast  extent ; 
tbe  roof  low,  and  supported  by  nine  ponderous  stone  columns, 
to  which  rings  and  rusty  chains  were  attached,  still  retaining  the 
mouldering  bones  of  those  they  had  held  captive  in  life.  Amongst 
others  was  a  gigantic  skeleton,  quite  entire,  with  an  iron  girdle 
round  the  middle.  Fragments  of  mortality  were  elsewhere 
scattered  about,  showing  the  numbers  who  had  perished  in  the 
place.  On  either  side  were  cells  closed  by  massive  doors,  secured 
by  bolts  and  locks.  At  one  end  were  three  immense  coffers 
made  of  oak,  hooped  with  iron,  and  fastened  by  large  padlocks, 
Near  them  stood  a  large  armoury,  likewise  of  oak,  and  sculptured 
with  the  ensigns  of  WliaUey  Abbey,  proving  it  had  once  belonged 
to  that  establishment.  Probably  it  had  been  carried  off  by  some 
robber  band.  At  the  opposite  end  of  the  vault  were  two  niches, 
each  occupied  by  a  rough-hewn  statue — the  one  representing  a 
warlike  figure,  with  a  visage  of  extraordinary  ferocity,  and  the 
other  an  anchoress,  in  her  hood  and  wimple,  with  a  rosary  in  her 
band.  On  the  ground  beneath  lay  a  piain  flag,  covering  the 
mortal  remains  of  the  wicked  pair,  and  proclaiming  them  to  be 
Isole  de  Heton  and  Blackburn  the  freebooter.  The  pillars  were 
ranged  in  three  lines,  so  as  to  form,  with  the  arches  above  them, 
a  series  of  short  passages,  in  the  midst  of  which  stood  an  altar, 
and  near  it  a  large  caldron.  In  front,  elevated  on  a  block  of 
granite,  was  a  marvellous  piece  of  sculpture,  wrought  in  jet,  and 
representing  a  demon  seated  on  a  throne.  The  visage  was  human, 
but  the  beard  that  of  a  goat,  while  the  feet  and  lower  limbs 
were  like  those  of  the  same  animal.  Two  curled  horns  grew 
behind  the  ears,  and  a  third,  shaped  like  a  conch,  sprang  from 
the  centre  of  the  f orehead,  from  which  burst  a  blue  flame, 
throwing  a  ghastly  light  on  the  objects  surrounding  it. 

The  only  discemible  approach  to  the  vault  was  a  steep  narrow 
stone  staircase,  closed  at  the  top  by  a  heavy  trapdoor.     Other 
outlet  apparently  there  was  none.     Some  little  air  was  admitted 
to  this  foul  abode  through  flues  contrived  in  the  walls,  the  en 
trances  to  which  were  grated,  but  the  light  of  dav  never  cam 
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there.  The  flame,  however,  issuing  from  tlie  brow  of  the  demon 
image,  like  the  lamps  in  the  sepulclires  of  the  disciples  of  the 
Rosy  Gross,  was  ever  buming.  Bebind  the  sable  stjEitue  was  a 
deep  well,  witb  water  as  black  as  ink,  wberein  swarmed  snakes 
and  toads,  and  otber  noxions  reptiles,  and  as  tbe  lurid  light  feil 
upon  its  surface  it  glittered  like  a  dusky  mirror,  unless  when 
broken  by  the  horrible  things  that  lurked  beneath,  or  crawled 
about  upon  its  slimy  brim.  But  snakes  and  toads  were  not  the 
only  tenants  of  the  vanlt.  At  the  head  of  the  steps  squatted  a 
monstrous  and  misshapen  animal,  bearing  some  resemblance  to 
a  cat,  but  as  big  as  a  tiger.  Its  skin  was  bla«k  and  shaggy ;  its 
eyes  glowed  like  those  of  the  hyena ;  and  its  cry  was  like  that 
of  the  same  treacherous  beast.  Among  the  gloomy  eolonnades 
other  swart  and  bestial  shapes  could  be  indistinctly  seen  moving 
to  and  fro. 

In  this  abode  of  horror  were  two  human  beings— one,  a  yoiing 
maiden  of  exquisite  beauty ;  and  the  other,  almost  a  child,  and 
strangely  deformed.  The  eider,'  overpowered  by  terror,  was 
clinging  to  a  pillar  for  support,  while  the  younger,  who  might 
naturally  be  expected  to  exhibit  the  greatest  alarm,  appeared 
whoUy  uiiconcemed,  and  derided  her  companion's  fears, 

"  Öh,  Jennet !"  exclaimed  the  eider  of  the  two,  "  is  there  no 
means  of  escape  ?** 

"  Nene  whatever,"  replied  the  other.  "  Yo  mun  stay  here  tili 
Granny  Demdike  cums  fo'  ye." 

"  Oh !  that  the  earth  would  open  and  snatch  me  from  these 
horrors,"  cried  Alizon.  "  My  reason  is  forsaking  me.  Would 
I  could  kneel  and  pray  for  deliverance!  But  something  pre- 
vents  me." 

"  Eeet  !'*  replied  Jennet.  "  It's  os  mitch  os  yer  loife*s  worth 
to  kneel  an*  pray  here,  onless  yo  choose  to  ge  and  throw  yersel 
at  th*  feet  o'  yon  black  image.*' 

"  Kneel  to  that  idol — never!**  exclaimed  Alizon.  And  while 
striving  to  call  upon  Heaven  for  aid,  a  sharp  conyulsion  seized 
her,  and  deprived  her  of  the  power  of  utterance, 

"  Ey  towd  yo  how  it  wad  be,**  remarked  Jennet,  who  watched 
her  narrowly.  "  Yo*re  neaw  i*  a  church  here,  an'  if  yo  want  to 
warship,  it  mun  be  at  yon  altar.  Dunna  yo  hear  how  angry  the 
cats  are — how  they  growl  an*  spit?  An*  see  how  their  een 
gliss*n !  They*ll  tare  yo  i*  pieces,  loike  so  many  tigers,  if  yo 
offend  *em.** 

"  Teil  me  why  I  am  brought  here,  Jennet  ?**  inquired  Alizoni 
after  a  brief  pause. 

2  A 


854  THE  LAKOABHIBB  WITOHES. 

"  Öranny  Demdike  will  teil  yo  tliat,"  replied  the  little  girl  * 
"  boh  to  my  belief,"  sbe  added,  with  a  mocking  laugb,  "  hoo 
means  to  may  a  witch  o*  ye,  loike  aw  the  rest  on  us." 

**  She  cannot  do  that  without  my  consent,"  cried  Alizon,  "  and 
I  woxdd  die  a  thousand  deaths  lather  than  yield  it." 

**That  remains  to  be  seen,"  replied  Jennet,  tauntingly, 
•*  Yo're  obstinate  erniff ,  nah  doubt.  Boh  Granny  Demdike  is 
ttsed  to  deal  wi*  öich  folk." 

"  Oh  !  why  was  I  bom  P"  cried  Alizon,  bitterly. 

"  Yo  may  weel  ask  that,"  responded  Jennet,  with  a  loud  un- 
feeling  laugh  ;  "  fo'  ey  see  nfeaw  great  use  yö're  on,  wi'  yer  protty 
leaoe  an'  bright  een,  onless  it  be  to  may  one  hate  ye." 

"  Is  it  possible  you  can  say  this  to  me,  Jennet  P"  cried  Alizon. 
V  What  have  I  done  to  incur  your  hatred  ?  I  have  ever  loved 
you,  and  striven  to  please  and  serve  you.  I  have  always  taken 
vour  part  against  others,  even  when  you  were  in  the  wrong. 
Oh !  Jennet,  you  cannot  hate  me." 

•*  Boh  ey  do,"  replied  the  little  girl,  spitefully.  "  Ey  hate  yo 
now  warser  than  onny  wan  eise.  Ey  hate  yo  because  yo  are 
Aeaw  lunger  my  sister — ^becose  yo're  a  grand  ledy's  dowter,  an' 
a  grand  ledy  yersel.  Ey  hate  yo  becose  yung  Euchot  Assheton 
loves  yo — an'  becose  yo  na'  better  luck  i'  aw  thinks  than  ey  have, 
or  con  expect  to  have.  That's  why  I  hate  yo,  Alizon.  When 
yo  are  a  witch  ey  shan  love  yo,  f or  then  we  shan  be  equals  onc^ 
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"  That  will  never  be,  Jennet,"  said  Alizon,  sadly,  but  firmly, 
^*  Your  grandmother  may  immure  me  in  this  dungeon,  and  scare 
away  my  senses ;  but  she  will  never  rob  me  of  my  hopes  of  sal- 
vation." 

As  the  words  were  uttered,  a  clang  like  that  produced  by  a 
stricken  gong  shook  the  vault ;  the  beasts  roared  fiercely  ;  the 
black  waters  of  the  fountain  bubbled  up,  and  were  lashed  into 
foam  by  the  angry  reptiles ;  and  a  larger  jet  of  flame  than  before 
burst  f  rom  the  brow  of  the  demon  statue. 

"  Ey  ha'  wamed  ye,  Alizon,"  said  Jennet,  alarmed  by  these 
demonstrations  ;  "  boh  since  ye  pay  no  heed  to  owt  ey  say,  ey'st 
leave  yo  to  yer  fate." 

**  Oh !  stay  with  me,  stay  with  me,  Jennet !"  shrieked  Alizon. 
^*  By  our  past  sisterly  affection  I  implore  you  to  remain !  You 
atß  some  protection  to  me  from  these  dreadful  beings." 

"  Ey  dunna  want  to  protect  yo  onless  yo  do  os  yo're  bidd'n," 
replied  Jennet.     "  Whoy  should  yo  be  better  than  me  ?" 

"  Ah  !  why,  indeed  ?"  cried  Alizon.     "  Would  I  had  the  power 
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to  tum  your  lieart — ^to  open  jour  eyes  to  evil-^to  saviB  you, 
Jennet." 

These  words  were  followed  by  another  clang,  louder  and  more 
brattling  than  the  first.  The  solid  walla  of  the  dungeon  were 
flhaken,  and  the  heavy  columns  rooked  ;  while,  to  Alizon's 
afbrighted  gaze,  it  seemed  as  if  the  sable  statue  arose  upon  its 
ebon  throne,  and  stretched  out  its  arm  menacinglj  towards  her. 
The  poor  girl  was  saved  from  further  terror  by  insensibility. 

How  long  she  remained  in  this  conditioa  she  could  not  teU, 
nor  did  it  appear  that  any  efEorts  were  made  to  restore  her ;  but 
when  she  recovered,  she  found  herseif  stretched  upon  a  rüde 
pallet  within  an  arched  recess,  the  entrance  to  which  was  screened 
by  a  piece  of  tapestry.  On  lifting  it  aside,  she  perceived  she 
was  no  longer  -in  the  vault,  but  in  an  upper  Chamber,  as  she 
judged,  and  not  inoorrectly,  of  the  tower.  The  room  was  lofty 
and  circular,  and  the  walls  of  enormous  thickness,  as  shown  by 
the  deep  embrasures  of  the  Windows ;  in  one  of  which,  the  outlet 
having  been  built  up,  the  pallet  was  placed.  A  massive  oak 
table,  two  or  three  chairs  of  antique  shape,  and  a  wooden  stool, 
oonatituted  the  fumiture  of  the  room.  The  stool  was  set  near 
the  fireplace,  and  beside  it  stood  a  strangely-fashioned  spinning- 
wheel,  which  had  apparently  been  recently  used ;  but  neither  the 
old  hag  nor  her  grand-daughter  were  visible.  Alizon  could  not 
teil  whether  it  was  night  or  day ;  but  a  lamp  was  buming  upon 
the  table,  its  feeble  light  only  imperfectly  illumining  the  Cham- 
ber, and  scarcely  revealin^  several  stränge  objects  dangling  from 
the  huge  beams  that  supported  the  roof .  Faded  arras  were  hung 
against  the  walls,  representing  in  one  compartment  the  last 
banquet  of  Isole  de  Heton  and  her  lover,  Blackbum  ;  in  another, 
the  Saxon  Ughtred,  hanging  from  the  summit  of  Malkin  Tower; 
and  in  a  third,  the  execution  of  Abbot  Paslew.  The  subjeots 
were  as  large  as  life,  admirably  depicted,  and  evidently  worked 
at  wondrous  looms.  As  they  swayed  to  and  fro  in  the  gusts 
that  found  entrance  into  the  Chamber  through  some  unprotected 
loopholes,  the  figures  had  a  grim  and  ghostly  air. 

Weak,  trembling,  bewildered,  Alizon  stepped  forth,  and  stag- 
gering  towards  the  table,  sank  upon  a  chair  beside  it.  A  fearf ul 
storm  was  raging  without — ^thunder,  lightning,  deluging  rain. 
Stunned  and  blinded,  she  covered  her  eyes,  and  remained  thus 
tili  the  f ury  of  the  tempest  had  in  some  degree  abated.  She 
was  roused  at  length  by  a  creaking  sound  not  far  from  her, 
and  found  it  proceeded  from  a  trap-door  rising  slowly  on  its 
hinges. 

2a2 
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A  tliruin  cap  first  appeared  above  tlie  level  of  tlie  floor ;  theÄ 
a  broad,  bloated  face,  tbe  mouth  and  cbin  fringed  witb  a  wbite 
beard  like  the  whiskers  of  a  cat ;  then  a  thick,  bull  throat ;  then 
a  pair  of  brawny  Shoulders  ;  then  a  Square,  thick-set  frame ;  and 
Mother  Demdike  stood  before  her.  A  malignant  smile  played 
lipon  her  hideous  countenance,  and  gleamed  from  her  eyes — 
those  eyes  so  strangely  placed  by  nature,  as  if  to  intimate  her 
doom,  and  that  of  her  fated  race,  to  whom  the  horrible  blemish 
was  transmitted.  As  the  old  witch  leaped  heavily  upon  the 
ground,  the  trap-door  closed  behind  her. 

"  Soh,  you  are  better,  Alizon,  and  have  quitted  your  couch,  I 
find,"  she  cried,  striking  her  staff  upon  the  floor.  "But  you 
look  f aint  and  feeble  stiU.  I  will  give  you  something  to  revive 
you.  I  have  a  wondrous  cordial  in  yon  closet — a  rare  restora- 
tive — ha !  ha !  It  will  make  you  well  the  moment  it  has  passed. 
your  lips.     I  will  fetch  it  at  once." 

"  I  will  have  none  of  it,"  replied  Alizon  5  "  I  would  rather 
die." 

"Rather  die!"  echoed  Mother  Demdike,  sarcastically,  "be- 
cause,  f  orsooth,  you  are  crossed  in  love.  But  you  shall  have  the 
man  of  your  heart  yet,  if  you  will  only  foUow  my  coimsel,  and 
do  as  I  bid  you.  Richard  Assheton  shall  be  yours,  and  with 
your  mother's  consent,  provided " 

"  I  understand  the  condition  you  annex  to  the  promise,"  in- 
terrupted  Alizon,  "  and  the  terms  upon  which  you  would  fulfil 
it ;  but  you  seek  in  vain  to  tempt  me,  old  woman.  I  now  nom» 
prehend  why  I  am  brought  hither." 

"Ay,  indeed!"  exclaimed  the  old  witch.  "And  why  is  it, 
then,  since  you  are  so  quick-witted  ?" 

"  You  desire  to  make  an  offering  to  the  evü  being  you  serve/* 
cried  Alizon,  with  sudden  energy.  "  You  have  entered  into  some 
dark  compact,  which  compels  you  to  deliver  up  a  victim  in  each 
year  to  the  Fiend,  or  your  own  soul  becomes  forfeit.  Thus  you 
have  hitherto  lengthened  out  your  wretched  life,  and  you  hope 
to  extend  the  term  yet  further  through  me.  I  have  heard  this 
tale  before,  but  I  would  not  believe  it.  Now  I  do.  This  is  why 
you  have  stolen  me  from  my  mother — have  braved  her  anger — 
and  brought  me  to  this  impious  tower." 

The  old  hag  laughed  hoarsely. 

"  The  tale  thou  hast  heard  respecting  me  is  true,"  she  said. 

"  I  have  a  compact  which  requires  me  to  make  a  proselyte  to 

the  power  I  serve  within  each  year ;  and  if  I  f  ail  in  doing  so,  I 

must  paj  the  penalty  thou  hast  mentioned.    A  like  compact 

ex/sts  between  Mistress  Nutt^er  and  the  Fiend." 
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She  paused  f or  a  moment,  to  watch  the  effect  of  her  words  oa 
Alizon,  and  then  resumed. 

"  Thy  motlier  would  have  sacrificed  thee  if  thou  hadst  been 
left  witli  her ;  but  I  have  carried  thee  off,  becanse  I  conceive  I 
am  best  entitled  to  thee.  Thou  wert  brought  up  as  my  grand« 
daughter,  and  therefore  I  claim  thee  as  my  own." 

''  And  you  think  to  deal  with  me  as  u  I  were  a  puppet  in 
your  hands  ?"  cried  Alizon. 

"  Ay,  marry  do  I,"  rejoined  Mother  Demdike,  with  a  scream. 
of  laughter.  "  Thou  art  nothing  more  than  a  puppet — a,  puppet 
—ho !  ho !" 

"  And  you  deem  you  can  dispose  of  my  sotd  without  my  con- 
sent ?"  Said  Alizon. 

"  Thy  füll  consent  will  be  obtained,"  rejoined  the  old  hag. 

«Think  it  not!  think  it  not!"  exclaimed  Alizon.  "Oh!  I 
shall  yet  be  deUvered  from  this  infernal  bondage/' 

At  this  moment  the  notes  of  a  bügle  were  heard. 

"  Saved !  saved !"  cried  the  poor  girl,  starting.  "  It  is  Bichard 
oome  to  my  rescue  !" 

"  How  knowest  thou  that  ?"  cried  Mother  Demdike,  with  a 
spiteful  look. 

"  By  an  instinct  that  never  deceives,"  replied  Alizon,  as  the 
blast  was  again  heard. 

"  This  must  be  stopped,"  said  the  hag,  waving  her  staff  over 
the  maiden,  and  transfixing  her  where  she  sat ;  af  ter  which  she 
took  up  the  lamp,  and  strode  towards  the  window. 

The  few  words  that  passed  between  her  and  Eichard  have 
been  already  recounted.  Having  closed  the  casement  and  drawn 
the  curtain  bef ore  it,  Mother  Demdike  traced  a  circle  on  the 
floor,  muttered  a  spell,  and  then,  waving  her  staff  over  Alizon, 
lestored  her  power  of  speech  and  motion. 

"  'Twas  he  !'*  exclaimed  the  young  girl,  as  soon  as  she  could 
find  utterance.     "  I  heard  his  voice." 

"Why,  ay,  *twas  he,  sure  enough,"  rejoined  the  beldame, 
"  He  has  come  on  a  fool's  errand ;  but  he  shall  never  return 
from  it.  Does  Mistress  Nutter  think  I  wiU  give  up  my  prize 
the  moment  I  have  obtained  it,  for  the  mere  asking  ?  Does  she 
imagine  she  can  frighten  me  as  she  frightens  others?  Does 
she  know  whom  she  has  to  deal  with  ?  If  not,  I  will  teil  her. 
I  am  the  oldest,  the  boldest,  and  the  strengest  of  the  witches. 
No  mystery  of  the  black  art  but  is  known  to  me.  I  can  do  what 
mischief  I  will,  and  my  desolating  band  has  been  feit  throughout 
this  district.  You  may  trace  it  like  a  pestilence.  No  one  has 
offended  me  but  I  have  terribly  repaid  him.    I  rule  over  the 
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Iftnd  likö  a  queeä.  I  exact  tributeS)  and,  if  they  are  not  ren- 
dered,  I  smite  .with  a  sliarper  edge  tlian  the  Bwoi*d.  My  woi^ship 
is  paid  to  thd  Prince  of  Darkness.  This  towef  is  bis  temple, 
and  yon  subterranean  cbamber  tbe  place  wbere  tbe  mystical 
rites,  irhicb  tbou  wouldst  call  impious  and  damnable,  are  per« 
f  ormed.  Countless  sabbaths  have  I  attended  irithin  it ;  or  upoA 
Bümbles  Moor,  or  on  tbe  summit  of  Pendle  Hill)  or  within  tbe 
mins  of  Wballey  Abbey.  Many  proselytes  bave  I  made ;  many 
unbaptised  babes  offered  np  in  sacrifice.  I  am  bigb-priestess  to 
the  Demon,  and  tby  motber  would  usurp  mine  office.*' 

"  Ob !  spare  me  tbis  borrible  recital  !'*  exclaimed  Alizon,  vainly 
trying  to  sbut  out  the  hag*B  piercing  roice. 

"  I  will  spare  tbee  notbing,"  pursued  Motber  Demdike.  "  Thy 
motber,  I  say,  would  bö  high-priestes»  in  my  stead.  Tbere  are 
aegrees  among  witches,  as  among  other  sects,  and  mine  is  tbe 
first.  Mistress  Nutter  would  deprive  me  of  mine  oflSce;  büt 
not  tiU  her  hair  is  as  white  as  mine,  her  knowledge  equal  to 
mine,  and  her  hatred  of  manMnd  .as  intense  as  mine — not  tili 
then  shaU  she  have  it." 

"  No  more  of  this,  in  pity !"  cried  Alizon. 

"  Often  have  I  aided  thy  motber  in  her  dark  schemes,'*  pui?* 
sued  the  implacable  hag:  ''nay,  no  later  than  last  night  I 
obliterated  the  old  boundaries  of  her  land,  and  erected  new  marks 
to  serve  her.  It  was  a  streng  exercise  of  power ;  but  the  com- 
mand  came  to  me,  and  I  obeyed  it.  No  other  witch  could  have 
achieved  so  much,  not  even  the  accursed  Chattox,  and  she  is  next 
to  myself .  And  how  does  thy  motber  purpose  to  requite  me  ? 
By  thrusting  me  aside,  and  stepping  into  my  throne.** 

"  You  must  be  in  error,'*  cried  Alizon,  scarcely  knowing  what 
to  say. 

"  My  information  never  fails  me,**  replied  the  hag,  with  a  dis- 
dainftd  laugh.  "  Her  plans  are  made  known  to  me  as  soon  as 
f ormed.  I  have  those  about  her  who  keep  striet  watch  upon  her 
actions,  and  report  them  faithfuUy.  I  know  why  she  brought 
theo  so  suddenly  to  Rough  Lee,  though  tbou  know* st  it  not.** 

"  She  brought  me  there  for  safety,**  remarked  the  young  girl, 
hoping  to  allay  the  beldame*s  fury ;  "  and  because  she  berself 
desired  to  know  how  the  survey  of  the  boundaries  would  end.** 

"  She  brought  tbee  there  to  sacrifice  thee  to  the  Fiend  !**  cried 
the  hag,  infernal  rage  and  malice  blazing  in  her  eyes.  "  She 
fiailed  in  propitiating  bim  at  the  meeting  in  the  ruined  church 
of  Whalley  last  night,  when  tbou  thyself  "wert  present,  and  de- 
livered  Dorothy  Assheton  from  the  snare  in  whicn  she  was  taken. 
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And  since  then  all  Las  gone  wrong  with  her.  Having  demanded 
from  lier  familiär  the  cause  why  all  things  ran  connter,  she  was 
töld  she  had  failed  in  the  fulfilment  of  her  promise — that  a 
proselyte  was  required — and  that  thou  alone  wouldst  be  ac- 
eepted." 

"  I !"  exclaimed  Alizon,  horror-stricken. 

"  Ay,  thou  !*'  cried  the  hag.  "  No  choice  was  allow'ed  her,  atid 
the  offering  must  be  made  to-night.  After  a  long  and  painful 
struggle,  thy  mother  consented." 

"  Oh !  no — ^impossible !  You  deceive  me,"  cried  the  wretched 
girl. 

"  I  teil  thee,  she  consented,**  rejoined  Mother  Demdike,  coldly : 
"  and  on  this  she  made  instant  arrangements  to  return  home,  and 
in  spite — as  thou  knoVst— of  Sir  Ralph  and  Lady  Assheton's 
efforts  to  detain  her,  set  forth  with  thee.'* 

"  All  this  I  know,*'  observed  Alizon,  sadly — "  and  intelligence 
of  our  departure  from  the  Abbey  was  conveyed  to  you,  I  condude, 
by  Jennet,  to  whom  I  bade  adieu.'* 

"  Thou  art  right — it  was,"  retumed  the  hag ;  "  but  I  have  yet 
Inore  to  teil  thee,  for  I  will  lay  the  secrets  of  thy  mother's  datk 
breast  fully  bef ore  thee.  Her  time  is  well-nigh  run.  Thou  wert 
made  the  price  of  its  extension.  If  she  fails  in  ofEering  thee  up 
to-night,  and  thou  art  here  in  my  keeping,  the  Fiend.  her  mästet, 
will  abandon  her,  and  she  will  be  delivered  up  to  the  justice  oi 


man." 


Alizon  covered  her  face  with  horror. 

After  awhile  she  looked  up,  and  exclaimed,  with  ünutterablö 
änguish : 

"  And  I  cannot  help  her !" 

The  unpitying  hag  laughed  derisively. 

"  She  cannot  be  utterly  lost,"  continued  the  young  gil*f. 
"  Were  I  near  her,  I  would  show  her  that  Heaven  is  mercif m  tö 
the  greatest  sinner  who  repents ;  and  teach  her  how  to  rögaiti  the 
lost  path  to  salvation." 

"  Peace !"  thundered  the  witch,  shaking  her  huge  band  at  her, 
and  stamping  her  heavy  foot  upon  the  ground,  "  Such  woi*ds 
must  not  be  uttered  here.  They  are  an  ofEence  to  me.  Thy 
mother  has  renounced  all  hopes  of  heaven.  She  has  been  bäp- 
tized  in  the  baptism  of  hell,  and  btanded  on  the  brow  by  the  red 
finger  of  its  ruler,  and  cannot  be  wrested  from  him.  It  is  tob 
late."  • 

"  No,  no— it  never  can  be  too  late !"  cried  Alizon.  "  It  is  not 
even  too  late  for  you." 
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"  Thou  know'st  not  what  thou  talk'st  about,  foolisli  wencli," 
rejoined  the  hag.  "  Our  master  would  tear  us  instantly  in  pieces 
if  but  a  thought  of  penitence,  as  thou  callest  it,  crossed  our  niinds. 
We  are  botb  doomed  to  an  eternity  of  torture.  But  tby  mother 
will  go  first — ay,  first.  K  sbe  had  yielded  thee  up  to-night, 
another  term  would  have  been  allowed  her ;  but  as  I  bold  thee 
instead,  the  beneüt  of  the  sacrifice  will  be  mine.  But,  hist! 
what  was  that?  The  youth  again!  Alice  iNTutter  must  have 
giyen  him  some  potent  counter-charni." 

"  He  comes  to  deliver  me,**  cried  Alizon.     "  Eichard !" 

And  she  arose,  and  would  have  flown  to  the  window,  but 
Mother  Demdike  waved  her  staff  over  her,  and  rooted  her  to  the 
ground. 

"  Stay  there  tili  I  require  thee,"  chuckled  the  hag,  moving, 
with  ponderous  footsteps,  to  the  door. 

After  parleying  with  Richard,  as  already  related,  Mother 
Demdike  suddenly  retumed  to  Alizon,  and,  restoring  her  to 
aensibility,  placed  her  hideous  face  close  to  her,  breathing  upon 
her,  and  uttering  these  words,  "  Be  thine  eyes  blinded  and  thy 
brain  confused,  so  that  thou  mayst  not  know  him  when  thou 
seest  him,  but  think  him  another." 

The  spell  took  instant  effect.  Alizon  staggered  towards  the 
table.  Richard  was  summoned,  and  on  his  appearance  the  scene 
took  place  which  has  already  been  detailed,  and  which  ended  in 
his  losing  the  talisman,  and  being  ejected  from  the  tower. 

Alizon  had  been  rendered  invisible  by  the  old  witch,  and  was 
afterwards  dragged  into  the  arched  recess  by  her,  where,  snatch- 
ing  the  piece  of  gold  from  the  young  girrs  neck,  she  exclaimed 
triumphantly : 

**  Now  I  defy  thee,  Alice  Nutter.  Thou  canst  never  recover 
thy  child.  The  ofEering  shall  be  made  to-night,  and  another 
year  be  added  to  my  long  term." 

Alizon  groaned  deeply,  but,  at  a  gesture  firom  the  hag,  she 
became  motionless  and  speechless. 

A  dusky,  indistinctly-seen  figure  hovered  near  the  entrance  of 
the  embrasure.     Mother  Demdike  beckoned  it  to  her. 

"  Convey  this  girl  to  the  vault,  and  watch  over  her,"  she  said. 
"  I  wiU  descend  anon." 

Upon  this  the  shadowy  arms  enveloped  Alizon,  the  trap-door 
flew  open,  and  the  figure  disappeared  with  its  inanimate  bur- 
then. 


THE  LANCASHIRE  WITCHES.  361 


THE  TWO   FAMILIABS. 

Apteb  seeing  Ricliard  depart  on  liis  perilous  mission  to  Malkin' 
Tower,  Mistress  Nutter  retired  to  her  own  Chamber,  and  held 
long  and  anxious  self-communion.  The  course  of  her  thoughts 
may  be  gathered  from  the  terrible  revelations  made  by  Mother 
Demdike  to  Alizon.  A  prey  to  the  most  agonizing  emotions,  it 
may  be  questioned  if  she  eould  have  endnred  greater  torment  if 
her  heart  had  been  consumed  by  living  fire,  as  in  the  punishment 
assigned  to  the  damned  in  the  fabled  halls  of  Eblis.  For  the 
first  time  remorse  assailed  her,  and  she  feit  compimction  for 
the  evil  she  had  committed.  The  whole  of  her  dark  career 
passed  in  review  before  her.  The  long  catalogue  of  her  crimes 
unf olded  itself  Hke  a  scroll  of  flame,  and  at  its  f oot  were  written 
in  blazing  characters,  the  awful  words — jttdgmbnt  and  con- 
dbmnation!  Thöre  was  no  escape — none!  Hell,  with  its 
unquenchable  fires  and  unimaginable  horrors,  yawned  to  receive 
her;  and  she  feit  with  anguish  and  self-reproach  not  to  be 
described,  how  wretched  a  bargain  she  had  made,  and  how  dearly 
the  brief  gratification  of  her  evil  passions  had  been  purchased  at 
the  cost  of  an  etemity  of  woe  and  torture. 

This  change  of  feeling  had  been  produced  by  her  newly- 
awakened  affection  for  her  daughter,  long  supposed  dead,  and 
now  restored  to  her,  only  to  be  snatched  away  again  in  a  manner 
which  added  to  the  sharpness  of  the  loss.  She  saw  herseif  the 
Sport  of  a  jnggling  fiend,  whose  aim  was  to  win  over  her 
daughter' s  soul  through  her  instrumentaHty,  and  she  resolved, 
if  possible,  to  defeat  his  purposes.  This,  she  was  aWare,  could 
only  be  accomplished  by  her  own  destruction,  but  even  this 
dread  alternative  she  was  prepared  to  embrace.  Alizon's  sinless 
nature  and  devotion  to  herselE  had  so  wrought  upon  her,  that, 
though  she  had  at  first  resisted  the  better  Impulses  kindled 
within  her  bosom,  in  the  end  they  completely  overmastered  her^^ 

Was  it,  she  asked  herseif,  too  late  to  repent  ?  Was  there  no 
way  of  breaking  her  compact  ?  She  remembered  to  have  read  of 
a  young  man  who  had  signed  away  his  own  soul,  being  restored 
to  heaven  by  the  intercession  of  the  great  ref  ormer  of  the  church^ 
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Martin  Luther.  But,  on  the  other  hand,  she  had  heard  of  many 
otliers,  who,  on  the  slightest  manifestation  of  penitence,  had 
been  rent  in  pieces  by  the  Fiend.  Still  the  idea  recurred  to  her. 
MigM  not  her  daughter,  armed  with  perfect  purity  and  holiness. 
with  a  soul  free  from  stain  as  an  unspotted  mirror ;  might  not 
she,  who  had  avouched  herseif  ready  to  risk  all  for  her — for  she 
had  overheard  her  declaration  to  Eichard ;  might  not  she  be 
able  to  work  out  her  salvation  P  Would  conf ession  of  her  sins 
and  Yoluntary  Submission  to  earthly  justice  save  her  ?  Alas ! — 
BO.  She  was  without  hope.  She  had  an  inexorable  master  to 
deal  with,  who  would  grant  her  no  grace,  except  upon  conditions 
abe  would  not  assent  to. 

She  would  have  thrown  herseif  on  her  knees,  but  thej  ref used 
io  bend.  She  would  have  prayed,  but  the  words  tumed  to  blas- 
phemies.  She  would  have  wept,  but  the  fountains  of  tears  were 
OTT.    The  witch  could  never  weep, 

Then  came  despair  and  frenzy,  and,  like  f uries,  lashed  her  with 
whips  of  scorj^ions,  goading  her  with  the  memory  of  her  abomi- 
nations  and  idolatries,  and  her  infinite  and  varied  iniquities. 
They  showed  her,  as  in  a  swiftly-fleeting  vision,  all  who  had  suf- 
fered  wrong  by  her,  or  whom  her  malice  had  afflicted  in  body  or 
estate.  They  mocked  her  with  a  glimpse  of  the  paradise  she 
had  forfeited.  She  saw  her  daughter  m  a  beatified  state  about 
to  enter  its  golden  portals,  and  would  haye  clung  to  her  robes  in 
the  hope  of  being  carried  in  with  her,  but  she  was  driven  away 
by  an  angel  with  a  flaming  sword,  who  cried  out,  "  Thou  hast  ab- 
jured  heaven,  and  heaven  reiects  thee.  Satan's  brand  is  upon 
thy  brow,  and,  unless  it  be  effaced,  thou  canst  never  enter  here. 
Down  to  Tophet,  thou  witch  !*'  Then  she  implored  her  daughter 
to  touch  her  brow  with  the  tip  of  her  finger ;  and,  as  the  latter  was 
about  to  comply,  a  dark  demoniacal  shape  suddenly  rose,  and, 
■eiting  her  by  the  hair,  plunged  with  her  down — down — millions 
of  miles — tili  she  beheld  a  world  of  fire  appear  beneath  her,  con- 
iisting  of  a  multitude  of  volcanoes,  roaring  and  ragin  g  like 
fumaces,  boiling  over  with  redhot  lava,  and  casting  f orth  huge 
buming  stones.  In  each  of  these  beds  of  fire  thousands  upon 
thousands  of  sufferers  were  writhing,  and  their  groans  and 
lamentations  arose  in  one  frightful,  incessant  wail,  too  terrible 
for  human  hearing. 

Over  this  place  of  torment  the  demon  held  her  suspended. 
She  shrieked  aloud  in  her  agony,  and,  shaking  off  the  oppression, 
fejoiced  to  find  the  vision  had  been  caused  by  her  own  distem- 
j)ejr^  Imagination. 
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Meanwhile,  the  storm,  which  had  obsiructed  Bichard  ag  lie 
climbed  tlie  liiU,  had  come  on,  though  Mistress  Nutter  had  not 
noticed  it ;  but  now  a  loud  peal  of  thunder  shook  the  room,  and 
rousing  herself  ehe  walked  to  the  Window.  The  sight  she  beheld 
increased  her  alarm.  Heavy  thunder-clouds  rested  upon  the  hilU 
side,  and  seemed  readj  to  discharge  their  artillerj  upon  the 
course  which  she  knew  must  be  taken  by  the  joung  man. 

The  Chamber  in  which  she  stood^  it  has  been  said,  was  large 
and  gloomj,  with  a  wainscoting  of  dark  oak.  On  one  of  the 
panels  was  painted  a  pioture  of  herseif  in  her  days  of  youth» 
innocence,  and  beauty ;  and  on  another,  a  portrait  of  her  unf or«- 
tunate  husband,  who  appeared  a  handsome  yoimg  man  with  a 
stem  countenance,  attired  in  a  black  velret  doublet  and  oloak,  of 
the  fashion  of  Slisabeth's  di^.  Between  these  paintingt  stood 
a  carved  oak  bedstead,  with  a  high  tester  and  dark  heavy  drapery, 
opposite  which  was  a  Wide  window,  ocoupving  almost  the  whole 
length  of  the  room,  but  darkened  by  thick  oars  and  glass»  erowded 
with  armorial  bearings,  or  otherwise  deeply  dyed.  The  high 
mantel-pieoe  and  its  oarvings  hare  been  prerionsly  describedi 
as  well  as  the  bloody  hearthstone«  where  the  tragical  incident 
occurred  connected  with  Alizon's  e^^ly  history. 

As  Mistress  Nutter  retumed  to  the  fireplace,  a  plaintive  cly 
arose  from  it,  and  starting — ^for  the  sound  revived  terrible 
memories  within  her  breast — she  beheld  the  ineffaceable  stains 
upon  the  flag  traoed  out  by  blue  phosphoric  fire,  while  above 
them  hovered  the  shape  of  a  bleeding  Infant.  Horror-^stricken, 
she  averted  her  gaze,  but  it  encountered  another  object,  eqUally 
appalling — her  husband's  portrait,  or  rather,  it  would  seem,  a 
phantom  in  its  place ;  for  the  eyes,  lighted  up  by  infernal  fire, 
glared  at  her  from  beneath  the  frowning  and  contracted  brows, 
while  the  hand  significantly  pointed  to  the  hearthstone,  on  which 
the  sanguinary  stains  had  now  f ormed  themselres  into  the  fatal 

Word  "  VBNOEANCÄ  !** 

In  a  few  minutes  the  fielry  characters  died  away»  and  the  por- 
trait resmned  its  wonted  expression ;  but  ere  Mistress  Nutter 
had  recovered  from  her  terror,  the  back  of  the  fireplace  opened, 
and  a  taU  swarthy  man  stepped  out  from  it.  As  he  appeared,  a 
flash  of  lightning  illimiined  the  Chamber,  and  revealed  his 
fiendish  countenance.  On  seeing  him,  the  lady  immediately 
regained  her  courage,  and  addressed  him  in  a  haughty  and  com- 
manding  tone : 

"  Why  this  intnmion  f  I  did.not  summon  thee,  and  do  not 
require  theo." 
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"You  are  mistaken,  madam,"  he  replied;  "you  had  never 
more  occasion  f or  me  than  at  this  moment ;  and,  so  f ar  from 
intruding  upon  you,  I  have  avoided  Coming  near  you,  even 
though  enjoined  to  do  so  by  my  lord.  He  is  perfectly  aware  of 
the  cHange  which  has  just  taken  place  in  yonr  opinions,  and  the 
anziety  you  now  f eel  to  break  the  contract  you  have  entered  into 
with  him,  and  which  he  has  scrupulously  f  ulfilled  on  his  part ; 
but  he  wishes  you  distinctly  to  understand,  that  he  has  no 
intention  of  abandoning  his  claims  upon  you,  but  will  most 
assuredly  enforce  them  at  the  proper  time.  I  need  not  remind 
you  that  your  term  draws  to  a  close,  and  ere  many  months  must 
expire  ;  but  means  of  extending  it  have  been  offered  you,  if  you 
choose  to  avail  yourself  of  them." 

"  I  have  no  such  intention,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter,  in  a 
decided  tone. 

"  So  be  it,  madam,"  replied  the  other ;  "  but  you  will  not  pre- 
serve  your  daughter,  who  is  in  the  hands  of  a  tried  and  faithful 
servant  of  my  lord,  and  what  you  hesitate  to  do  that  servant 
will  perform,  and  so  reap  the  benefit  of  the  sacrifice." 

"Not  so,"  rejoined  Mistress  Nutter. 

"  I  say,  yea,"  retorted  the  familiär. 

"  Thou  art  my  slave,  I  command  thee  to  bring  Alizon  hither 
at  once." 

The  familiär  shook  his  head. 

"  Thou  refusest !"  cried  Mistress  Nutter,  menacingly. 

"  Ejiow'st  thou  not  I  have  the  means  of  chastising  thee  ?" 

"  You  had,  madam,"  replied  the  other ;  "  but  the  moment  a 
thought  of  penitence  crossed  your  breast,  the  power  you  were 
invested  with  departed.  My  lord,  however,  is  willing  to  give 
you  an  hour  of  grace,  when,  if  you  voluntarily  renew  your  oaths 
to  him,  he  will  accept  them,  and  place  me  at  your  disposal  once 
more ;  but  if  you  stül  continue  obstinate " 

"He  will  abandon  me,"  interrupted  Mistress  Nutter;  "I 
knew  it.  Tool  that  I  was  to  trust  one  who,  from  the  beginning, 
has  been  a  deceiver." 

"  You  have  a  short  memory,  and  but  little  gratitude,  madam, 
and  seem  entirely  to  f orget  the  important  f avour  conferred  upon 
you  last  night.  At  your  solicitation,  the  boundaries  of  your 
property  were  changed,  and  large  slips  of  land  filched  from 
another,  to  be  given  to  you.  But  if  you  f ail  in  your  duty,  you 
cannot  expect  this  to  continue.  The  boundary  marks  will  be  set 
up  in  their  old  places,  and  the  land  restored  to  its  rightful 
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"I  expected  as  much/*  observed  Mistress  Nutter,  disdadn- 
fuUy. 

"Thus  all  our  pains  will  be  thrown  away,"  pursued  the 
familiär ;  "  and  though  you  may  make  light  of  the  labour,  it  is 
no  easy  task  to  change  the  face  of  a  whole  country — to  tum 
.streams  from  their  course,  move  bogs,  transplant  trees,  and  sbift 
houses,  all  of  whicb  has  been  done,  and  will  now  have  to  be 
undone,  because  of  your  inconstancy.  I,  myself,  have  been 
obliged  to  act  as  many  parts  as  a  poor  player  to  please  you,  and 
now  you  dismiss  me  at  a  moment*s  notice,  as  if  I  had  played 
them  indifferently,  whereas  the  most  fastidious  audience  would 
have  been  ravished  with  my  Performance.  This  morning  I  was 
the  reeve  of  the  forest,  and'as  such  obliged  to  assiune  the  shape 
of  a  rascally  attomey.  I  feit  it  a  degradation,  I  assure  you. 
Nor  was  I  better  pleased  when  you  compelled  me  to  put  on  the 
likeness  of  old  Roger  Nowell;  for,  whatever  you  may  think,  I 
am  not  so  entirely  destitute  of  personal  vaiüty  bs  to  prefer 
either  of  their  figures  to  my  own.  However,  I  showed  no  disin- 
clination  to  oblige  you.  You  are  strangely  unreasonable  to-day. 
Is  it  my  lord's  fatät  if  your  desire  of  vengeance  expires  in  its 
fruition — if,  when  you  have  accomplished  an  object,  you  no 
longer  care  for  it  ?  You  ask  for  revenge — ^for  power.  You  have 
them,  and  cast  them  aside  like  childish  baubles !" 

"Thy  lord  is  an  arch  deceiver,"  irejoined  Mistress  Nutter; 
"  and  cannot  perform  his  promises.  Thej  are  empty  delusions 
— profitless,  unsubstantial  as  shadows.  His  power  prevails  not 
against  anything  holy,  as  I  myself  have  just  now  experienced. 
His  money  tums  to  withered  leaves ;  his  treasures  are  dust  and 
ashes.  Strong  only  is  he  in  power  of  mischief  and  even  his 
mischief ,  like  curses,  recoils  on  those  who  use  it.  His  vengeance 
is  no  true  vengeance,  for  it  troubles  the  conscience,  and  en- 
genders  remorse ;  whereas  the  servant  of  Heaven  heaps  coals  of 
fire  on  the  head  of  his  adversary  by  kindness,  and  satisfies  his 
own  heart." 

"  You  should  have  thought  of  all  this  before  you  vowed  your- 
self  to  him,"  said  the  familiär  ;  "  it  is  too  late  to  reflect  now." 

"  Perchance  not,"  rejoined  Mistress  Nutter. 

"Beware!"  thimdered  the  demon,  with  a  terrible  gesture; 
"  any  overt  act  of  disobedience,  and  your  limbs  shall  be  scattered 
over  this  Chamber." 

"  If  I  do  not  dare  thee  to  it,  it  is  not  because  I  fear  thee," 
replied  Mistress  Nutter,  in  noway  dismayed  by  the  threat. 
"  Thou  canst  not  control  my  tongue.     Thou  speakest  of  the 
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«ernoes  reiidered  bj  thy  lord,  and  I  repeat,  they  are  like  bis 
promises,  nouglit.  Show  me  the  witch  he  has  enriched.  Of 
what  profit  is  her  worship  of  the  falee  deity — of  what  ayail  the 
aacrificea  ehe  makes  at  his  foul  altars  P  it  is  ever  the  same 
Spilling  of  blood,  ever  the  same  working  of  misohief,  The 
wheels  of  crime  roll  on  Hke  the  oar  of  the  Indian  idol,  cnmhing 
all  before  them.  Doth  thy  master  ever  help  his  serrants  in 
their  need  ?  Doth  he  not  eyer  abandon  them  when  they  are  no 
longer  pseful,  and  can  win  him  no  more  proselytes  ?  Miserable 
servants — ^miserable  master !  Look  at  the  murtherous  Demdike 
and  the  malignaut  Chattox,  and  examine  the  means  whereby 
they  have  prolonged  their  baleful  career.  Enormities  of  au 
kinds  committed,  and  aU  their  families  deyoted  to  the  Fiend — 
all  Wizards  or  witches !  Look  at  them,  I  say.  What  proüt  to 
them  is  their  long  seryioe?  Are  they  rieh?  Are  they  in 
possession  of  nnfadmg  youth  and  beauty  ?  Are  they  splendidly 
lodged  ?  Have  they  all  they  desire  ?  No ! — the  one  dwella  in 
a  solitary  turret,  and  the  other  in  a  wretched  hovel ;  and  both 
are  miserable  oreatures,  living  only  on  the  dole  wrung  by  threats 
from  terrified  peasants,  and  capable  of  no  gratification  but  such 
as  results  from  practices  of  malice." 

"Is  that  nothing?"  asked  the  familiär.  "To  them  it  is 
everything.  They  care  neither  for  splendid  mansions,  nor 
wealth,  nor  youth,  nor  beauty.  If  they  did,  they  could  have 
them  all.  They  care  only  for  the  dread  and  mysterious  power 
they  possess,  to  be  able  to  fascinate  with  a  glanoe,  to  transfix  by 
a  gesture,  to  inflict  stränge  ailments  by  a  word,  and  to  kill  by  a 
eurse.  This  is  the  privilege  they  seek,  and  this  privilege  they 
enjoy." 

"  And  what  is  the  end  of  it  all  ?"  demanded  Mistress  Nutter, 
stemly.  "  Ere  long,  they  will  be  unable  to  fumish  victims  to 
their  insatiate  master,  who  will  then  abandon  them.  Their 
bodies  will  go  to  the  hangman,  and  their  souls  to  endless  bale  !*' 

The  famiUar  laughed  as  if  a  good  joke  had  been  repeated  to 
him,  and  rubbed  his  hands  gleefully. 

"  Very  true,"  he  said ;  "  very  true.  You  have  stated  the  caae 
exactly,  madam.  Such  will  certainly  be  the  course  of  events. 
But  what  of  that?  The  old  hags  will  have  enjoyed  a  long 
term — much  longer  than  might  have  been  anticipated.  Mother 
Demdike,  however,  as  I  have  intimated,  will  extend  hers,  and  it 
is  fortunate  for  her  she  is  enabled  to  do  so,  as  it  would  otherwise 
expire  an  hour  after  midnight,  and  could  not  be  renewed." 

"  Thou  liest !"  cried  Mistress  Nutter — "  liest  like  thy  lord, 
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wlio  is  the  fatlier  of  lies.  My  innocent  child  can  never  be 
offered  up  at  his  impious  slirine.  I  have  no  fear  for  her.  Neither 
he,  nor  Mother  Demdike,  nor  any  of  the  accursed  sisterhood, 
oan  härm  her.  Her  goodness  will  cover  her  like  armoar,  which 
no  evil  can  penetrate.  Let  him  wreak  his  vengeance,  if  he  will, 
on  me.  Let  him  treat  me  as  a  slave  who  has  cast  oft  his  yoke. 
Let  him  abridge  the  scanty  time  allotted  me,  and  bear  me  hence 
to  his  buming  kingdom;  but  injure  my  child,  he  cannot — 
shall  not !" 

"  Go  to  Malkm  Tower  at  midnight,  and  tbou  wilt  see," 
replied  the  familiär,  with  a  mocking  laugh. 

"I  will  go  there;  but  it  shall  be  to  deliver  her,"  rejoined 
Mistress  Nutter.  "  And  now  get  thee  gone !  I  need  thee  no 
more." 

"  Be  not  deceived,  proud  woman,"  said  the  familiär.  "  Once 
dismissed,  I  may  not  be  recalled;  while  thou  wilt  be  wholly 
unable  to  defend  thyself  against  thy  enemies." 

"  I  care  not,"  she  rejoined.     "  Begone  !" 

The  familiär  stepped  back,  and,  stamping  upon  the  hearth- 
stone,  it  sank  like  a  trap-door,  and  he  disappeared  beneath  it,  a 
flash  of  lightning  playing  round  his  dusky  figure. 

Notwithstanding  her  yaunted  resolution,  and  the  boldness 
with  which  she  had  comported  herseif  before  the  familiär, 
Mistress  Nutter  now  comj)letely  gave  way,  and  for  awhile 
abandoned  herseif  to  despair.  Aroused  at  length  by  the  abso- 
lute necessity  of  action,  she  again  walked  to  the  window  and 
looked  forth.  The  storm  still  raged  furiously  without — so 
furiously,  indeed,  that  it  would  be  madness  to  brave  it,  now  that 
she  was  deprived  of  her  power,  and  reduced  to  the  ordinary 
level  of  humanity.  Its  very  violence,  however,  assured  her  it 
must  soon  cease,  and  she  would  then  set  out  for  Malkin  Tower. 
But  what  Chance  had  she  now  in  a  struggle  with  the  old  hag, 
with  all  the  energies  of  hell  at  her  command  ? — ^what  hope  weuB 
there  of  her  being  able  to  effect  her  daughter*s  liberation  Y  No 
matter,  however  desperate,  the  attempt  should  be  made.  Mean- 
while,  it  would  be  necessary  to  see  what  was  going  on  below,  and 
ascertain  whether  Blackadder  had  returned  with  Parson  Holdeii. 
With  this  view,  she  descended  to  the  hall,  where  she  found 
Nicholas  Assheton  fast  asleep  in  a  great  arm-chair,  and  rocked 
rather  than  disturbed,  by  the  loud  concussions  of  thunder. 
The  squire  was,  no  doubt,  overcome  by  the  fatigues  of  the  day, 
or  it  might  be  by  the  potency  of  the  wine  he  had  swallowed,  for 
an  empty  flask  stood  on  the  table  beside  him.     Mistress  Nutte^ 
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did  not  awaken  him,  but  proceeded  to  the  Chamber  where  slie 
had  left  Nowell  and  Potts  prisoners,  both  of  whom  rose  on  her 
entrance. 

"Be  seated,  gentlemen,  I  pray  you,"  she  said,  courteously. 
"  I  am  come  to  see  if  you  need  anything ;  f or  when  this  fearful 
storm  abates,  I  am  going  fortli  for  a  short  time." 

"Indeed,  madam,"  replied  Potts.  "For  myself  I  require 
nothing  f  urther  ;  but  perhaps  another  bettle  of  wrne  might  be 
agreeable  to  my  honoured  and  singular  good  client." 

"  Speak  for  yonrself ,  sir,"  cried  Eoger  Nowell,  sharply* 

"  You  shall  have  it,"  interposed  Mistress  Nutter.  "  I  shall 
be  glad  of  a  word  with  you  bef  ore  I  go,  Master  Nowell,  I  am 
sorry  this  dispute  has  arifeen  between  us." 

"  Humph  !"  exclaimed  the  magistrate. 

"Very  sorry,"  pursued  Mistress  Nutter;  "and  I  wish  to 
make  every  reparation  in  my  power." 

"  Eeparation,  madam !"  cried  Nowell.  "  Give  back  the  land 
you  have  stolen  from  me — ^restore  the  boundary  lines — sign  the 
deed  in  Sir  Ralph's  possession — that  is  the  only  reparation  you 
can  make." 

"  I  will,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter. 

"You  will!"  exclaimed  Nowell.  "Then  the  fellow  did  not 
deceive  us,  Master  Potts." 

"  Has  any  one  been  with  you  ?"  asked  the  lady,  uneasily. 

"  Ay,  the  reeve  of  the  forest,"  replied  Nowell.  "  He  told  us 
you  would  be  with  us  presently,  and  would  make  fair  ofEers  to 


US." 


"  And  he  told  us  also  why  you  would  make  them,  madam," 
added  Potts,  in  an  insolent  and  menacing  tone ;  "  he  told  us  you 
would  make  a  merit  of  doing  what  you  could  not  help — ^that 
your  power  had  gone  from  you — that  your  works  of  darkness 
would  be  destroyed — and  that,  in  a  word,  you  were  abandoned 
by  the  devil,  your  master." 

"He  deceived  you,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter.  "I  have  made 
you  the  off  er  out  of  pure  good- will,  and  you  can  reject  it  or  not, 
as  you  please.  All  I  stipulate,  if  you  do  accept  it,  is,  that  you 
pledge  me  your  word  not  to  bring  any  charge  of  witchcraft 
against  me." 

"  Do  not  give  the  pledge,"  whispered  a  voice  in  the  ear  of  the 
magistrate. 

"  Did  you  speak  ?"  he  said,  turning  to  Potts. 

"  No,  sir,"  replied  the  attomey,  in  a  low  tone ;  "  but  I  thought 
you  cautioned  me  against " 
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"HusK!**  intemipted  Nowell;  "it  must  be  the  reeye.  We 
cannot  comply  with  your  request,  madam,"  he  added,  aloud. 

"Certainly  not,"  said  Potts.  "  We  can  make  no  bargain 
with  an  ayowed  witch.  We  should  gain  nothing  by  it ;  on  the 
contrary,  we  should  be  losers,  f or  we  have  the  positive  assurance 
of  a  gentleman  whom  we  believe  to  be  upon  terms  of  intimacy 
with  a  certain  black  gentleman  of  your  acqnaintance,  madam, 
that  the  latter  has  given  you  np  entirely,  and  that  law  and 
justice  may,  therefore,  take  their  course.  We  protest  against 
our  imlawful  detention :  but  we  give  ourselves  small  concem 
about  it,  as  Sir  Ealph  Assheton,  who  will  be  advised  of  our 
Situation  by  Parson  Holden,  will  speedily  come  to  our  libera- 
tion." 

"  Yes,  we  are  now  quite  easy  on  that  score,  madam,"  added 
Nowell ;  "  and  to-morrow  we  shall  have  the  pleasure  of  escort- 
ing  you  to  Lancaster  Castle." 

"  And  your  trial  will  come  on  at  the  next  assizes,  about  the 
middle  of  August,"  said  Potts.  "  You  have  only  four  months 
to  run." 

"  That  is  indeed  my  term,"  muttered  the  lady.  "  I  shall  not 
tarry  to  listen  to  your  taunts,"  she  added,  aloud.  "  You  may 
possibly  regret  rejecting  my  proposal." 

So  saying,  she  quitted  the  room. 

As  she  returned  to  the  haU,  Nicholas  awoke. 

"  What  a  devil  of  a  storm  1"  he  exclaimed,  stretching  himself, 
and  rubbing  his  eyes.  "  Zounds !  that  flash  of  lightning  was 
enough  to  blind  me,  and  the  thunder  well-nigh  split  one's  ears." 

"  Yet  you  have  slept  through  louder  peals,  Nicholas,"  said 
Mistress  Nutter,  Coming  up  to  him.  "Eichard  has  not 
returned  from  his  mission,  and  I  must  go  myself  to  Malkin 
Tower.  In  my  absence,  I  must  entrust  you  with  the  defence  of 
my  house." 

"  I  am  willing  to  imdertake  it,"  replied  Nicholas,  "  provided 
no  witchcraft  be  used." 

"  Nay,  you  need  not  fear  that,"  said  the  lady,  with  a  forced 
smile. 

"  Well,  then,  leave  it  to  me,"  said  the  squire  j  "  but  you  wiU 
not  set  out  tili  the  storm  is  over  ?" 

"  I  must,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter ;  "  there  seems  no  likeli- 
hood  of  its  Cassation,  and  each  moment  is  fraught  with  peril  to 
Alizon.  If  aught  happens  to  me,  Nicholas — if  I  should — ^what- 
ever  mischance  may  befall  me— promise  me  you  will  stand  by 
her." 

2  B 
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The  sqtdre  gave  the  required  promise. 

'*  Enough,  I  hold  you  to  your  word,"  gaid  Mistress  Nutter. 
"  Take  tMs  parchment.  It  is  a  deed  of  gift^  assighilig  this 
mansion  and  all  my  estates  to  her.  Under  certem  eirciim- 
staaces  you  will  produce  it." 

^'  What  circumstances  P  I  am  at  a  loss  to  underatand  you^ 
madam,"  said  the  gquire. 

*'Do  not  question  me  fartheir,  but  take  especial  care  ol  the 
deed,  and  produce  it,  as  I  have  gaid,  at  the  fitting  mome&t. 
You  will  know  when  that  arriveg.    Ha !  I  am  wanted." 

The  latter  exclamation  had  been  occagioned  by  the  appear- 
ance  of  an  old  woman  at  the  fnrther  end  of  the  hall|  beekoning: 
to  her.     On  seeing  her,  Mistress  ÜSTutter  immediately  quitted 
the  gquire,  and  foUowed  her  into  a  gmaU  Chamber  opening  froon 
iMg  part  of  the  hall,  and  into  which  ghe  retreated. 

"What  brings  you  here,  Mother  ChattoxP"  exolauned  the. 
lady,  cloging  the  door. 

"  Oan  you  not  guesg  P"  replied  the  hag.  ''  I  am  cöme  to  help. 
you,  not  for  any  love  I  bear  you,  but  to  avenge  mygelf  on  old. 
Demdike.  Do  not  Interrupt  me.  My  &jniliar>  Fancy,  hag  told 
me  all.  I  know  how  you  are  circumgtanced.  I  know  Alizon  ia. 
in  old  Demdike's  clutches,  and  you  are  unable  to  extricate  her. 
But  I  can,  and  will ;  because  if  the  hateful  old  hag  f ailg  in  offer- 
ing  up  her  sacrifice  before  the  first  hour  of  day,  her  term  will 
be  out,  and  I  ghall  be  rid  of  her,  and  reign  in  lier  stead.  To- 
morrow  ghe  will  be  on  her  way  to  Lancaster  OagÜe.  Ha !  ha  I 
The  dungeon  ig  prepared  for  her — the  gtake  driven  into  the. 
ground — ^the  f agotg  heaped  around  it«  The  torch  hae  only  to 
beHghted.    Ho!  hol" 

"Shall  we  go  to  Malkin  Tower?"  agked  Mistregg  Nutter, 
ghuddering. 

"  No  ;  to  the  summit  of  Pendle  ffill,"  rejoined  Mother 
Ohattox ;  "  for  there  the  girl  will  be  taken,  and  there  only  can 
we  secure  her.  But  first  we  must  proceed  to  my  hut,  and  make 
some  preparations.  I  have  three  Bcalps  and  eight  teeth,  taken 
from  a  grave  in  Goldshaw  churehyard  this  very  day.  We  can 
make  a  charm  with  them." 

"  You  must  prepare  it  alone,"  gaid  Mistress  Nutter ;  "  I  can 
have  nought  to  do  with  it." 

**  True— true — I  had  forgotten,"  cried  the  hag,  with  a  chuck- 

ling  laugh — "you  are  no. longer  one  of  us.     Well,  then,  I  will 

do  it  alone.    But  come  with  me.    You  will  not  object  to  mount 

upon  my  broomstick.     It  is  the  only  safe  conveyance  in  thia 

sü^rm  of  tbe  devil'a  raising.    Oome — away  l" 


t*. 
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And  slie  threw  open  the  window  and  sprang  f orth,  f ollowed 
by  Mistress  Nutter. 

Through  the  murky  air,  and  bome  as  if  on  the  wings  of  the  wind, 
two  dark  f orms  are  nying  swiftly.  Over  the  tops  of  the  tempest- 
shaken  trees  thej  go,  and  as  they  gain  the  skirts  of  the  thic^et 
an  oak  beneath  is  shivered  by  a  thunderbolt.  They  hear  the 
f earful  crash,  and  see  the  splinters  fly  far  and  wide ;  and  the 
foremost  of  the  two,  who,  with  her  skinny  arm  extended,  seemi» 
to  direct  their  course,  utters  a  wild  scream  of  laughter,  while 
a  raven,  speeding  on  broad  black  wings  before  them,  croaks 
hoarsely.  Now  the  torrent  rages  below,  and  they  see  its  white 
waters  tnmbling  over  a  ledge  of  rock ;  now  they  pass  over  the 
farow  of  a  hill ;  now  skim  over  a  dreary  waste  and  dangerons 
morass.  Fearful  it  is  to  behold  those  two  flying  figures,  as  the 
lightning  shows  them,  bestriding  their  fantasticai  steed*  the 
one  an  old  hag  with  hideous  lineaments  and  distorted  person, 
and  the  other  a  proud  dame,  still  beautiful,  though  no  longer 
young,  pale  as  death,  and  her  loose  jetty  hair  Streaming  like  a 
meteor  in  the  breeze. 

The  ride  is  over,  and  they  ali^ht  near  the  door  of  a  solitary 
hovel.  The  raven  has  preceded  them,  and,  perched  on  the 
chimney  top,  flies  down  it  as  they  enter,  and  greets  them  with 
hoarse  croaking.  The  inside  of  the  hut  corresponds  with 
its  miserable  exterior,  consisting  only  of  two  rooms,  in  one  of 
which  is  a  wretched  paUet ;  in  the  other  are  a  couple  of  large 
chests,  a  crazy  table,  a  bench,  a  three-legged  stool,  and  a  spin- 
ning-wheel.  A  caldron  is  suspended  above]  a  peat  fire,  smoul- 
dering  on  the  hearth.  There  is  only  one  window,  and  a  thick 
curtain  is  drawn  across  it,  to  secure  the  inmate  of  the  hut  from 
prying  eyes.  ^         . 

Mother  Chattox  closes  and  bars  the  door,  and,  motioning 
Mistress  !N"utter  to  seat  herseif  upon  the  stool,  kneels  down 
near  the  hearth,  and  blows  the  turf  into  a  flame,  the  raven 
helping  her,  by  flapping  his  big  black  wings,  and  uttering  a 
variety  of  stränge  sounds,  as  the  sparks  fly  about.  Heaping 
on  more  turf,  and  shifting  the  caldron,  so  that  it  may  receive 
the  füll  influence  of  the  flame,  the  hag  proceeds  to  one  of  the 
chests,  and  takes  out  sundry  small  matters,  which  she  plsices 
one  by  one  with  great  care  upon  the  table.  The  raven  has  now 
fixed  his  great  talons  on  her  Shoulder,  and  chuckles  and  croaks 
in  her  ear  as  she  pursues  her  occupation.  Suddenly  a  piece  of 
bone  attracts  his  attention,  and  darting  out  his  beak,  he  seizes 
it  and  hops  away. 

2  B  2 
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"  Qive  me  tliat  scalp,  thou  miscliievous  imp !"  cries  the  hag ; 
"  I  need  it  f or  the  charm  I  am  about  to  prepare.  Give  it  me,  I 
sayr 

But  the  rayen  still  held  it  fast,  and  hopped  here  and  there  so 
nimblj  that  she  was  iinable  to  catch  him.  At  length,  when  he 
had  exhausted  her  patience,  he  alighted  on  Mistress  Kutter's 
Shoulder,  and  dropped  it  into  her  lap.  Engrossed  by  her  own 
painful  thonghts,  ihe  lady  had  paid  no  attention  to  what  was 
passing,  and  she  shuddered  as  she  took  up  the  fragment  of 
mortalitj,  and  placed  it  upon  the  table.  A  few  tufts  of  hair, 
the  texture  of  which  showed  that  they  had  belonged  to  a  female, 
still  adhered  to  the  scalp.  Mistress  Nutter  regarded  it  fixedly, 
and  with  an  interest  for  which  she  conld  not  accoimt. 

After  sharply  chiding  the  raven,  Mother  Chattox  put  f orth 
her  hand  to  grasp  the  prize  she  had  been  robbed  of,  when 
Mistress  Nutter  checked  her  by  observing,  "  You  said  you  got 
this  scalp  from  Gk)ldshaw  churchyard.  Know  you  aught  con- 
cemmg  it  r 

"  Ay,  a  good  deaJ,"  replied  the  old  woman,  chuckling.  "  It 
comes  from  a  grave  near  the  yew-tree,  and  not  far  from  Abbot 
CliderhoVs  cross.  Old  Zachariah  Worms,  the  sexton,  digged 
it  up  for  me.  That  yellow  skull  had  once  a  fair  face  attached 
to  it,  and  those  few  dull  tufts  were  once  bright  flowing  tresses. 
She  who  owned  them  died  young ;  but,  young  as  she.was,  she 
survived  all  herbeauty.  HoÜow  cheeks  and  hollow  eyes,  wasted 
flesh,  and  cruel  cough,  were  hers — and  she  pined  and  pined 
away.  Folks  said  she  was  forespoken,  and  that  I  had  done  it. 
I,  forsooth !  She  had  never  done  me  härm.  You  know  whether 
I  was  rightly^  accused,  madam." 

"  Take  it  äway,"  cried  Mistress  Nutter,  hurriedly,  and  as  if 
struggling  against  some  overmastering  feeling.  "  I  cannot  bear 
to  look  at  it.     I  wanted  not  this  horrible  reminder  of  my 


cnmes." 


"  This  was  the  reason,  then,  why  Ealph  stole  the  scalp  from 
me,"  muttered  the  hag,  as  she  threw  it,  together  with  some 
other  matters,  into  the  caldron.  "  He  wanted  to  show  you  his 
sagacity.     I  might  have  guessed  as  much." 

"  I  will  go  into  the  other  room  while  you  make  your  prepara- 
tions,"  said  Mistress  Nutter,  rising ;  "  the  sight  of  them 
disturbs  me.     You  can  summon  me  when  you  are  ready." 

"  I  wiU,  madam,"  replied  the  old  hag,  "  and  you  must  control 
your  impatience,  for  the  spell  requires  time  for  its  confection." 

Mistress  Nutter  made  no  reply,  but,  Walking  into  the  inner 
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room,  closed  the  door  and  threw  lierself  upon  the  pallet.  Here, 
despite  her  anxietj,  sleep  stole  upon  her,  and  thongh  her  dreanu 
were  troubled,  she  did  not  awake  tili  Mother  Chattox  stood 
beside  her. 

"  Have  I  slept  long  ?**  she  inquired. 

"  More  than  three  hours,"  replied  the  hag. 

"  Three  honrs  !'*  exclaimed  Mistress  Nutter.  "  Why  did  you 
not  wake  me  bef ore  ?  You  would  have  saved  me  from  temble 
dreams.    We  are  not  too  late  ?" 

"  No,  no,"  replied  Mother  Chattox ;  "  there  is  plenty  of  time« 
Come  into  the  other  room.     All  is  ready." 

As  Mistress  Nutter  followed  the  old  hag  into  the  adjoining 
room,  a  streng  odour,  arising  from  a  chafing-dish,  in  which 
herbs,  roots,  and  other  ingredients  were  buming,  assailed  her, 
and,  versed  in  all  weird  ceremonials,  she  knew  that  a  powerful 
suffumigation  had  been  made,  though  with  what  intent  she  had 
yet  to  leam.  The  scanty  fumiture  had  been  cleared  away,  and 
a  circle  was  described  on  the  clay  floor  by  skulls  and  bones, 
altemated  by  dried  toads,  adders,  and  other  reptiles.  In  the 
midst  of  this  magical  circle,  the  caldron,  which  had  been 
brought  from  the  chimney,  was  placed,  and,  the  lid  being 
removed,  a  thick  vapour  arose  from  it.  Mistress  Nutter  looked 
around  f or  the  raven,  but  the  bird  was  nowhere  to  be  seen,  nor 
did  any  other  living  thing  appear  to  be  present  beside  them- 
selves. 

Taking  the  lady's  band,  Mother  Chattox  drew  her  into  the 
circle,  and  began  to  mutter  a  spell ;  after  which,  still  main- 
taining  her  hold  of  her  companion,  she  bade  her  look  into  the 
caldron,  and  declare  what  she  saw. 

"  I  see  nothing,''  replied  the  lady,  after  she  had  gazed  upon 
the  bubbling  waters  for  a  few  moments.  "  Ah !  yes — ^I  discem 
certain  figures,  but  they  are  confused  by  the  steam,  and  broken 
by  the  agitation  of  the  water." 

"Caldron  —  cease  boiling!  and  smoke  —  disperse!"  cried 
Mother  Chattox,  stamping  her  foot.  "  Now,  can  you  see  more 
plainly  ?" 

"I  can,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter;  "I  behold  the  subter- 
ranean  Chamber  beneath  Malkin  Tower,  with  its  nine  ponderou» 
columns,  its  altar  in  the  midst  of  them,  its  demon  image,  and 
the  well  with  waters  black  as  Lethe  beside  it." 

"  The  water  within  the  caldron  came  from  that  well,"  said 
Mother  Chattox,  with  a  chuckling  laugh ;  "  my  familiär  risked 
bis  liberty  to  bring  it,  but  he  succeeded.    Ba !  ha !  my  precious 
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FoncY,  thou  aort  the  best  of  servauts,  aad  shalt  have  mj  best 
Uood  to  reward  thee  to-morrow.  Thou  shalt,  my  sweetheart| 
Inj  chuck,  my  dandyprat.  But  hie  thee  back  to  Malkin  Tower, 
and  contriye  that  this  ladj  may  hear,  as  well  as  see»  all  that 
passes.    Away!" 

Mistress  Nutter  conoluded  that  the  injunctioxL  would  be  obeyed ; 
bui»  at  the  familiär  was  inTisible  to  her^  she  coold  not  detect 
Um  departure. 

<<  Do  you  see  no  one  within  the  dungeonP"  inquired  Mother 
dhattox. 

"  Ah !  yes/'  exclaimed  the  lady ;  ''  I  haye  at  last  disGovered 
^yison.  She  was  behind  one  of  the  pillars.  A  little  girl  is  with 
her.  It  is  Jennet  ]>eyice ;  and,  from  the  spitef ul  looks  of  the 
latter,  I  judge  she  is  mooking  her.  Oh  I  what  malioe  lurks  in 
Oxß  breast  of  that  hateful  duld  I  She  is  a  true  desoendant  of 
Mother  Demdike.  But  Alizon — sweet,  patient  Alizon  —  she 
lieems  to  bear  all  her  taunts  with  a  meekness  and  resignation 
pnough  to  move  the  hardest  heart.  I  would  weep  f  or  her  if  I 
oould.  And  now  Jennet  shakes  her  band  at  her,  and  leaves  her. 
^e  is  alone.  What  will  she  do  now  P  Has  she  no  thoughts  of 
esoape.  Oh,  yes  !  She  looks  about  her  distractedly-— runs  round 
the  vault — ^tries  the  door  of  eyery  cell :  they  are  all  bolted  and 
barred — ^there  is  no  outlet — ^none !" 
.   **  What  next  ?"  inquired  the  hag. 

"  She  shrieks  aloud,"  rejoined  Mistress  Nutter,  "  and  the  cry 
thrills  through  eyery  fibre  in  my  frame.  She  calls  upon  me  f or 
aid — ^upon  me,  her  mother,  and  little  thinks  I  hear  her,  and  am 
unable  to  help  her.  Oh  1  it  is  horrible,  Take  me  to  her,  good 
Chattox — take  me  to  her,  I  implore  you  !** 

**  Impossible !"  replied  the  hag :  "  you  must  await  the  fitting 
time.  If  you  cannot  control  yourself,  I  shall  remoye  th« 
oaldron." 

"  Oh !  no,  no,"  cried  the  distracted  lady.  "  I  will  be  cabiL 
Ah !  what  is  this  I  see  ?**  she  added,  belying  her  former  words 
by  sudden  yehemenoe,  while  rage  and  astonishment  were  depicted 
upon  her  countenance.  ''  What  infernal  delusion  is  practised 
upon  my  child  I  This  is  monstroiu» — ^intolerable.  Oh  1  that  I 
could  undeceiye  her — oould  warn  her  of  the  snare  I" 

"  What  is  the  nature  of  the  delusion  P"  asked  Mother  Chattox 
with  some  curiosity.  '^  I  am  so  bUnd  I  oannot  see  the  figures  on 
the  water." 

.    '*  It  is  an  evil  spirit  in  my  likeness,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter, 
:    *^  In  jour  Ukeness !"  exmimed  the  hag.    <^  A  cunning  deyioe 
— aud  wortbjr  of  old  Demdike— ho  \  bo  l" 


^*  I  oan  scaree  bear  to  look  on,"  cried  Mistreag  Nutter ;  **  but 
I  musti  though  it  tears  my  heart  in  pieces  to  witness  such 
crueltj.  The  poor  girl  has  mslied  to  her  false  parent — h$m 
thrown  her  arms  around  her,  and  is  weeping  on  her  shouldw. 
Oh !  it  ia  a  maddening  sight.  But  it  is  nothmg  to  what  f ollowi. 
The  temptress,  with  the  subtletj  of  the  old  serpent,  is  pourioff 
lies  into  her  mt^  telling  her  they  both  ste  captiyes,  and  bom 
will  perish  nnless  she  consents  to  purchase  their  deliveranoe  at 
the  price  of  her  souli  and  ^he  ofEera  her  a  bond  to  sign — such  a 
bona  as,  alaa !  thou  and  I,  Chattox»  have  signed.  But  Alixcm 
rejecta  it  with  horror,  and  gaises  at  her  false  mother  as  if  she 
suspected  the  delusion.  But  the  temptress  is  not  to  be  beatea 
thxis.  She  renews  her  entreaties,  casts  herseif  on  the  ground, 
and  dasps  my  diild's  knees  in  humblest  supplioation,  0hl 
ihat  Alizon  would  place  her  foot  upon  her  neck  and  crush  heu 
But  it  ig  not  80  the  good  act.  She  raises  her,  and  teils  her  ehe 
will  wilUnglj  die  for  her ;  but  her  soul  was  given  to  her  bj  her 
Or€tfitor,  and  must  be  retumed  to  him.  Oh  I  that  I  had  thought 
of  this." 

"  And  what  answer  makes  the  spirit  ?"  asked  the  witoh. 

''  It  laughs  derisivelj/'  replied  Mistress  Nutter ;  "  and  pro» 
oeeds  to  use  all  thoae  sophistical  arguments  which  we  have  so 
of ten  heard,  to  perr^  her  mind,  and  OTerthrow  her  principle«. 
But  AHzon  ia  proof  againat  them  alL  Beligion  and  virtue  aup« 
port  her,  and  znake  her  more  thon  a  matdi  for  her  Opponent. 
Equally  vain  are  the  spirit'a  attempta  to  seduce  her  by  the  offeir 
of  a  life  of  sinful  enjoyment.  She  rejecta  it  with  angpry  scom. 
Failing  in  argument  and  entreaty,  the  spirit  now  endeavours  to 
werk  upon  her  f  ears,  and  paints,  in  appamng  colours,  the  torturea 
she  will  have  to  endure,  oontrasting  them  with  the  deüght  she 
ia  Toluntarily  abandoning,  with  the  lover  ahe  might  espouae, 
with  the  high  worldly  position  she  might  fill.  *  What  are  worldly 
joys  and  honours  compared  with  thoae  of  heaven!'  exdaims 
AHzon ;  ^  I  would  not  exchange  them.'  The  spirit,  then,  in  a 
yiaion,  shows  her  her  lover,  Richard,  and  aaks  her  if  she  oan 
resist  his  entreaties.  The  trial  ia  yery  aore,  aa  she  gazes  on 
that  beloved  form,  seeming,  by  its  passionate  gestures,  to  im- 
plore  her  to  assent,  but  she  is  firm,  and  the  vision  disappeara. 
The  ordeal  is  now  over.  Alizon  has  triumphed  over  all  their 
arts.  The  spirit  in  my  likeness  resumes  its  fiendish  shape,  and, 
with  a  dreadf ul  menaoe  against  the  poor  girl,  yanishes  from 
her  sight." 

'^  Mother  Demdike  haa  not  done  with  her  yet^'^  obadi^od^ 
Chattoz. 
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"You  are  right,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter.  "The  old  hag 
descends  tlie  staircase  leading  to  the  vault,  and  approaches 
the  miserable  captive.  With  her  there  are  no  supplications — 
HO  argmnents;  but  commands  and  terrible  threats.  She  is 
as  unsuccessfiü  as  her  envoy.  Alizon  has  gained  courage  and 
defies  her." 

"  Ha !  does  she  so !"  ezclaimed  Mother  Chattox.  '^  I  am  glad 
of  it." 

"  The  soHd  floor  resoiinds  with  the  stamping  of  the  enraged 
witch,"  pnrsued  Mistress  Nutter.  "  She  teils  Alizon  she  will 
take  her  to  Pendle  Hill  at  midnight,  and  there  offer  her  up  as 
a  sacrifice  to  the  Fiend.  My  child  replies  that  she  trusts  for 
her  deliverance  to  Heaven — that  her  body  may  be  destroyed — 
that  her  soul  cannot  be  harmed.  Scarcely  are  the  words  uttered 
than  a  terrible  clangour  is  heard.  The  walls  of  the  dungeon 
seem  breaking  down,  and  the  ponderous  columns  reel.  The 
demon  statue  rises  on  its  throne,  and  a  stream  of  flame  issues 
from  its  brow.  The  doors  of  the  cells  burst  open,  and  with  the 
clanking  of  chains,  and  other  dismal  noises,  skeleton  shapes 
stalk  forth  from  them,  each  with  a  pale  blue  light  above  its 
head.  Monstrous  beasts,  like  tiger-cats,  with  rongh  black  skins 
and  flaming  eyes,  are  moving  about,  and  lookmg  as  if  they 
wonld  spring  upon  the  captive.  Two  gravestones  are  now  pushed 
asidö,  and  from  the  cold  earth  arise  the  f orms  of  Blackbum,  the 
robber,  and  his  paramour,  the  dissolute  Isole  de  Heton.  She 
joins  the  grisly  throng  now  approaching  the  distracted  girl, 
who  falls  insensible  to  the  gronnd." 

"  Can  you  see  anght  more  ?"  asked  the  hag,  as  Mistress  Nutter 
still  bent  eagerly  over  the  caldron. 

"  No  ;  the  whole  Chamber  is  buried  in  darkness,"  replied  the 
lady ;  "  I  can  see  nothing  of  my  poor  child.  What  will  become 
of  her  ?" 

"  I  will  question  Fancy,"  replied  the  hag,  throwing  some  fresh 
ingredients  into  the  chafing-dish ;  and,  as  the  smoke  arose,  she 
vociferated,  "  Come  hither,  Fancy ;  I  want  thee,  my  fondling, 
my  sweet.     Come  quicldy !  ha !  thou  art  here." 

The  familiär  was  stiU  invisible  to  Mistress  Nutter,  but  a 
slight  sound  made  her  aware  of  his  presence. 

"  And  now,  my  sweet  Fancy,"  pursued  the  hag,  "  teU  us,  if 
thou  canst,  what  will  be  done  with  Alizon,  and  what  course  we 
must  pursue  to  free  her  from  old  Demdike  ?" 

"  At  present  she  is  in  a  state  of  insensibility,"  replied  a  harsh 
▼oice^  "and  she  willbekept  in  that  conditiontUl  she  is  conyeyed 
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to  ihe  Bummit  of  Pendle  Hill.  I  have  already  told  you  it  is 
useless  to  attempt  to  take  her  from  Malkin  Tower.  It  is  too 
well  goarded.  Tour  only  chance  will  be  to  interrupt  the 
sacrifice." 

"  But  how,  my  sweet  Fancy  ?  how,  my  little  darling  ?"  in- 
quired  the  hag. 

"It  is  a  perplexing  question/'  replied  the  voice;  "for,  by 
showing  you  how  to  obtain  possession  of  the  girl,  I  disobey 
my  lord." 

"  Ah,  but  you  serve  me — ^you  please  me,  my  pretty  Fancy," 
cried  the  hag.  ''You  shaU  quaff  your  fill  of  blood  on  the 
morrow,  if  you  do  this  f or  me.  I  want  to  get  rid  of  my  old 
enemy — ^to  catch  her  in  her  own  teils — ^to  send  her  to  a  dun- 
geon — ^to  bum  her — ^ha!  ha!  You  must  help  me,  my  little 
sweetheart." 

"  I  will  do  all  I  can,"  replied  the  voice ;  "  but  Mother  Dem- 
dike  is  cunning  and  powerful,  and  high  in  favour  with  my  lord. 
You  must  have  mortal  aid  as  well  as  mine.  The  officers  of 
justice  must  be  therc  to  seize  her  at  the  moment  when  the 
yictim  is  snatched  from  her,  or  she  will  baffle  all  your  schemes." 

"  And  how  shall  wo  accomplish  this  ?"  asked  Mother  Chattox. 

"  I  will  teil  you,"  said  Mistress  Nutter  to  the  hag.  "  Let  him 
put  on  the  form  of  Bichard  Assheton,  and  in  that  guise  hasten 
to  Eough  Lee,  where  he  will  find  the  young  man's  cousin, 
Nicholas,  to  whom  he  must  make  known  the  dreadful  deed 
about  to  be  enacted  on  Pendle  Hill.  Nicholas  will  at  once 
engage  to  interrupt  it.  He  can  arm  himself  with  the  weapons 
of  justice  by  taking  with  him  Eoger  Nowell,  the  magistrate,  and 
his  myrmidon  Potts,  the  attomey,  both  of  whom  are  detained 
prisoners  in  the  house  by  my  orders." 

'*  The  scheme  promises  well,  and  shall  be  adopted,"  replied 
the  hag ;  "  but  suppose  Bichard  himself  should  appear  first  on 
the  scene.    Dost  know  where  he  is,  my  sweet  Fancy  ?" 

"  When  I  last  saw  him,"  replied  the  voice,  "  he  was  lying 
senseless  on  the  ground,  at  the  foot  of  Malkin  Tower,  having 
been  precipitated  from  the  doorway  by  Mother  Demdike.  You 
need  apprehend  no  interference  from  him." 

"  It  is  well,"  replied  Mother  Chattox.  "  Then  take  his  form, 
T^J  pet,  though  it  is  not  half  as  handsome  as  thy  own." 

"  A  black  skin  and  goat-like  limbs  are  to  thy  taste,  I  know," 
replied  the  familiär,  with  a  laugh. 

"  Let  me  look  upon  him  before  he  goes,  that  I  may  be  sure 
the  likeness  is  exact/'  said  Mistress  Nutter. 
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**  Thou  liearest,  Fancy !  Become  visible  to  her,*'  oried  the 
hag. 

And  as  »he  spoke,  a  Agare  in  all  reflpects  resembling  Bichaid 
stood  before  them. 

«What  think  you  of  himP  "Will  he  do?**  said  Mother 
Chattoz. 

^'Ay/'  replied  the  Iady$  ^'and  now  «end  him  off  at  once. 
There  is  no  time  to  lose." 

''  I  shall  be  there  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye,"  said  the  faaiiliar, 
'*  but  I  own  I  like  not  the  task.'* 

"  There  is  no  help  f or  it,  my  Bweet  Fancjr,"  cried  the  hag.  *•  I 
cannot  f orego  my  -biumph  over  old  Demdike.  Now,  away  with 
thee,  and  when  thou  hast  executed  thy  mission,  retum  and  teil 
US  how  thou  hait  sped  in  the  matter." 

The  familiär  promised  obedience  to  her  commandfl,  and 
disappeared. 


HOW   BOtTGH  LEX  WAS  AGAIK  BEBIBOED. 

Pabsoit  Holdbn,  it  will  be  r^nembered,  left  Bough  Lee, 
eharged  by  Pottg  with  a  mesiNiige  to  Sir  Balph  Assheton,  in«- 
f orming  him  of  his  detention  and  that  of  Eoger  NoweU,  by 
Histress  ffutter,  and  imploring  him  to  oome  to  their  aMistance 
without  delay.  Oongratulating  himself  on  his  esoape,  but  appre- 
hensive  of  pumuit,  the  worthy  rector,  who,  as  a  keen  himtsman, 
was  extremely  well-mounted,  naade  the  best  of  his  way,  and  had 
ahready  passed  the  gloomy  gorge  through  which  Pendle  Watw 
Bwept,  had  climbed  the  hiU  beyond  it,  and  was  orossing  the 
moor,  now  alone  lying  between  him  and  Goldshaw,  when  he  heard 
a  shout  behind  him,  and,  tuming  at  the  sound,  beheld  Black- 
adder and  another  mounted  serving-man,  issuing  from  a  thicket, 
and  .purring  furiouriy  after  him.  Eelying  upon  the  «peed  of 
his  horse,  he  disregarded  their  cries,  and  acoelerated  his  paoe ; 
but  in  spite  of  this,  his  pursuers  gained  upon  him  rapidly. 

While  debating  the  questioa  of  resistai^ee  or  surrendoTy  the 
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rector  descried  Bgm  Whitaker  oomiDg  towarda  him  from  the 
opposite  direotion^-a  circumstance  tbat  greatly  rejoioed  him; 
for,  aware  of  her  •tren^h  and  courage,  he  feit  sure  he  oould 
place  as  much  dependence  upon  her  in  this  emergency  as  on  anj 
man  in  tbe  oountj.  Bess  was  riding  a  stout,  rough-looking  nag, 
apparently  well  able  to  suitadn  her  weight,  and  oarried  l£e  re« 
doubtable  horsewhip  with  her. 

On  the  other  hand,  Holden  had  been  reoognised  by  Bess,  who 
came  up  just  as  he  was  overti^en  and  teised  by  his  assailanti, 
one  of  whom  canght  hold  of  his  oassock  and  tore  it  from  his 
back,  while  the  other,  seising  hold  of  his  bridle,  endeavoured,  in 
spite  of  his  efEorts  to  the  contrary,  to  tum  his  horse  round. 
Mauy  oaths,  threats,  and  blows  were  exohanged  during  the 
scuffle,  which  no  doubt  would  have  terminated  in  the  rector's 
def eat,  and  his  compulsory  retum  to  Bough  Lee,  had  it  not  been 
for  the  opportune  arrival  of  Bess,  who,  swearing  as  lustily  as 
the  serving-men,  and  brandishing  the  horsewhip,  dashed  into  the 
scene  of  action,  and,  with  a  few  well«applied  outs,  liberated 
the  divine.  Enraged  at  her  interf erence,  and  smarting  from  the 
application  of  the  whip,  Blackadder  drew  a  petronel  from  his 
girdle,  and  leveUed  it  at  her  head ;  but  ere  he  could  disoharge  it, 
the  weapon  was  stricken  from  his  grasp,  and  a  second  blow  on 
the  heaa  from  the  but-end  of  the  whip  f elled  him  from  his  horse. 
Seeing  the  &.te  of  his  companion,  the  other  serving-man  fled, 
leaying  Bess  mistress  of  the  field. 

The  rector  thanked  her  heartily  for  the  service  she  had  rendered 
him,  and  complimented  her  on  her  prowess. 

"  Ey'n  naaw  dim  mitch  to  boast  on  i'  leatherin'  them  two 
seawr-feaced  rapscallions,"  said  Bess,  with  beooming  modesty. 
"  Simon  Blackadder  an'  ey  ha'  had  mony  a  tussle  together  efore 
this,  fo'  he's  a  feaw  tempert  felly,  an'  canna  drinkabowt  fighting 
boh  he  awlus  found  me  more  nor  his  matoh,  Boh  save  us,  your 
reyerence,  what  were  the  iU-favort  gullions  ridin'  after  ye  for  P 
iFirrin>s  tak'  'em  I  they  didna  mean  to  rob  ye  surely  ?" 

'^  Their  object  was  to  make  me  prisoner,  and  oarry  me  back  to 
Eough  Lee,  Bess,"  replied  Holden.  "  They  wished  to  prevent 
my  going  to  Whalley,  whither  I  am  bound,  to  procure  heip  from 
Sir  Balph  Assheton,  to  liberate  Master  Boger  Nowell  and  his 
attorney,  who  are  forcibly  detained  by  Mistress  Nutter." 

"  Yo  may  spare  yer  horse  an*  yersel  the  jorney,  then,  reverend 
sir,"  replied  Bess ;  "  for  yo'n  f oind  Sir  Tummus  Metcawfe,  wi' 
some  twanty  or  throtty  followers,  armed  wi'  bills,  hawberts, 
petronelsy  and  cäiyers,  at  Goldshaw,  an'  they  win  go  wi'  ye  at 
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wanst,  ey'm  sartin.  Ey  heerd  sum  o'  t'  chaps  say  os  ow  Sir 
Tummus  is  goin'  to  tak'  possession  o'  Mistress  Eobinson's  house, 
Baydale  Ha',  i*  Wensley  Dale,  boh  nah  doubt  he'n  go  fürst  wi' 
yer  rev'rence,  'specially  as  he  bears  Mistress  Nutter  a  grudge.'* 

"  At  all  events,  I  will  ask  him,"  said  Holden.  **  Are  he  and 
his  followers  lodged  at  yonr  house,  Bess  ?" 

"  Yeigh,"  repHed  the  hostess,  "  some  on  'em  are  i*  th'  house, 
some  i'  th'  bam,  an'  some  i*  th'  stables.  The  place  is  awtogether 
owerrun  wi'  'em.  Ey  wur  so  moydert  an'  wurrotit  wi'  their  ca'in' 
an'  bawlin,  fo*  ele  an'  drink,  that  ey  swore  they  shouldna  ha' 
another  drawp  wi'  my  consent ;  an'  to  be  os  good  os  my  word,  ey 
clapt  key  o'  t'  cellar  i'  my  pocket,  an*  leavin'  our  Margit  to 
answer  'em,  ey  set  out  os  yo  see,  intendin'  to  go  os  f ar  os  t'  mill, 
an'  comfort  poor  deeavely  Euchot  Baldwyn  in  his  trouble." 

"  A  most  praiseworthy  resolution  Bess,"  said  the  rector ;  "  but 
what  is  to  be  done  with  this  feUow  ?"  he  added,  pointing  to 
Blackadder,  who,  though  badly  hurt,  was  trying  to  creep  towards 
the  petronel,  which  was  lying  at  a  little  distance  from  him  on  the 
ground. 

Perceiving  his  intention,  Bess  quickly  dismounted,  and  pos- 
sessing  herseif  of  the  weapon,  stepped  aside,  and  slipping  ofE  one 
of  the  band»  that  confined  the  hose  on  her  well-shaped  leg, 
grasped  the  wounded  man  by  the  Shoulders,  and  with  great  ex- 
pedition  tied  his  hands  behind  his  back.  She  then  lifted  him  up 
with  as  much  ease  as  if  he  had  been  an  infant,  and  set  him  upon 
his  horse,  with  his  face  towards  the  tail.  This  done,  she  gave 
the  bridle  to  the  rector,  and  handing  him  the  petronel  at  the 
same  time,  told  him  to  take  care  of  his  prisoner,  for  she  must 
pursue  her  joumey.  And  with  this,  in  spite  of  his  renewed  en- 
treaties  that  she  would  go  back  with  him,  she  sprang  on  her 
horse  and  rode  off. 

On  arriving  at  Goldshaw  with  his  prisoner,  the  rector  at  once 
proceeded  to  the  hostel,  in  front  of  which  he  found  several  of 
the  villagers  assembled,  attracted  by  the  nmnerous  Company 
within  doors,  whose  shouts  and  laughter  could  be  heard  at  a 
considerable  distance.  Holden's  appearance  with  Blackadder 
occasioned  considerable  surprise,  and  all  eagerly  gathered  round 
him  to  learn  what  had  occurred;  but  without  satisfying  their 
curiosity,  beyond  telling  them  he  had  been  attacked  by  the 
prisoner,  he  left  him  in  their  custody,  and  entered  the  house, 
where  he  found  all  the  benches  in  the  principal  room  occupied 
by  a  crew  of  half-drunken  roysterers,  with  flagons  of  ale  before 
them;  for,  after  Bess's  departure  with  the  key,  they  had  broken 
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into  the  cellar,  and,  broaching  a  cask,  helped  themselves  to  its 
Contents.  Various  weapons  were  scattered  about  the  tables  or 
reared  against  the  walls,  and  the  whole  scene  looked  like  a 
carouse  by  a  band  of  marauders.  Little  respect  was  shown  the 
rector,  and  he  was  saluted  by  many  a  ribald  jest  as  he  pushed 
his  way  towards  the  inner  room. 

Sir  Thomas  was  drinking  with  a  couple  of  desperadoes,  whose 
long  rapiers  and  tarnished  military  eqnipments  seemed  to  an- 
nonnce  that  they  had,  at  some  time  or  other,  belonged  to  the 
army,  though  their  ruffianly  looks  and  braggadocio  air  and  dis- 
course,  strongly  seasoned  with  oaths  and  slang,  made  it  evident 
that  they  were  now  little  better  than  Alsatian  bnllies.  They  had, 
in  fact,  been  hired  by  Sir  Thomas  for  the  expedition  on  which 
he  was  bent,  as  he  conld  find  no  one  in  the  country  upon 
whom  he  coiild  so  well  count  as  on  them.  Eyeing  the  rector 
fiercely,  as  he  intruded  into  their  privacy,  they  glanced  at  their 
leader  to  ask  whether  they  should  tum  him  out ;  but,  receiving 
no  encouragement  for  such  rudeness,  they  contented  themselves 
with  scowling  at  him  from  beneath  their  bent  brows,  twistii^ 
up  their  shaggy  moustaches,  and  trifling  with  the  hilts  of  their 
rapiers.  Holden  opened  his  business  at  once ;  and  as  soon  as 
Sir  Thomas  heard  it,  he  sprang  upon  his  feet,  and,  swearing  a 
great  oath,  declared  he  would  storm  Eough  Lee,  and  burn  it  to 
the  ground,  if  Mistress  Nutter  did  not  set  the  two  captives 
free. 

"As  to  the  audacious  witch  herseif,  I  will  carry  her  off,  in 
spite  of  the  devil,  her  master!*'  he  cried.  "How  say  you,  Cap- 
tain  Gauntlet — and  you  too  Captain  Storks,  is  not  this  an  expe- 
dition to  your  tastes — ha  ?" 

The  two  worthies  appealed  to  responded  joyously  that  it  was 
so,  and  it  was  then  agreed  that  Blackadder  should  be  brought 
in  and  interrogated,  as  some  important  information  might  be 
obtained  from  him.  Upon  this,  Captain  Gauntlet  left  the  room 
to  fetch  him,  and  presently  afterwards  retumed  dragging  in 
the  prisoner,  who  looked  dogged  and  angry,  by  the  shoiüders. 

"Harkye,  fellow,"  said  Sir  Thomas,  stemly,  "if  you  do  not 
ans  wer  the  questions  I  shall  put  to  you,  truly  and  satisfactorily, 
I  will  have  you  taken  out  into  the  yard,  and  shot  like  a  dog. 
Thus  much  premised,  I  shall  proceed  with  my  examination. 
Master  Eoger  Newell  and  Master  Thomas  Potts,  you  are  aware, 
aro  unlawfully  detained  prisoners  by  Mistress  Alice  Nutter. 
Now  I  have  been  called  upon  by  the  reverend  gentleman  here  to 
undertake  their  liberation,  but,  bef  ore  doing  so,  I  desire  to  know 


froni  you  what  defensive  and  offensive  preparations  your  mis- 
feress  nas  made,  and  whether  you  judge  it  likely  she  will  attempt 
to  hold  out  her  bouse  against  us  P" 

**  Most  assuredly  she  will/'  replied  Blaokadder,  **  and  Sigainst 
twioe  your  f orce.  Rough  Lee  is  as  streng  as  a  castle ;  and  as 
those  within  it  are  well  armed,  vigilant,  and  of  good  courage» 
there  is  little  fear  of  its  capture.  If  your  worship  should  pro- 
pose  terms  to  my  mistress  for  the  release  of  her  prisoners,  she 
may  possibly  assent  to  them ;  but  if  you  approach  her  in  hostile 
insnion,  and  demand  their  liberation,  I  am  well  assured  she 
will  resist  you,  and  well  assured,  also,  she  will  resist  you 
efiectually." 

*'  I  shall  approach  her  in  no  other  sort  than  that  of  an  enemy,'' 
rejoined  Sir  Thomas ;  "  but  thou  art  over  confident,  knave.  Unlesa 
"^y  mistress  have  a  legion  of  devils  at  her  back,  and  they  hold 
US  in  check,  we  will  f  orce  a  way  into  her  dwelling.  Fire  and 
fory !  dost  presume  to  laugh  at  me,  fellow !  Take  bim  henoe^ 
and  let  bim  oe  soundly  cudgelled  for  bis  insolence,  Gauntlet." 

"  Pardon  me,  your  worship,"  cried  Blackadder,  "  I  only  smiled 
^t  the  Strange  notions  you  entertain  of  my  mistress." 

"  Why,  dost  mean  to  deny  that  she  is  a  witch  P"  demanded 
Metcalfe. 

"  Nay,  if  joxa  worship  will  have  it  so,  it  is  not  for  me  to  con- 
tradict  you,"  replied  Blackadder. 

"  But  I  ask  thee,  is  she  not  a  servant  of  Satan  P — dost  thou 
not  know  itP — canst  thou  not  prove  itP"  cried  the  knight. 
"  Shall  we  put  bim  to  the  torture  to  make  bim  confess  ?" 

"  Ay,  tie  bis  thumbs  together  tili  the  blood  burst  f ortji,  Sir 
Thomas,"  said  Gauntlet. 

"Or  hang  bim  up  to  yon  beam  by  the  heels,"  suggested 
Oaptain  Storks. 

"  On  no  aocountj"  interposed  Holden.  "  I  did  not  bring  bim 
hither  to  be  dealt  with  in  this  way,  and  I  will  not  permit  it.  If 
torture  is  to  be  administered,  it  must  be  by  the  bands  of  justice, 
into  which  I  require  bim  to  be  delivered ;  and  tben,  if  he  can 
testify  aught  against  bis  mistress,  he  will  be  made  to  do  it." 

•*  Torture  shall  never  wring  a  word  from  me,  whether  wrong- 
fully  or  rightfully  applied,"  said  Blackadder,  doggedly ;  "  though 
I  could  teil  you  much  if  I  chose.  Now  give  heed  to  me,  Sir 
Thomas.  Ton  will  never  take  Rough  Lee,  still  less  its  mistress, 
without  my  help." 

"  What  are  thy  terms,  knave  ?"  exclaimed  the  knight,  ponder- 
ing  upon  the  offer.     *•  Ajid  take  heed  thou  triflest  not  with  me, 
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or  I  will  liave  thee  flogged  within  an  inch  of  thy  life,  in  spite  of 
parson  or  justice.     TVnat  are  thy  terms,  I  repeat  ?** 

"  They  are  for  yonr  Worship's  ear  alone/*  replied  Blackadder. 

"  Beware  what  you  do,  Sir  Thomas,"  interposed  Holden.  "I 
hold  it  my  duty  to  teil  you,  you  are  compromising  justice  in 
listening  to  the  base  proposals  of  this  man,  who,  while  ofEering 
to  betray  his  mistress,  will  assuredly  deceive  you.  Tou  will 
equally  deoeiy«  him  in  feigning  to  agree  to  terms  which  you 
cannot  fulfil." 

"  Caainot  fulfil !"  ejaculated  the  knight,  highly  offended ;  "  I 
would  have  you  know,  sir,  that  Sir  Thomas  Metcalfe's  word  is 
his  bond,  and  that  whatsoever  he  promises  he  wiU  fulfil,  in  spite 
of  the  devil !  Body  o*  me !  but  for  the  respect  I  owe  your  cloth, 
I  would  give  you  a  very  different  answer,  rererend  sir.  But 
since  you  have  chosen  to  thrust  yourself  unasked  into  the  affair, 
I  take  leave  to  say  that  I  will  heat  this  knave's  proposals,  and 
judge  for  myself  of  the  expediency  of  acceding  tö  -Öiem.  I  must 
pray  you,  therefore,  to  withdraw.  Nay,  if  you  will  not  go  hence 
peaceably>  you  sheJl  perforce.    Take  him  away,  gentlemen." 

Thus  enjoined,  the  Alsatian  captains  took  each  an  arm  of  the 
rector,  and  forced  him  out  of  the  room,  learing  Sir  Thomas 
alone  with  the  prisoner.  Greatly  incensed  at  the  treatment  he 
had  experienced,  Holden  instantlv  quitted  the  house,  hasteued 
to  the  rectory,  which  adjoined  tne  church,  and  having  giten 
some  messages  to  his  household,  rode  off  to  'Whallev,  ^th  the 
intention  of  aequainting  Sir  Balph  Assheton  with  aU  that  had 
occurred. 

Sir  Thomas  Metcalfe  remained  closeted  with  the  prisoner  for 
a  few  minutes,  and  then  coming  forth,  issued  orders  that  all 
should  get  ready  to  start  for  Kough  Lee  without  delay ;  where- 
upon  each  man  emptied  his  flagon,  pocketed  the  dice  he  had 
been  cogging,  pushed  aside  the  shuffle-board,  left  the  loggats  on 
the  clay  Soor  of  the  bam,  and  grasping  his  weapon — ^halbert  or 
oaliver,  as  it  might  be — ^prepared  to  attend  his  leader.  Sir 
Thomas  did  not  relate,  even  tb  the  Alsatian  captains,  what  had 
passed  between  him  and  Blackadder ;  but  it  did  not  appear  that 
he  placed  entire  confidence  in  the  latter ;  for  though  ne  caused 
his  hands  to  be  unbound,  and  allowed  him,  in  consideration  of 
his  wounded  state,  to  ride,  he  secretly  directed  Gauntlet  and 
Storks  to  keep  near  him,  and  shoot  him  through  the  head  if  he 
attempted  to  escape.  Both  these  personages  were  provided  with 
horses  as  well  as  their  leader,  but  all  the  rest  of  the  party  were 
on  foot.    Metcalfe  made  some  inquiries  after  the  rector,  but 
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finding  he  was  gone,  he  did  not  concem  himself  further  about 
him.  Before  starting,  the  knight,  who,  with  all  his  recMessness, 
had  a  certain  sense  of  honesty,  called  the  girl  who  had  been  left 
in  Charge  of  the  hostel  by  Bess,  and  gave  her  a  isum  amply  suffi- 
cient  to  cover  all  the  excesses  of  his  men,  adding  a  handsome 
gratuity  to  herseif. 

The  first  part  of  the  jonmey  was  accomplished  without  mis- 
Chance,  and  the  party  bade  fair  to  arrive  at  the  end  of  it  in 
safety ;  but  as  they  entered  the  gorge,  at  the  extremity  of  which 
Bough  Lee  was  situated,  a  terrific  storm  bnrst  upon  them,  com- 
pelling  them  to  seek  shelter  in  the  mill,  from  which  they  were 
luckily  not  far  distant  at  the  time.  The  house  was  completely 
deserted,  but  they  were  well  able  to  shift  for  themselves,  and 
not  over  scrupulous  in  the  manner  of  doing  so;  and  as  the 
remains  of  the  funeral  feast  were  not  removed  from  the  table, 
Bome  of  the  Company  sat  down  to  them,  while  others  f  ound  their 
way  to  the  ceUar. 

The  storm  was  of  long  continuance,  much  longer  than  was 
agreeable  to  Sir  Thomas,  and  he  paced  the  room  to  and  fro 
impatiently,  ever  and  anon  Walking  to  the  window  or  door,  to 
see  whether  it  had  in  any  degree  abated,  and  was  constantly 
doomed  to  disappointment.  Instead  of  diminishing,  it  increased 
in  violence,  and  it  was  now  impossible  to  quit  the  house  in 
safety.  The  lightning  blazed,  the  thunder  rattled  among  the 
overhanging  rocks,  and  the  swoUen  stream  of  Pendle  Water 
roared  at  their  feet.  Blackadder  was  left  under  the  care  of  the 
two  Alsatians,  but  while  they  had  shielded  their  eyes  from  the 
glare  of  the  lightning,  he  threw  open  the  window,  and,  spring- 
ing  through  it,  niade  good  his  retreat.  In  such  a  storm  it  was 
in  vain  to  f ollow  him,  even  if  they  had  dared  to  attempt  it. 

In  vain  Sir  Thomas  Metcalf e  fumed  and  fretted — ^in  vain  he 
heaped  curses  upon  the  bullies  for  their  negligence — ^in  vain 
he  hurled  menaces  after  the  f ugitive :  the  former  paid  little  heed 
to  his  imprecations,  and  the  latter  was  beyond  his  reach.  The 
notion  began  to  gain  ground  amongst  the  rest  of  the  troop  that 
the  storm  was  the  work  of  witchcraft,  and  occasioned  general 
constemation.  Even  the  knight*s  anger  yielded  to  superstitious 
fear,  and  as  a  terrific  explosion  shook  the  rafters  overhead,  and 
threatened  to  bring  them  down  upon  him,  he  feil  on  his  Imees, 
and  essayed,  with  unaccustomed  lips,  to  murmur  a  prayer.  But 
he  was  interrupted ;  for  amid  the  deep  silence  succeeding  the 
awful  Crash,  a  mocking  laugh  was  heard,  and  the  viUanous 
coimtenance  of  Blackadder,  rendered  doubly  hideous  by  the 
white  lightning,  was  seen  at  the  casement.    The  sight  restored 
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Sir  Thomas  at  once.  Drawing  his  sword,  he  flew  to  the  window, 
but  before  he  could  reach  it  Blackadder  was  gone.  The  next 
flash  showed  what  had  befallen  him.  In  stepping  backwards, 
he  tumbled  into  the  mill-race;  and  the  current,  increased  in 
depth  and  force  by  the  deluging  rain,  instantly  swept  him 
away. 

Half  an  hour  after  this,  the  violence  of  the  storm  had  por- 
ceptibly  diminished,  and  Sir  Thomas  and  his  companions  began 
to  hope  that  their  speedy  release  was  at  hand.  Latterly  the 
knight  had  abandoned  all  idea  of  attacking  Eough  Lee,  but  with 
the  prospect  of  fair  weather  his  courage  returned,  and  he  once 
more  resolved  to  attempt  it.  He  was  moving  about  among  his 
followers,  striving  to  dispel  their  fears,  and  persuade  them  that 
the  tempest  was  only  the  result  of  natural  causes,  when  the  door 
was  suddenly  thrown  open,  giving  entrance  to  Bess  Whitaker, 
who  bore  the  milier  in  her  arms. 

She  stared  on  seeing  the  party  assembled,  and  knit  her  brows, 
but  Said  nothing  tili  she  had  deposited  Baldwyn  in  a  seat,  when 
she  observed  to  Sir  Thomas,  that  he  seemed  to  have  little  scruple 
in  taking  possession  of  a  house  in  its  owner's  absence. 

The  knight  excused  himself  for  the  intrusion,  by  saying  he 
had  been  compeUed  by  the  storm  to  take  ref uge  there  with  his 
followers — a  plea  readily  admitted  by  Baldwyn,  who  was  now 
able  to  speak  for  himself ;  and  the  milier  next  explained  that  he 
had  been  to  Bough  Lee,  and  after  many  perilous  adventures,  into 
the  particulars  of  which  he  did  not  enter,  had  been  brought 
away  by  Bess,  who  had  carried  him  home.  That  home  he  now 
feit  would  be  a  lonely  and  insecure  one  unless  she  would  consent 
to  occupy  it  with  him ;  and  Bess,  on  being  thus  appealed  to, 
affirmed  that  the  only  motive  that  would  induce  her  to  consent 
to  such  an  arrangement  would  be  her  desire  to  protect  him  from 
his  mischievous  neighbours. 

While  they  were  thus  discoursing,  old  Mitton,  who  it  ap- 
peared  had  followed  them,  arrived  weU-nigh  exhausted,  and 
Baldwyn  went  in  search  of  some  refreshment  for  him. 

By  this  time  the  storm  had  sufficiently  cleared  off  to  allow  the 
others  to  take  their  departure ;  and  though  the  milier  and  Bess 
would  fain  have  dissuaded  the  knight  from  the  enterprise,  he 
was  not  to  be  tumed  aside,  but,  bidding  his  men  attend  him, 
set  forth.  The  rain  had  ceased,  but  it  was  still  very  dark. 
TJnder  cover  of  the  gloom,  however,  they  thought  they  could 
approach  the  house  unobserved,  and  obtain  an  entrance  before 
Mistress  Nutter  could  be  aware  of  their  arrival. 

2  c 
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In  this  expectation  they  pursued  their  way  in  silence,  and 
soon  stood  before  the  gates.  These  were  fastened,  but  as  no 
one  appeared  to  be  on  the  watch,  Sir  Thomas,  in  a  low  tone, 
ordered  some  of  his  men  to  scale  the  walls,  with  the  intention 
of  f  ollowing  himself ;  but  scarcely  had  a  head  risen  above  the 
level  of  the  brickwork,  than  the  flash  of  an  arquebuse  was  seen 
and  the  man  jmnped  backwards,  luckily  just  in  time  to  avoid 
the  bullet  that  whistled  over  him. 

An  alarm  was  then  instantly  given,  voices  were  heard  in  the 
garden,  mingled  with  the  furious  barking  of  hounds.  A  bell 
was  rung  from  the  upper  part  of  the  house,  and  lights  appeared 
at  the  Windows. 

Meanwhile,  some  of  the  men,  less  alarmed  than  their  comrade, 
contrived  to  scramble  over  the  wall,  and  were  soon  engaged 
hand  to  hand  with  those  on  the  opposite  side.  But  not  alone 
hadthey  to  contend  with  adversaries  like  themselves.  The^tag- 
hounds,  which  had  done  so  much  execution  during  the  first 
attack  upon  the  house  by  Eoger  Nowell,  raged  amongst  them 
like  so  many  lions,  rending  their  limbs,  and  seizing  their  throats. 
To  free  themselves  from  these  formidable  antagonists  was  their 
first  business,  and  by  dint  of  thrust  from  pike,  cut  from  sword, 
and  ball  from  caliver,  they  succeeded  in  slaughtering  two  of 
them,  and  driving  the  others,  badly  wounded,  and  savagely 
howling,  away.  In  doing  this,  however,  they  themselves  had 
sustained  considerable  injury.  Three  of  their  number  were 
lying  on  the  ground,  in  no  condition,  from  their  broken  heads, 
or  shattered  limbs,  for  renewing  the  combat. 

Thus",  so  far  as  the  siege  had  gone,  success  seemed  to  declare 
itself  rather  for  the  defendants  than  the  assailants,  when  a  new 
Impulse  was  given  to  the  latter,  by  the  bursting  open  of  the 
gates,  and  the  sudden  influx  of  Sir  Thomas  Metcalfe  and  the 
rest  of  his  troop.  The  knight  was  closely  foUowed  by  the  Alsa- 
tian  captains,  who,  with  tremendous  oaths  in  their  mouths,  and 
slashing  blades  in  their  hands,  declared  they  would  make  minced 
meat  of  any  one  opposing  their  progress.  Sir  Thomas  was 
equally  truculent  in  expression,  and  ferocious  in  tone,  and  as 
the  whole  party  laid  about  them  right  and  left,  they  speedily 
routed  the  defenders  of  the  garden,  and  drove  them  towards 
the  house. 

Plushed  by  their  success,  the  besiegers  shouted  loudly,  and 

Sir  Thomas  roared  out,  that  ere  many  minutes  Nowell  and  Potts 

should  be  set  free,  and  Alice  Nutter  captured.     But  before  he 

could  reach  the  main  door,  Nicholas  Assheton,  well  armed,  and 

attended  by  some  dozen  men,  pieftented  himself  at  it.     These 
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were  instantly  joined  by  the  retreating  party,  and  tte  whole 
offered  a  formidable  array  of  opponents,  quite  sufficient  to  check 
the  progress  of  the  besiegers.  Two  or  three  of  the  men  near 
Nicholas  carried  torches,  and  their  light  revealed  the  numbers 
011  both  sides. 

"  What !  is  it  you,  Sir  Thomas  Metcalfe  ?"  cried  the  squire. 
"Do  you  commit  such  outrages  as  this — do  you  break  into 
habitations  like  a  robber,  rifle  them,  and  murder  their  inmates  ? 
Explain  yourself,  sir,  or  I  will  treat  you  as  I  would  a  common 
plunderer  :  shoot  you  through  the  head,  or  hang  you  to  the  first 
tree  if  I  take  you." 

"  Zounds  and  fury !"  rejoined  MetcaKe.  "  Do  you  dare  to 
liken  me  to  a  common  robber  and  murderer  ?  Take  care  you  do 
not  experience  the  same  fate  as  that  with  which  you  threaten 
me,  with  this  difference  only,  that  the^  hangman — the  common 
hangman  of  Lancaster — shall  serve  your  turn.  I  come  hither 
to  arrest  a  notorious  witch,  and  to  release  two  gentlemen  who 
^  are  unlawf ully  detained  prisoners  by  her ;  and  if  you  do  not 
instantly  deliver  her  up  to  me,  and  produce  the  two  individuals 
in  question,  Master  Roger  Nowell  and  Master  Potts,  I  will  force 
my  way  into  the  house,  and  all  injury  done  to  those  who  oppose 
me  will  rest  on  your  head." 

"  The  two  gentlemen  you  have  named  are  perfectly  safe  and 
contented  in  their  quarters,"  replied  Nicholas  ;  "  and  as  to  the 
foul  and  false  aspersions  you  have  thrown  out  against  Mistress 
Nutter,  I  cast  them  back  in  your  teeth.  Your  purpose  in 
Coming  hither  is  to  redress  some  private  wrong.  How  is  it  you 
have  such  a  rout  with  you  ?  How  is  it  I  behold  two  notorious 
bravos  by  your  side — ^men  who  have  stood  in  the  pillory,  and 
undergone  other  ignominious  punishment  for  their  offences  ? 
You  cannot  answer,  and  their  oaths  and  threats  go  for  nothing 
I  now  teil  you,  Sir  Thomas,  if  you  do  not  instantly  withdraw 
your  men,  and  quit  these  premises,  grievous  consequences  will 
ensue  to  you  and  them." 

"  I  will  hear  no  more,"  cried  Sir  Thomas,  infuriated  to.  the 
last  degree.  "  FoUow  me  into  the  house,  and  spare  none  who 
oppose  you." 

"  You  are  not  in  yet,"  cried  Nicholas. 

And  as  he  spoke,  a  row  of  pikes  bristled  around  him,  holding 
the  knight  at  bay,  while  a  hook  was  fixed  in  the  doublet  of  each 
of  the  Alsatian  captains,  and  they  were  plucked  forward,  and 
dragged  into  the  house.  This  done,  Nicholas  and  his  men 
quickly  retreated,  and  the  door  was  closed  and  barred  upon  the 
enraged  and  discomfited  knight. 

2  ca 
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XV. 

THE    PHANTOM   MONK. 

Mant  hours  had  passed  by,  and  night  had  come  on — a  night 
profoundly  dark.  Eichard  was  still  lying  where  he  had  fallen 
at  the  foot  of  Malkin  Tower ;  for  though  he  had  regained  his 
sensibilitj,  he  was  so  bniised  and  shaken  as  to  be  whollj  iinable 
to  move.  His  limbs,  stiffened  and  powerless,  refused  their  oflGice, 
and  after  each  nnsuccessful  e:ffort,  he  sank  back  with  a  groan. 

His  sole  hope  was  that  Mistress  Nutter,  alarmed  bj  his 
prolonged  absence,  might  come  to  her  daughter*s  assistance, 
and  so  discover  his  f orlom  Situation ;  but,  as  time  flew  by,  and 
nothing  occurred,  he  gave  himself  up  for  lost. 

On  a  sudden  the  gloom  was  dispersed,  and  a  silvery  light. 
shed  over  the  scene.  The  moon  had  broken  through  a  rack  of 
clouds,  and  illumined  the  tall  mysterious  tower,  and  the  dreary 
waste  around  it.  With  the  light  a  ghostly  figure  near  him 
became  visible  to  Richard,  which  under  other  circumstances 
would  have  excited  terror  in  his  breast,  but  which  now  only 
filled  him  with  wonder.  It  was  that  of  a  Cistercian  monk  ;  the 
▼estments  were  old  and  faded,  the  visage  white  and  corpse-like. 
Richard  at  once  recognised  the  phantom  he  had  seen  in  the 
banquet-hall  at  the  Abbey,  and  had  afterwards  so  rashly  fol- 
lowed  to  the  conventual  church.  It  touched  him  with  its  icy 
fingers,  and  a  chillness  like  death  shot  through  his  heart. 

"  Why  dost  thou  trouble  me  thus,  unhappy  spirit  ?"  said  the 
yoimg  man.  "Leave  me,  I  adjure  thee,  and  let  me  die  in 
peace !" 

"  Thou  wilt  not  die  yet,  Richard  Assheton,"  returned  the 
phantom,  "  and  my  Intention  is  not  to  trouble  thee,  but  to  serve 
thee.  Without  my  aid  thou  wouldst  perish  where  thou  liest, 
but  I  will  raise  thee  up,  and  set  thee  on  thy  way." 

"Wilt  thou  help  me  to  liberate  Alizon?'*  demanded  Richard. 

"Do  not  concern  thyself  further  about  her,"  replied  the 
phantom ;  "  she  must  pass  through  an  ordoal  with  which 
nothing  human  may  interfere.  If  she  escape  it,  you  will  meet 
again.  If  not,  it  will  be  better  thou  shouldst  be  in  thy  grave 
than  see  her.  Take  this  phial.  Drink  thou  the  liquid  it  con- 
tains;  and  thy  strength  will  retum  to  thee." 
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"  How  do  I  know  thou  art  not  sent  Mther  by  Mother  Dem- 
dike  to  tempt  me  ?"  demanded  Eichard,  doubtfully.  "  I  liave 
already  fallen  into  her  snares,"  he  added,  with  a  groan. 

"  I  am  Mother  Demdike's  enemy,  and  the  appointed  Instru- 
ment of  her  punishment,"  replied  the  monk,  in  a  tone  that  did 
not  admit  of  question.     "  Drink,  and  fear  nothing." 

Eichard  obeyed,  and  the  next  moment  sprang  to  his  feet. 

"  Thou  hast  indeed  restored  me  !"  he  eried.  "  I  would  fain 
reach  the  secret  entrance  to  the  tower." 

"  Attempt  it  not,  I  charge  thee  !"  eried  the  phantom ;  "  but 
depart  instantly  for  Pendle  Hill." 

"  Wherefore  should  I  go  thither?"  demanded  Eichard. 

"  Thou  wilt  leam  anon,"  retumed  the  monk.  "  I  cannot  teil 
thee  more  now.  Dismount  at  the  f oot  of  the  hill,  and  proceed 
to  the  beacon.     Thou  know* st  it  ?" 

"  I  do,"  replied  Eichard.  "  There  a  fire  was  lighted  which 
was  meant  to  set  all  England  in  a  blaze." 

"And  which  led  many  good  men  to  destruction,"  said  the 
monk,  in  a  tone  of  indescribable  sadness.  "  Alas  !  for  him  who 
kindled  it.  The  ofPence  is  not  yet  worked  out.  But  depart 
without  more  delay;  and  look  not  back." 

As  Eichard  hastened  towards  the  spot  where  he  had  left 
Merlin,  he  fancied  he  was  foUowed  by  the  phantom  ;  but, 
obedient  to  the  injunction  he  received,  he  did  not  turn  his  head. 
As  he  mounted  the  horse,  who  neighed  cheerily  as  he  drew  near, 
he  found  he  was  right  in  supposing  the  monk  to  be  behind  him, 
for  he  heard  his  voice  calling  out,  "  Linger  not  by  the  way.  To 
the  beacon ! — to  the  beacon !" 

Thus  exhorted,  the  young  man  dashed  off,  and,  to  his  great 
surprise,  found  Merlin  as  fresh  as  if  he  had  undergone  no 
fatigue  during  the  day.  It  would  almost  seem,  from  his  spirit, 
that  he  had  partaken  of  the  same  wondrous  elixir  which  had 
revived  his  master. 

Down  the  hill  he  plunged,  regardless  of  the  steep  descent, 
and  soon  entered  the  thicket  where  the  storm  had  fallen  upon 
them,  and  where  so  many  acts  of  witchcraft  were  performed. 
Now,  neither  accident  nor  obstacle  occurred  to  check  the  head- 
long  pace  of  the  animal,  though  the  stones  rattled  after  him  as 
he  Struck  them  with  his  flying  hoof .  The  moonlight  quivered 
on  the  branches  of  the  trees,  and  on  the  tender  spray,  and  all 
looked  as  tranquil  and  beautiful  as  it  had  so  lately  been  gloomy 
and  disturbed.  The  wood  was  passed,  and  the  last  and  steei^ 
descent  cleared.    The  little  bridge  "waa  ^  WtA^  ^xäl  \>^"^^ 
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was  Pendle  Water,  rushing  over  its  rocky  bed,  and  glittering 
like  silver  in  the  moon*s  rays.  But  here  Richard  liad  well-nigh 
received  a  check.  A  party  of  armed  men,  it  proved,  occupied 
the  road  leading  to  Eough  Lee,  about  a  bow-shot  from  the 
bridge,  and  as  soon  as  they  perceived  he  was  taking  the  opposite 
course,  with  the  apparent  Intention  of  avoiding  them,  they 
shouted  to  him  to  stay. 

This  shout  made  Richard  aware  of  their  presence,  for  he  had 
not  before  observed  them,  as  they  were  concealed  by  the  inter- 
vention  of  some  small  trees ;  but  though  surprised  at  the  cir- 
cumstance,  aud  not  withoüt  apprehension  that  they  might  be 
there  with  a  hostile  design  to  Mistress  Nutter,  he  did  not  slacken 
his  pace.  A  horseman,  who  appeared  to  be  their  leader,  rode 
after  him  for  a  short  distance,  but  finding  pursuit  futile,  he 
desisted,  pouring  f  orth  a  volley  of  oaths  and  threats,  in  a  voice 
that  prociaimed  him  as  Sir  Thomas  Metcalfe. 

This  discovery  confirmed  Richard  in  his  supposition  that 
mischief  was  intended  Mistress  Nutter;  but  even  this  convic- 
tion,  strengthened  by  his  antipathy  to  Metcalfe,  was  not  suffi- 
ciently  strong  to  induce  him  to  stop.  Promising  himself  to 
return  on  the  morrow,  and  settle  accounts  with  the  insolent 
knight,  he  speeded  on,  and  passing  the  mill,  tracked  the  rocky 
gorge  above  it,  and  began  to  mount  another  hill.  Despite  the 
ascent,  Merlin  never  slackened  his  pace,  but  though  his  master 
would  have  restrained  him,  held  on  as  before.  But  the  brow  of 
the  hill  attained,  Richard  compelled  him  to  a  brief  halt. 

By  this  time  the  sky  was  comparatively  clear,  but  small  clouds 
were  sailing  across  the  heavens,  and  at  one  moment  the  moon 
would  be  obscured  by  them,  and  the  next  burst  forth  with 
Budden  effulgence.  These  alternations  produced  corresponding 
efPects  on  the  broad,  brown,  heathy  piain  extending  below,  and 
fantastic  shadows  were  cast  upon  it,  which  it  needed  not  Richard's 
heated  imagination  to  liken  to  evil  beings  flying  past.  The  wind, 
too,  lay  in  the  direction  of  the  north  end  of  Pendle  Hill,  whither 
Richard  was  about  to  shape  his  course,  and  the  shadows  conse- 
quently  trooped  off  towards  that  quarter.  The  vast  mass  of 
Pendle  rose  in  gloomy  majesty  before  him,  being  thrown  into 
shade,  except  at  its  crown,  where  a  flood  of  radiance  rested. 

Like  an  eagle  swooping  upon  his  prey,  Richard  descended 
Into  the  Valley,  and  like  a  stag  pursued  by  the  huntsman  he 
speeded  across  it.  Neither  dyke,  morass,  nor  stone  wall  checkcd 
him,  or  made  him  turn  aside ;  and  almost  as  fast  as  the  clouds 
hurrying  above  him,  and  their  shadows  travelling  at  his  feet, 
did  he  reach  the  base  of  Pendle  Hill. 
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Making  up  to  a  slied,  which,  thougli  empty,  luckily  contained 
a  wisp  or  two  of  hay,  he  tumed  Merlin  into  it,  and  commenced 
the  ascent  of  tlie  liill  on  foot.  After  attaining  a  considerable 
elevation,  he  looked  down  from  the  giddy.heights  upon  the 
Valley  he  had  just  traversed.  A  few  huts,  forming  the  little 
village  of  Barley,  lay  sleeping  in  the  moonlight  beneath  him, 
while  further  off  coiüd  be  just  discemed  Goldshaw,  with  its 
embowered  ch\irch.  A  line  of  thin  vapour  marked  the  course 
of  Pendle  Water,  and  thicker  mists  hovered  over  the  mosses. 
The  shadows  were  still  passing  over  the  piain. 

Pressing  on,  Eichard  soon  came  among  the  rocks  protruding 
from  the  higher  part  of  the  hiU,  and  as  the  path  was  here  not 
more  than  a  foot  wide,  rarely  taken  except  by  the  sheep  and 
their  guardians,  it  was  necessary  to  proceed  with  the  utmost 
caution,  as  a  Single  false  step  would  have  been  fatal.  After 
some  toil,  and  not  without  considerable  risk,  he  reached  the 
sununit  of  the  hill. 

As  he  bounded  over  the  springy  turf ,  and  inhaled  the  pure  air 
of  that  exalted  region,  his  spirits  revived,  and  new  elasticity 
was  communicated  to  his  limbs.  He  shaped  his  course  near  the 
edge  of  the  hill,  so  that  the  extensive  view  it  commanded  was 
fully  displayed.  But  his  eye  rested  on  the  mountainous  ränge 
on  the  opposite  aide  of  the  Valley,  where  Malkin  Tower  was 
situated.  Even  in  broad  day  the  accursed  structure  would  have 
been  invisible,  as  it  stood  on  the  further  side  of  the  hill,  over- 
looking  Barrowford  and  Colne ;  but  Eichard  knew  its  position 
well,  and  while  his  gaze  was  fixed  upon  the  point,  he  saw  a  star 
shoot  down  from  the  heavens  and  apparently  alight  near  the 
spot.  The  circumstance  alarmed  him,  for  he  could  not  help 
thinking  it  ominous  of  ill  to  Alizon. 

Nothing,  however,  followed  to  increase  his  misgivings,  and 
ere  long  he  came  in  sight  of  the  beacon.  The  ground  had  been 
graduaUy  rising,  and  if  he  had  proceeded  a  few  hundred  yards 
further,  a  vast  panorama  would  have  opened  upon  him,  com- 
prising  a  large  part  of  Lancashire  on  the  one  band,  and  on  the 
other  an  equally  extensive  portion  of  Yorkshire.  Forest  and 
feil,  black  moor  and  bright  stream,  old  castle  and  stately  hall, 
would  have  then  been  laid  before  him  as  in  a  map.  But  other 
thoughts  engrossed  him,  and  he  went  straight  on.  As  far  as  he 
could  discem  he  was  alone  on  the  hill  top ;  and  the  silence  and 
solitude,  coupled  with  the  ill  report  of  the  place,  which  at  this 
hour  was  said  to  be  often  visited  by  foul  hags,  for  the  Perform- 
ance of  their  imhaUowed  rites,  awakened  superstitious  fears  in 
his  breast. 
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He  was  soon  by  tho  side  of  the  beacon.  The  stones  were  still 
Standing  as  thej  had  been  reared  bj  Paslew,  and  on  looking  at 
them  he«  was  astonished  to  find  the  hoUow  within  them  filled 
with  dry  furze,  brushwood,  and  fagots,  as  if  in  readiness  for 
another  signal.  In  passing  round  the  circle,  his  surprise  was 
still  further  increased  by  discovering  a  torch,  and  not  far  from 
it,  in  one  of  tho  interstices  of  the  stones,  a  dark  lantem,  in 
which,  on  removing  the  shade,  he  found  a  candle  burning.  It 
was  now  clear  the  beacon  was  to  be  kindled  that  night,  though 
for  what  end  he  could  not  conjecture,  and  equally  clear  that  he 
was  brought  thither  to  fire  it.  He  put  back  the  lantern  into  its 
place,  took  up  the  torch,  and  held  himself  in  readiness. 

HaK  an  hour  elapsed,  and  nothing  occurred.  During  this  in- 
terval  it  had  become  dark.  A  curtain  of  clouds  was  drawn  over 
the  moon  and  stars. 

Suddenly,  a  hurtling  noise  was  heard  in  the  air,  and  it  seemed 
to  the  watcher  as  if  a  troop  of  witches  were  alighting  at  a  dis- 
tance  from  him. 

A  loud  hubbub  of  voices  ensued — then  there  was  a  trampling 
of  feet,  accompanied  by  discordant  strains  of  music — after  which 
a  momentary  silence  ensued,  and  a  harsh  voice  asked : 

"  Why  are  we  brought  hither  ?" 

"  It  is  not  for  a  sabbath,"  shouted  another  voice,  "  for  there 
is  neither  fire  nor  caldron." 

"  Mother  Demdike  would  not  summon  us  without  good  rea- 
Bon,"  cried  a  third.  "  We  shall  leam  presently  what  we  have 
to  do." 

"  The  more  mischief  the  better,"  rejoined  another  voice. 

"Ay,  mischief!  mischief!  mischief!"  echoed  the  rest  of  the 
crew.  • 

"Tou  shall  have  enough  of  it  to  content  you,"  rejoined 
Mother  Demdike.  "  I  have  called  you  hither  to  be  present  at  a 
sacrifice." 

Hideous  screams  of  laughter  f ollowed  this  announcement,  and 
the  voice  that  had  spoken  first  asked  : 

**  A  sacrifice  of  whom  ?" 

"An  unbaptized  habe,  stolen  from  its  sleeping  mother's 
breast,"  rejoined  another.  "  ^other  Demdike  has  often  played 
that  trick  before — ho !  ho !" 

"  Peace !"  thimdered  the  hag — "  It  is  no  habe  I  am  about  to 
Idll,  but  a  fuU-grown  maid — ay,  and  one  of  rai'est  beauty,  too. 
What  think  ye  of  Alizon  Device  ?" 

"  Thy  grand-daughter !"  cried  several  voices,  in  surprise. 
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"  Alice  Nutter*s  daughter — for  such  she  is,"  rejoined  the  hag. 
'*  I  liave  held  her  captive  in  MaUdn  Tower,  and  have  subjected 
her  to  every  trial  and  temptation  I  could  devise,  but  I  have 
failed  in  shaking  her  courage,  or  in  winning  her  over  to  our 
master.  All  the  horrors  of  the  vault  have  been  tried  upon  her 
in  vain.  Even  the  last  terrible  ordeal,  which  no  one  has  hitherto 
sustained,  proved  ineffectual.     She  went  through  it  iinmoved." 

"  Heaven  be  praised !"  murmured  Eichard. 

"It  seems  I  have  no  power  over  her  soul/'  pursued  the  hag ; 
"  but  I  have  over  her  bodj,  and  she  shall  die  here,  and  by  niy 
hand.  But  mind  me,  not  a  drop  of  blood  must  fall  to  the 
ground." 

"  Have  no  fear,"  cried  several  voices,  "  we  will  catch  it  in  our 
palms  and  qua£E  it." 

"  Hast  thou  thy  knife,  Mould-heels  ?"  asked  Mother  Demdike. 

"  Ay,"  replied  the  other,  "  it  is  long  and  sharp,  and  will  do 
thy  business  well.  Thy  grandson,  Jem  Device,  notched  it  by 
kiUing  swine,  and  my  goodman  ground  it  only  yesterday. 
Take  it." 

"  I  will  plunge  it  to  her  heart !"  cried  Mother  Demdike,  with 
an  infernal  laugh.  "  And  now  I  will  teil  you  why  we  have 
neither  fire  nor  caldron.  On  questioning  the  ebon  image  in 
the  vault  as  to  the  place  where  the  sacrifice  should  be  made,  I 
received  for  ans  wer  that  it  must  be  here,  and  in  darkness.  No 
human  eye  but  our  own  must  behold  it.  We  are  safe  on  this 
score,  for  no  one  is  likely  to  come  hither  at  this  hour.  No  fire 
must  be  kindled,  or  the  sacrifice  will  result  in  destruction  to  us 
all.    Te  have  heard,  and  understand  ?" 

"  We  do,"  replied  several  husky  voices. 

"  And  so  do  I,"  said  Eichard,  taking  hold  of  the  dark  lantem. 

**  And  now  for  the  girl,"  cried  Mother  Demdike« 


XVI. 


ONE    O'CLOCK. 


MiSTEESS  NuTTEB  and  Mother  Chattox  were  still  at  the  hui, 
impatiently  awaiting  the  return  of  Fancy.  But  nearly  an  how 
elapsed  before  he  appeared. 
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"What  has  detained  thee  so  long?'*  demanded  the  hag, 
sharply,  as  he  stood  before  them. 

"You  shall  hear,  mistress,"  replied  Fancy:  "I  have  had  a 
busy  time  of  it,  I  assure  you,  and  thouglit  I  snould  never  accom- 
plish  my  errand.  On  arriving  at  Eough  Lee,  I  found  the  place 
invepted  by  Sir  Thomas  Metcalf  e,  and  a  host  of  armed  men,  who 
had  been  sent  thither  by  Parson  Holden,  for  the  Joint  purpose 
of  arresting  you,  madam,"  addressing  Mistress  Nutter,  "  and 
liberating  Nowell  and  Potts.  The  knight  was  in  a  great  fume  ; 
for,  in  spite  of  the  f orce  brought  against  it,  the  house  had  been 
stoutly  defended  by  Nicholas  Assheton,  who  had  worsted  the 
besieging  party,  and  captured  two  Alsatian  captains,  hangers-on 
of  Sir  Thomas.  Appearing  in  the  character  of  an  enemy,  I  was 
immediately  surrounded  by  Metcalfe  and  his  men,  who  swore 
they  would  cut  my  throat  unless  I  undertook  to  procure  the 
liberation  of  the  two  bravos  in  question,  as  well  as  that  of  Nowell 
and  Potts.  I  told  them  I  was  .come  for  the  express  purpose  of 
setting  free  the  two  last-named  gentlemen ;  but,  with  respect  to 
the  former,  I  had  no  instructions,  and  they  must  arrange  the 
matter  with  Master  Nicholas  himseK.  Upon  this,  Sir  Thomas 
became  exceedingly  wroth  and  insolent,  and  proceeded  to  such 
lengths  that  I  resolved  to  chastise  him,  and,  in  so  doing,  per- 
f ormed  a  f eat  which  will  tend  greatly  to  exalt  Richard's  character 
for  courage  and  strength." 

"Let  US  hear  it,  my  doughty  champion,"  cried  Mother 
Chattox. 

"  While  MetcaKe  was  pouring  forth  his  rage,  and  menacing 
me  with  uplifted  hand,"  pursued  the  familiär,  "  I  seized  him  by 
the  throat,  dragged  him  from  his  horse,  and  in  spite  of  the 
efPorts  of  his  men,  whose  blows  feil  upon  me  thick  as  hail,  and 
quite  as  harmlessly,  I  bore  him  through  the  garden  to  the  back 
of  the  house,  where  my  shouts  soon  brought  Nicholas  and  others 
to  my  assistance,  and  after  delivering  my  captive  to  them,  I  dis- 
mounted.  The  squire,  you  will  imagine,  was  astonished  to  see 
me,  and  greatly  applauded  my  prowess.  I  replied,  with  the 
modesty  becoming  my  assumed  character,  that  I  had  done 
nothing,  and  in  reality,  the  feat  was  nothing  to  me ;  but  I  told 
him  I  had  something  of  the  utmost  importance  to  communicate, 
and  which  could  not  be  delayed  a  moment ;  whereupon  he  led 
me  to  a  small  rooioa  adjoining  the  hall,  while  the  crestf allen 
knight  was  left  to  vent  his  rage  and  mortification  on  the  grooms 
to  whose  custody  he  was  committed." 

"  You  acted  your  part  to  perfection,"  said  Mistress  Nutter. 
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"  Ay,  trust  my  sweet  Fancy forthat,"  said  the  hag — "there  is 
no  familiär  like  hini — none  whatever." 

"Tour  praises  make  me  blush,"  rejoined  Fancy.  "But  to 
proceed.  1  fulfilled  your  Instructions  to  the  letter,  and  excited 
Wicholas's  horror  and  indignation  by  the  tale  I  told  him.  I 
laughed  in  my  sleeve  all  the  while,  but  I  maintained  a  very  dif- 
ferent  countenance  with  him.  He  thought  me  füll  of  anguish 
and  despair.  He  questioned  me  as  to  my  proceedings  at  Malkin 
Tower,  and  I  amazed  him  with  the  description  of  a  fearful 
storm  I  had  encountered— of  my  interview  with  old  Demdike, 
and  her  atrocious  treatment  of  Alizon — to  all  of  which  he 
listened  with  profound  interest.  Eichard  himself  could  not 
have  moved  him  more — ^perhaps  not  so  much.  As  soon  as  I  had 
finished,  he  vowed  he  would  rescue  Alizon  from  the  murtherous 
hag,  and  prevent  the  latter  from  committing  f urther  mischief ; 
and  bidding  me  come  with  him,  we  fepaired  to  the  room  in 
which  ITowell  and  Potts  were  confined.  We  found  them  both 
fast  asleep  in  their  chairs ;  but  Nicholas  quickly  awakened  them, 
and  seine  explanations  ensued,  which  did  not  at  first  appear  very 
clear  and  satisfactory  to  either  magistrate  or  attomey,  but  in  the 
end  they  agreed  to  accompany  us  on  the  expedition,  Master 
Potts  declaring  it  would  compensate  him  f  or  all  his  mischances 
if  he  could  arrest  Mother  Demdike." 

"  I  hope  he  may  have  his  wish,"  said  Mother  Chattox. 

"  Ay ;  but  he  declared  that  his  next  step  should  be  to  arrest 
you,  mistress,"  observed  Fancy,  with  a  laugh. 

"  Arrest  me !"  cried  the  hag.  "  Marry,  let  him  touch  me,  if 
he  dares.  My  term  is  not  out  yet ;  and,  with  thee  to  defend  me, 
my  brave  Fancy,  Ihave  no  fear.*' 

"  Eight !"  replied  the  familiär ;  "  but  to  go  on  with  my  story. 
Sir  Thomas  Metcalfe  was  next  brought  f orward ;  and  after  some 
warm  altercation,  peace  was  at  length  established  between  him 
and  the  squire,  and  hands  were  shaken  all  round.  Wine  was 
then  called  for  by  Nicholas,  who,  at  the  same  time,  directed 
that  the  two  Alsatian  captains  should  be  brought  up  from  the 
cellar,  where  they  had  been  placed  for  safety.  The  first  part  of 
the  Order  was  obeyed,  but  the  second  was  found  impracticable, 
inasmuch  as  the  two  heroes  had  found  their  way  to  the  inner 
cellar,  and  had  emptied  so  many  flasks  that  they  were  utterly 
incapable  of  moving.  Whüe  the  wine  was  being  discussed,  an 
unexpected  arrival  took  place." 

"  An  arrival ! — of  whom  ?"  inquired  Mistress  Nutter,  eagerly. 

"Sir  Ealph  Assheton    and  a  large  party,"   replied  Fancy. 
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"  Parson  Holden,  it  seeins,  not  content  witli  sending  Sir  Thomas 
and  his  rout  to  the  aid  of  liis  friends,  liad  proceeded  for  the 
same  pnrpose  to  Wliallej,  and  the  resiüt  was  the  appearance  of 
the  new  party.  A  brief  explanation  from  Nicholas  and  myself 
served  to  put .  Sir  Ealph  in  possession  of  all  that  had  occurred, 
and  he  declared  his  readiness  to  accompany  the  expedition  to 
Pendle  Hill,  and  to  take  all  his  f  ollowers  with  him.  Sir  Thomas 
Metcalfe  expressed  an  equally  strong  desire  to  go  with  him, 
and  of  course  it  was  acceded  to.  I  am  bound  to  teil  you, 
madam,"  added  Fancy,  to  Mistress  Nutter,  "  that  your  conduct 
is  viewed  in  a  most  suspicious  light  by  every  one  of  these  per- 
sons,  except  Nicholas,  who  made  an  efPort  to  defend  yon." 

"  I  care  not  what  happens  to  me,  if  I  succeed  in  rescuing  my 
child,"  Said  the  lady.  "  But  have  they  set  out  on  the  expedi- 
tion ?" 

"  By  this  time,  no  doubt,  they  have,"  replied  Fancy.  "  I  got 
off  by  saying  I  would  ride  on  to  Pendle  HiU,  and,  stationing 
myself  on  its  summit,  give  them  a  signal  when  they  should  ad- 
vance  upon  their  prey.  And  now,  good  mistress,  I  pray  you 
dismiss  me.  I  want  to  cast  off  this  shape,  which  I  find  an  in- 
cumbrance,  and  resume  my  own.  I  wiü  return  when  it  is  time 
for  you  to  set  out." 

The  hag  waved  her  band,  and  the  familiär  was  gone. 

Half  an  hour  elapsed,  and  he  returned  not.  Mistress  Nutter 
became  fearfully  impatienfc.  Three-quarters,  and  even  the  old 
hag  was  uneasy.  An  hour,  and  he  stood  bef ore  them — dwarfish, 
fiendish,  monstrous. 

"  It  is  time,"  he  said,  in  a  harsh  voice ;  but  the  tones  were 
music  in  the  wretched  mother's  ears. 

"  Come,  then,"  she  cried,  rushing  wildly  forth. 

"  Ay,  ay,  I  come,"  replied  the  hag,  foUowing  her.  "  Not  so 
fast.    You  cannot  go  without  me." 

"  Nor  either  of  you  without  me,"  added  Fancy.  "  Here,  good 
mistress,  is  your  broomstick." 

"  Away  for  Pendle  Hill !"  screamed  the  hag. 

''  Ay,  for  Pendle  Hill !"  echoed  Fancy. 

And  there  was  a  whirling  of  dark  figures  through  the  air  as 
before. 

Presently  they  alighted  on  the  summit  of  Pendle  Hill,  which 
seemed  to  be  wrapped  in  a  dense  cloud,  for  Mistress  Nutter 
could  scarcely  see  a  yard  before  her.  Fancy's  eyes,  howerer, 
were  powerfiü  enough  to  penetrate  the  gloom,  for,  stepping  back 
a  fewj&räB,  he  said ; 
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"  The  expedition  is  at  the  foot  of  the  hill,  where  they  have 
made  a  halt.  We  must  wait  a  few  moments,  tili  I  can  ascertain 
what  tliej  mean  to  do.  Ah!  I  see.  Thej  are  dividing  inte 
three  parties.  One  detachment,  headed  by  Nicholas  Assheton, 
with  whom  are  Potts  and  Nowell,  is  about  to  make  the  ascent 
from  the  spot  where  they  now  stand ;  another,  commanded  by 
Sir  Balph  Assheton,  is  moving  towards  the  but-end  of  the  hill ; 
and  the  third,  headed  by  Sir  Thomas  MetcaKe,  is  proceeding  to 
the  right.  These  are  goodly  preparations — ^ha !  ha !  But, 
what  do  I  behold  ?  The  first  detachment  have  a  prisoner  with 
them.  It  is  Jem  Device,  whom  they  have  captured  on  the  way, 
I  suppose.  I  can  teil  from  the  rascal's  looks  that  he  is  planning 
an  escape.  Patience,  madam,  I  must  see  how  he  executes  his 
design.  There  is  no  hurry.  They  are  all  scrambhng  up  the 
hill-sides.  Some  one  slips,  and  roU«  down,  and  bruises  himself 
severely  against  the  loose  stones.  Ho  !  ho  !  it  is  Master  Potts. 
He  is  picked  up  by  James  Device,  who  takes  him  on  his 
Shoulders.  What  means  the  knave  by  such  attention?  We 
shall  see  anon.  They  continue  to  fight  their  way  upward,  and 
have  now  reached  the  narrow  path  among  the  rocks.  Take 
heed,  or  your  necks  will  be  broken.  Ho !  ho !  Well  done, 
Jem, — bravo  !  lad.     Thy  scheme  is  out,  now — ^ho !  ho  !" 

"What  has.he  done  ?"  asked  Mother  Chattox. 

"Eun  off  with  the  attomey — with  Master  Potts,"  replied 
Fancy;  "disappeared  in  the  gloom,  so  that  it  is  impossible 
Nicholas  can  follow  him — ho !  ho  !" 

"  But  my  child  ! — where  is  my  child?"  cried  Mistress  Nutter, 
in  agitated  impatience. 

"  Come  with  me,  and  I  will  lead  you  to  her,"  replied  Fancy, 
taking  her  hand ;  "  and  do  you  keep  close  to  us,  mistress,"  he 
added  to  Mother  Chattox. 

Moving  quickly  along  the  heathy  piain,  they  soon  reached  a 
small  dry  hollow,  about  a  hundred  paces  from  the  beacon,  in  the 
midst  of  which,  as  in  a  grave,  was  deposited  the  inanimate  form 
of  Alizon.  When  the  spot  was  indicated  to  her  by  Fancy,  the 
miserable  mother  flew  to  it,  and,  with  indescribable  delight, 
clasped  her  child  to  her  breast.  But  the  next  moment,  a  new 
fear  seized  her,  for  the  limbs  were  stiff  and  cold,  and  the  heart 
had  apparently  ceased  to  beat. 

"  She  is  dead !"  exclaimed  Mistress  Nutter,  frantically. 

"No;  she  is  only  in  a  magical  trance,"  said  Fancy;  "my 
mistress  can  instantly  revive  her." 

"  Prythee  do  so,  then,  good  Chattox,"  implored  the  lady. 
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"  Better  defer  it  tili  we  have  taken  her  hence,"  rejoined  tiie 
hag. 

"  Oh  !  no ;  now — now !  Let  me  be  assured  she  lives !"  cried 
Mistress  Nutter. 

Mother  Oliattox  reluctantly  assented;  and,  toucHing  Alizon 
with  her  skiimy  finger,  first  upon  the  heart,  and  then  upon  the 
brow,  the  poor  girl  began  to  show  Symptoms  of  life. 

"  My  child — ^my  child !"  cried  Mistress  Nutter,  straining  her 
to  her  breast ;  "  I  am  come  to  save  thee  !" 

"You  will  scarce  succeed,  if  you  tarry  here  longer,"  said 
Pancy.    "  Away !" 

''  Ay,  come  away !"  shrieked  the  hag,  seizing  Alizon's  arm. 

"  Where  are  you  about  to  take  her  ?"  asked  Mistress  Nutter. 

"  To  my  hut,"  replied  Mother  Chattox. 

"  No,  no — she  shall  not  go  there,"  retumed  the  lady. 

"  And  wherefore  not  ?"  screamed  the  hag.  "  She  is  mine 
now,  and  I  say  she  shaU  go." 

"  Bight,  mistress,"  said  Fancy ;  **  and  leave  the  lady  here,  if 
ihe  objects  to  accompany  her.     But  be  quick." 

"  Tou  shall  not  take  her  from  me  I"  shrieked  Mistress 
Nutter,  holding  her  daughter  fast.  "I  see  through  your 
diabolical  purpose.  You  have  the  same  dark  design  as  Mother 
Demdike,  and  would  sacrifice  her;  but  she  shall  not  go  with 
you,  neither  will  I." 

"  Tut !"  exclaimed  the  hag,  "  you  have  lost  your  senses  on  a 
sudden.  I  do  not  want  your  daughter.  But  come  away,  or 
Mother  Demdike  will  surprise  us." 

"  Do  not  triüe  with  her  longer,"  whispered  Fancy  to  the  hag ; 
"  drag  the  girl  away,  or  you  mU  lose  her.  A  few  moments,  and 
it  will  be  too  late." 

Mother  Chattox  made  an  attempt  to  obey  him,  but  Mistress 
Nutter  resisted  her. 

"  Curses  on  her !"  she  muttered,  "  she  is  too  strong  for  me. 
Do  thou  help  me,"  she  added,  appealing  to  Fancy. 

"  I  cannot,"  he  replied ;  "  I  have  done  all  I  dare  to  help  you. 
You  must  accomplish  the  rest  yourseK." 

"  But,  my  sweet  imp,  recollect " 

**  I  recollect  I  have  a  master,"  interrupted  the  familiär. 

"  And  a  mistress,  too,"  cried  the  hag ;  "  and  she  will  chastise 
thee  if  thou  art  disobedient.     I  command  thee  to  carry  off  this 

girl." 

"  I  have  already  told  you  I  dare  not,  and  I  now  say  I  will 
not/*  replied  Fancy. 
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"  Will  not !"  shrieked  the  hag.  "  Thou  shalt  smart  for  this. 
I  will  bury  thee  in  the  heart  of  this  mountain,  and  make  tliee 
labour  within  it  like  a  gnome,  I  will  set  thee  to  count  the 
sands  on  the  river's  bed,  and  the  leaves  on  the  forest  trees. 
Thou  shalt  know  neither  rest  nor  respite." 

"  Ho !  ho !  ho !"  laughed  Fancy,  mockingly. 

"  Dost  deride  me  ?"  cried  the  hag.  "  I  will  do  it,  thou  sauoy 
jackanapes.    For  the  last  time,  wilt  obey  me  ?** 

"  No,"  replied  Fancy,  **  and  for  this  reason — your  term  is  out. 
It  expired  at  midnight.'* 

"  It  is  false !"  shrieked  the  hag,  in  accents  of  mixed  terror 
and  rage.     "  I  have  months  to  run,  and  will  renew  it." 

"  Before  midnight,  you  might  have  done  so ;  but  it  is  now  too 
late — ^your  reijgn  is  over,*'  rejoined  Fancy.  "FareweU,  sweet 
mistress.  We  shall  meet  once  again,  though  scarcely  under 
such  pleasant  circumstances  as  heretofore." 

"  It  cannot  be,  my  darling  Fancy  ;  thou  art  jesting  with  me," 
whimpered  the  hag ;  "  thou  wouldst  not  delude  thy  doting 
mistress  thus." 

"I  have  done  with  thee,  foul  hag,"  rejoined  the  familiär, 
"and  am  right  glad  my  Service  is  ended.  I  could  have  sated 
thee,  but  would  not,  and  delayed  my  retum  for  that  very 
purpose.     Thy  soul  was  forfeited  when  I  came  back  to  thy  hut." 

"Then  curses  on  thee  for  thy  treachery,"  cried  the  hag, 
"  and  on  thy  master,  who  deceived  me  in  the  bond  he  placed 
before  me." 

The  familiär  laughed  hoarsely. 

"  But  what  of  Mother  Demdike  ?"  pursued  the  hag.  "  Hast 
thou  no  comf ort  for  me  ?  Teil  me  her  hour  is  likewise  come, 
and  I  will  forgive  thee.     But  do  not  let  her  triumph  over  me." 

The  familiär  made  no  answer,  but  laughing  derisively, 
stamped  upon  the  groimd,  and  it  opened  to  receive  him. 

"  Alizon  !"  cried  Mistress  Nutter,  who,  in  the  meantime,  had 
vainly  endeavoured  to  rouse  her  daughter  to  füll  consciousness, 
"  fly  with  me,  my  child.     The  enemy  is  at  hand." 

"What  enemy!"  asked  Alizon,  faintly.  "I  have  so  many, 
that  I  know  not  whom  you  mean." 

"  But  this  is  the  worst  of  all — this  is  Mother  Demdike," 
cried  Mistress  Nutter.  "  She  would  take  your  life.  If  we  can 
but  conceal  ourselves  for  a  short  while,  we  are  safe." 

"  I  am  too  weak  to  move,"  said  Alizon ;  "  besides,  I  dare  not 
trust  you.  I  have  been  deceived  already.  You  may  be  an  evil 
spirit  in  the  likeness  of  my  mother." 
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"  Oh,  no !  I  am  indeed  your  own — own  motlier,"  rejoined 
Mistress  Nutter.     "  Ask  this  old  woman  if  it  is  not  so." 

"  She  is  a  witch  herseif,"  replied  Alizon.  "  I  will  not  trust 
either  of  you.    Tou  are  both  in  league  wilh  Mother  Demdike." 

"We  are  in  league  to  save  thee  from  her,  foolish  wench ! 
cried  Mother  Chattox ;  "  but  thy  perverseness  will  defeat  all  our 
schemes.'' 

"Since  you  will  not  fly,  my  child,"  cried  Mistress  Nutter, 
"  kneel  down,  and  pray  eamestly  for  deliverance.  Pray,  while 
there  is  yet  time." 

As  she  spoke,  a  growl  like  thunder  was  heard  in  the  air,  and 
the  earth  trembled  beneath  their  feet. 

"  Nay,  now  I  am  sure  you  are  my  mother !"  cried  Alizon, 
flinging  herseif  into  Mistress  Nutter's  arms;  "and  I  wiU  go 
with  you." 

But  before  they  could  move,  several  dusky  figures  were  seen 
rushing  towards  them. 

"  Be  on  your  guard !"  cried  Mother  Chattox ;  "  here  comes 
old  Demdike  with  her  troop.     I  will  aid  you  all  I  can." 

"  Down  on  your  knees !"  exclaimed  Mistress  Nutter. 

Alizon  obeyed ;  but  ere  a  word  could  pass  her  lips,  the  in- 
furiated  hag,  attended  by  her  beldame  band,  stood  beside  them. 

"Ha!  who  is  here?"  she  cried.  "Let  me  see  who  dares 
Interrupt  my  mystic  rites." 

And  raising  her  hand,  the  black  cloud  hanging  over  the  hill 
was  rent  asunder,  and  the  moon  shone  down  upon  them,  reveal- 
ing  the  old  witch,  armed  with  the  sacrificial  knife,  her  limbs 
shaking  with  fury,  and  her  eyes  flashing  with  preternatural 
hght.  It  revealed,  also,  her  weird  attendants,  as  well  as  the 
group  before  her,  consisting  of  the  kneeling  figure  of  Alizon, 
protected  by  the  outstretched  arms  of  her  mother,  and  further 
defended  by  Mother  Chattox,  who  planted  herseK  in  front  of 
them. 

Mother  Demdike  eyed  the  group  for  a  moment  as  if  she 
would  annihilate  them. 

**  Out  of  my  way,  Chattox !"  she  vociferated — "  out  of  my 
way,  or  I  will  drive  my  knife  to  thy  heart."  And  as  her  old 
antagonist  maintained  her  ground,  she  unhesitatingly  advanced 
upon  her,  smote  her  with  the  weapon,  and,  as  she  feil  to  the 
ground,  stepped  over  her  bleeding  body. 

"  Now  what  dost  thou  here,  Alice  Nutter  ?"  she  cried,  menac- 
ing  her  with  the  reeking  blade. 

'*I  am  come  for  my  child,  whom  thou  hast  stolen  frcni  me," 
replied  the  ladj. 
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"  Thou  art  come  to  witness  her  slaughter,"  replied  the  witch, 
fiercely.  "  Begone,  or  I  will  serve  thee  as  I  have  just  served  old 
Chattox." 

"  I  am  not  sped  yet,"  cried  the  wounded  hag ;  "  I  shall  live  to 
see  thee  boimd  hand  and  foot  by  the  officers  of  justice,  and, 
certain  thou  wilt  perish  miserably,  I  shall  die  content." 

"Spit  out  thy  last  drops  of  venom,  black  viper,"  rejoined 
Mother  Demdike ;  "  when  I  have  done  with  the  others,  I  will 
retum  and  finish  thee.  Alice  Nutter,  thou  knowest  it  is  vain  to 
struggle  with  me.     Give  me  up  the  girl." 

"  Wilt  thou  accept  my  life  f or  hers  ?"  said  Mistress  Nutter. 

"  Of  what  account  would  thy  life  be  to  me  ?"  rejoined 
Mother  Demdike,  disdainfully.  "  If  it  would  profit  m,e  to  take 
it,  I  would  do  so  without  thy  consent,  but  I  am  about  to  make 
an  oblation  to  our  master,  and  thou  art  his  already.  Snatch  her 
child  from  her — ^we  waste  time,"  she  added,  to  her  attendants. 

And  immediately  the  weird  crew  rushed  forward,  and  in  spite 
of  the  miserable  mother' s  efPorts  tore  Alizon  from  her. 

"  I  told  you  it  was  in  vain  to  contend  with  me,"  said  Mother 
Demdike. 

"  Oh,  that  I  could  call  down  Heaven's  vengeance  upon  thy 
accursed  head!"  cried  Mistress  Nutter;  "but  I  am  forsaken 
aHke  of  Ood  and  man,  and  shall  die  despairing." 

"Eave  on,  thou  wüt  have  ample  leisure,"  replied  the  hag. 
"  And  now  bring  the  girl  this  way,"  she  added  to  the  beldames ; 
"  the  sacrifice  must  be  made  near  the  beacon." 

And  as  Alizon  was  borne  away,  Mistress  Nutter  uttered  a  cry 
of  anguish. 

"  Do  not  stay  here,"  said  Mother  Chattox,  raising  herseif  with 
difficulty.     "  Qto  after  her  ;  you  may  yet  save  your  daughter." 

"  But  how  ?"  cried  Mistress  Nutter,  distractedly.  "  I  have  no 
power  now." 

As  she  spoke,  a  dusky  form  rose  up  beside  her.  It  was  her 
familiär. 

"Will  you  return  to  your  duty  if  I  help  you  in  this  ex- 
tremity  ?"  he  said. 

"  Ay,  do,  do  !"  cried  Mother  Chattox.  "  Anything  to  avenge 
yourself  upon  that  murtherous  hag." 

"  Peace !"  cried  the  familiär,  spuming  her   with  his  cloven 

foot. 

*i  I  do  not  want  vengeance,"  said  Mistress  Nutter ;  "  I  only 
want  to  save  my  child." 

"  Then  you  consent  on  that  condition  ?"  said  the  familiär« 

2d 
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"  No !"  replied  Mistress  Nutter,  firmly.  "  I  now  perceive  I 
am  not  utterly  lost,  since  you  try  to  regain  me.  I  have  re- 
nounced  thy  master,  and  will  make  no  new  bargain  with  him. 
Get  hence,  tempter !" 

"  Think  not  to  escape  us,"  cried  the  familiär ;  "  no  penitence 
— ^no  absolution  can  save  thee.  Thy  name  is  written  on  the 
judgment  scroll,  and  cannot  be  efEaced.  I  would  have  aided 
thee,  but  since  my  ofEer  is  rejected,  1  leave  thee." 

"  You  will  not  let  him  go  !"  screamed  Mother  Chattox.  "  Oh 
that  the  chance  were  mine !" 

"  Be  silent,  or  I  will  beat  thy  brains  out !"  said  the  familiär. 
"  Once  more,  am  I  dismissed  ?" 

"  Ay,  for  ever !"  replied  Mistress  Nutter. 

And  as  the  familiär  disappeared,  she  flew  to  the  spot  where 
her  child  had  been  taken. 

About  twenty  paces  from  the  beacon,  a  circle  had  again  been 
f ormed  by  the  unhallowed  crew,  in  the  midst  of  which  stood 
Mother  Demdike,  with  the  gory  knife  in  her  hand,  muttering 
spells  and  incantations,  and  performing  mystical  ceremonials. 

Every  now  and  then  her  companions  joined  in  these  rites,  and 
chanted  a  song  couched  in  a  wild,  unintelligible  Jargon.  Beside 
the  witch  knelt  Alizon,  with  her  hands  tied  behind  her  back,  so 
that  she  could  not  raise  them  in  supplication ;  her  hair  unbound, 
and  cast  loosely  over  her  person,  and  a  thick  bandage  fastened 
over  her  eyes  and  mouth. 

The  initiatory  ceremonies  over,  the  old  hag  approached  her 
victim,  when  Mistress  Nutter  forced  herseif  through  the  circle, 
and  cast  herseif  at  her  feet. 

"  Spare  her!"  she  cried,  clinging  to  her  knees;  "it  shall  be 
well  for  thee  if  thou  dost  so." 

"  Again  interrupted !"  cried  the  witch,  furiously.  "  This 
time  I  will  show  thee  no  mercy.  Take  thy  fate,  meddlesome 
woman!" 

And  she  raised  the  knife,  but  ere  the  weapon  could  descend, 
it  was  seized  by  Mistress  Nutter,  and  wrested  from  her  grasp. 
In  another  instant,  Alizon's  arms  were  liberated,  and  tho  band- 
age removed  from  her  eyes. 

"  Now  it  is  my  tum  to  threaten.  I  have  thee  in  my  power, 
infernal  hag  !"  cried  Mistress  Nutter,  holding  the  knife  to  the 
witch's  throat,  and  clasping  her  daughter  with  the  other  arm. 
"Wiltletusgo?" 

'^NoV  replied  Mother  Demdike,  springing  nimbly  backwards. 
Tou  sbüll  both  die.    I  will  soon  diaarm  thee." 
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And  makmg  one  or  two  passes  with  her  hands,  Mistress 
Nutter  dropped  the  weapon,  and  instantly  became  fixed  and 
motionless,  with  her  daughter,  equally  rigid,  in  her  „^rms,  they 
looked  as  if  suddenly  turned  to  marble. 

"  Now  to  complete  the  ceremonial,"  cried  Mother  Demdike, 
picMng  up  the  knife. 

And  then  she  began  to  mutter  an  impious  address  preparatory 
to  the  sacrifice,  when  a  loud  clangour  was  heard,  like  the  stroke 
of  a  hammer  upon  a  bell. 

"  What  was  that  ?"  exclaimed  the  witch,  in  alarm. 

"  Were  there  a  clock  here,  I  should  say  it  had  Struck  one,"  re- 
plied  Mould-heels. 

"  It  must  be  our  master's  timepiece,"  said  another  witch. 

"  One  o'clock !"  exclaimed  Mother  Demdike,  who  appeared 
stupefied  with  fear,  "  and  the  sacrifice  not  made — ^then  I  am 
lost." 

A  derißive  laugh  reached  her  ears.  It  proceeded  from  Mother 
Chattox,  who  had  contrived  to  raise  herseif  to  her  feet,  and, 
tottering  forwaard,  now  passed  through  the  appaUed  cirde. 

"  Ay,  thy  term  is  out — thy  soul  is  forfeited  like  mine — ^ha ! 
ha !"     And  she  feil  to  the  ground. 

"Perhaps  it  may  not  be  too  late,"  cried  Mother  Demdike, 
grasping  the  knife,  and  rushing  towards  Alizon. 

But  at  this  moment  a  bright  flame  shot  up  irom.  the  bea- 
con. 

Astonishment  and  terror  seized  the  hag,  and  she  uttered  a 
loud  cry,  which  was  echoed  by  the  rest  of  the  crew. 

Theflame  mounted  higher  and  higher,  andbumt  each  moment 
more  brightly,  illumining  the  whole  summit  of  the  hill.  By  its 
light  could  be  seen  a  band  of  men,  some  of  whom  were  on  horse- 
back,  speeding  towards  the  place  of  meeting. 

Scared  by  the  sight,  the  witches  fled,  but  were  turned  by  an- 
other band  advancing  from  the  opposite  quarter.  They  then 
made  towards  the  spot  where  their  broomsticks  were  deposited, 
but  ere  they  could  reach  it,  a  third  party  gained  the  summit  of 
the  hill  at  this  precise  point,  and  immediately  started  in  pursuit 
of  them. 

Meanwhile,  a  young  man  issuing  from  behind  the  beacon,  flew 
towards  Mistress  Nutter  and  her  daughter.  The  moment  the 
flame  burst  f orth,  the  spell  cast  over  them  by  Mother  Demdike 
was  broken,  and  motion  and  speech  were  restored. 

"  Alizon !"  exclaimed  the  young  man,  as  he  came  up,  "  your 
triaU  ftre  over.    You  are  safe." 

2d2 
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"  Ob,  Eichard !"  she  replied,  falling  into  Ws  arms,  "  have  we 
been  preserved  by  you." 

"I  am  a  mere  instrument  in  the  bands  of  Heaven,"  he 
replied. 

Motber  Demdike  made  no  attempt  at  fligbt  witb  tbe  rest  of 
tbe  witcbes,  but  reinained  for  a  few  moments  absorbed  in  con- 
templation  of  tbe  flaming  beacon.  Her  band  still  grasped  tbe 
murderous  weapon  sbe  bad  raised  against  Alizon,  but  it  bad 
dropped  to  ber  side  wben  tbe  fire  burst  forth,  At  lengtb  sbe 
turned  fiercely  to  Eicbard,  and  demanded : 

"  Was  it  tbou  wbo  kindled  tbe  beacon  ?" 

"  It  was,"  replied  tbe  young  man. 

"  And  wbo  bade  tbee  do  it — wbo  brougbt  tbee  bitber  ?"  pur- 
Bued  tbe  witcb. 

"  An  enemy  of  tbine,  old  woman !"  replied  Riebard.  "  His 
vengeance  bas  been  slow  in  Coming,  but  it  bas  arrived  at  last." 

"  But  wbo  is  be  ? — I  see  bim  not !"  rejoined  Motber  Demdike. 

"  You  will  see  bim  before  yon  flame  expires,"  said  Eicbard. 
"  I  sbould  bave  come  to  your  assistance  sooner,  Alizon,"  be  con- 
tinued,  tuming  to  ber,  "  but  I  was  forbidden.  And  I  knew  I 
sbould  best  insure  your  safety  by  compliance  witb  tbe  injunc- 
tions  I  bad  received." 

"  Some  guardian  spirit  must  bave  interposed  to  preserve  us," 
replied  Alizon ;  "  for  sucb  only  could  bave  successfully  com- 
bated  witb  tbe  evil  beings  from  wbom  we  bave  been  delivered." 

"  Tby  spirit  is  unable  to  preserve  tbee  now,"  cried  Motber 
Demdike,  aiming  a  deadly  blow  at  ber  witb  tbe  knife.  But, 
fortunately,  tbe  attempt  was  foreseen  by  Eicbard,  wbo  caugbt 
ber  arm,  and  wi*ested  tbe  weapon  from  ber. 

"Curses  on  tbee,  Eicbard  Assbeton!"  cried  tbe  infuriated 
bag, — "  and  on  tbee  too,  Alizon  Device.  I  cannot  work  ye  tbe 
immediate  ill  I  wisb.  I  cannot  make  ye  loatbsome  in  one  an- 
otber's  eyes.  I  cannot  maim  your  limbs,  or  bligbt  your  beauty. 
I  cannot  deliver  you  over  to  devilisb  possession.  But  I  can 
bequeatb  you  a  legacy  of  bäte.  Wbat  I  say  will  come  to  pass. 
Tbou,  Alizon,  wilt  never  wed  Eicbard  Assbeton  —  never ! 
Vainly  sball  ye  struggle  witb  your  destiny  —  vainly  indulge 
bopes  of  bappiness.  Misery  and  despair,  and  an  early  grave, 
are  in  störe  for  botb  of  you.  He  sball  be  to  you  your  worst 
enemy,  and  you  sball  be  to  bim  destruction.  Tbink  of  tbe 
witcb*s  prediction  and  tremble ;  and  may  ber  deadliest  curse  rest 
upon  your  beads." 

^'Oh,  Bicbardl"  exclaim^d  ^zon,  wbo  would  bave  sunk  to 
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the  ground  if  he  liad  not  sustained  her.  "  Why  did  yon  not 
prevent  this  terrible  malediction  ?" 

"  He  could  not,"  replied  Mother  Demdike,  witli  a  laugh  of 
exultation ;  "  it  shall  work,  and  thy  doom  shall  be  accomplished. 
And  now  to  make  an  end  of  old  Cbattox,  and  then  they  may  take 
me  where  they  please." 

And  she  was  approaching  her  old  enemy  with  the  Intention  of 
putting  her  threat  into  execution,  when  James  Device,  who  ap- 
peared  to  start  from  the  ground,  rushed  swif tly  towards  her. 

"  What  art  thou  doing  here,  Jem  ?"  cried  the  hag,  regarding 
him  with  angry  surprise.  "  Dost  thou  not  see  we  are  surrounded 
by  enemies?  I  cannot  escape  them — but  thou  art  young  and 
active.     Away  with  thee !" 

"Not  without  yo,  granny,"  replied  Jem.  "Ey  ha'  run  os 
fast  OS  ey  could  to  help  yo.  Stick  fast  howld  on  me,"  he  added, 
snatching  her  up  in  his  arms,  "  an'  ey'n  bring  yo  clear  off  yet." 

And  he  set  off  at  a  rapid  pace  with  his  burthen,  Eichard  being 
too  much  occupied  with  Alizon  to  oppose  him. 


xvn. 

BOW  ^&B   BEACÖN   FIBE   WAS   E^TlKatTlSSED. 

SooN  after  this,  Nicholas  Assheton,  attended  by  two  or  three 
men,  came  up,  and  asked  whither  the  old  witch  had  flown. 

Mistress  Nutter  pöinted  out  the  course  taken  by  the  fugitives, 
who  had  run  towards  the  northern  extremity  of  the  hill,  down 
the  sides  of  which  he  had  already  plunged. 

"  She  has  been  carried  off  by  her  grandson,  Jem  Device/'  said 
Mistress  Nutter ;  "  be  quick,  or  you  will  lose  her." 

"  Ay,  be  quick — ^be  quick !"  added  Mother  Chattox.  "  Tonder 
they  went,  to  the  back  of  the  beacon. 

Casting  a  look  at  the  wretched  Speaker,  and  finding  she  was 
too  grievously  wounded  to  be  able  to  move,  Nicholas  bestowed 
no  further  thought  upon  her,  but  set  off  with  his  companions 
in  the  direction  poiuted  out.  He  speedily  arrived  at  the  edge  of 
the  hill,  and,  looking  down  it,  sought  in  vain  f or  any  appearance 
of  the  fugitives.    The  sides  were  here  steep  and  shelving,  and 
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some  hundred  yards  Iower  down  were  broken  into  ridges,  beliiiid 
one  of  which  it  was  possible  the  old  witch  and  her  grandson 
might  be  concealed;  so,  witbout  a  moment's  hesitation,  tbe 
sqnire  descended,  and  began  to  searcb  about  in  tbe  hollows^ 
scrambling  over  the  loose  stones,  or  sliding  down  some  paces 
with  the  uncertain  boggy  soll,  when  he  f  ancied  he  heard  a  plain- 
tive  crj.  He  looked  around,  but  could  see  no  one.  The  whole 
«dde  of  the  mountain  was  lighted  up  by  the  fire  from  the  beacon, 
wUch.  instead  of  diminisli^g,  bumt  iith  increased  ardour,  so 
that  every  object  was  as  easily  to  be  discemed  as  in  the  day- 
time ;  but,  notwithstanding  this,  he  could  not  detect  whence  the 
sound  proceeded.  It  was  repeated,  but  more  f aintly  than  bef ore, 
and  Nicholas  almost  persuaded  himself  it  was  the  voice  of  Potts 
calling  for  help.  Motioning  to  bis  followers,  who  were  engaged 
in  the  search  like  himself,  to  keep  still,  the  squire  listened 
intently,  and  again  caught  the  sound,  being  this  time  convinced 
it  arose  from  the  ground.  Was  it  possible  the  imfortunate 
attomey  had  been  buried  alive  ?  Or  had  he  been  thrust  into 
some  hole,  and  a  stone  placed  over  it,  which  he  found  it  impos- 
sible  to  remove?  The  latter  idea  seemed  the  more  probable, 
and  Nicholas  was  guided  by  a  feeble  repetition  of  the  noise, 
towards  a  large  fragment  of  rock,  which,  on  examination,  had 
evidently  been  rolled  from  a  point  immediately  over  the  mouth 
of  a  hollow.  The  squire  instantly  set  himself  to  work  to  dis- 
lodge  the  ponderous  stone ;  and,  aided  by  two  of  bis  men,  who 
lent  their  broad  Shoulders  to  the  task,  quickly  accomplished  bis 
object,  disclosing  what  appeared  to  be  the  mouth  of  a  cavernous 
recess.  From  out  of  this,  as  soon  as  the  stone  was  removed, 
popped  the  head  of  Master  Potts,  and  Nicholas,  bidding  him 
be  of  good  cheer,  laid  hold  of  him  to  draw  him  forth,  as  he 
seemed  to  have  some  difficulty  in  extricating  himself,  when  the 
attomey  cried  out : 

"Do  not  pull  so  hard,  squire!  That  accursed  Jem  Device 
has  got  hold  of  my  legs.     Not  so  hard,  sir,  I  entreat." 

"Bid  him  let  go,"  said  Nicholas,  unable  to  refrain  from 
laughing,  "  or  we  will  imearth  him  from  bis  badger's  hole." 

"  He  pays  no  heed  to  what  I  say  to  him,"  cried  Potts.  "  Oh 
dear!  oh,  dear !  he  is  dragging  me  down  again !" 

And,  as  he  spoke,  the  attomey,  notwithstanding  all  Nicholas's 
efforts  to  restrain  him,  was  puUed  down  into  the  hole.  The 
squire  was  at  a  loss  what  to  do,  and  was  considering  whether  he 
should  resort  to  the  tedious  process  of  digging  him  out,  when  a 
scrambling  noise  was  heard,  and  the  captive's  head  once  more 
appeareä  above  ground. 
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"Are  you  coming  out  now  ?"  asked  Nicholas. 

"Alas,  no !"  replied  the  attorney,  "unless  you  will  make 
terms  with  the  rascal.  He  declares  he  will  strangle  me,  if  •  you 
do  not  promise  to  set  liini  and  his  grandniother  free." 

"Is  Mother  Demdike  with  him  ?"  asked  Nicholas. 

"  To  be  sure,"  replied  Potts ;  "  and  we  are  as  badly  off  for 
Toom  as  three  foxes  in  a  hole." 

"  And  there  is  no  other  outlet  ?"  said  the  squire. 

.**  I  conclude  not,"  replied  the  attorney.  "  I  groped  about  like 
a  mole  when  I  was  first  thrust  into  the  cavem  by  Jem  Device, 
but  I  could  find  no  means  of  exit.  The  entrance  was  blocked 
up  by  the  great  stone  which  you  had  some  difficulty  in  moving, 
but  which  Jem  could  shif t  at  will ;  for  he  pushed  it  aside  in  a 
moment,  and  brought  it  back  to  its  place,  when  he  retumed 
just  now  with  the  old  hag ;  but  probably  that  was  effected  by 
witchcraft." 

"  Most  likely,"  said  Nicholas.  "  But  for  your  being  in  it,  we 
would  stop  up  this  hole,  and  bury  the  two  wretches  alive." 

"  Get  me  out  first,  good  Master  Nicholas,  I  implore  of  you, 
and  then  do  what  you  please,"  cried  Potts.  "  Jem  is  tugging  at 
my  legs  as  if  he  would  pull  them  off." 

"We  will  try  who  is  strengest,"  said  Nicholas,  again  seizing 
hold  of  Potts  by  the  Shoulders. 

"  Oh,  dear !  oh,  dear !  I  can't  bear  it — let  go !"  shrieked  the 
attorney.  "  I  shall  be  stretched  to  twice  my  natural  length. 
My  joints  are  starting  from  their  socket s,  my  legs  are  Coming 
off— oh!  oh!" 

"  Lend  a  hand  here,  one  of  you,"  cried  Nicholas  to  the  men ; 
"we'll  have  him  out,  whatever  be  the  consequence." 

"  But  I  won't  come !"  roared  Potts.  "  You  have  no  right  to 
use  me  thus.  Torture !  oh !  oh  !  my  loins  are  ruptured — my 
back  is  breaking — ^I  am  a  dead  man. — The  hag  has  got  hold 
of  my  right  leg,  while  Jem  is  tugging  with  all  his  f  orce  at  the 
left."  . 

"  Pull  away !"  cried  Nicholas :  "  he  is  coming." 

"  My  legs  are  off,"  yelled  Potts,  as  he  was  plucked  suddenly 
forth,  with  a  jerk  that  threw  the  squire  and  his  assistants  on 
their  backs.  "  I  shall  never  be  able  to  wa^k  more.  No,  .^eaven 
be  praised!"  he  added,  looking  down  on  his  lower  limbs,  "I 
have  only  lost  my  boots." 

"  Never  mind  it,  then,"  cried  Nicholas  ;  "  but  thank  your  stars 
you  are  above  ground  once  more.  Hark'ee,  Jem !"  he  conl-inued, 
ßhouting  down  the  hole  ;  "  if  you  don't  come  forth  at  on«*«,  and 
bring  Mother  Demdike  with  you,  we'U  close  up  the  moathof 
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this  hole  in  such  a  way  that  you  sha'n't  require  another  grave. 
B'ye  hear  ?" 

"  Yeigh,"  replied  Jem,  his  voice  Coming  lioarsely  and  hollowly 
up  like  the  accents  of  a  ghost.  "  Am  ey  to  go  free  if  ey  comply  ?** 

"  Certainly  not/*  replied  the  squire.  "  You  have  a  choice 
between  this  hole  and  the  hangman's  cord  at  Lancaster,  that  is 
aU.  In  either  case  you  will  die  by  suffocation.  But  be  quick — 
we  have  wasted  time  enough  already  with  you." 

"  Then  if  that*s  aw  yo'll  do  fo*  me,  squire,  eyn  e'en  stay  wheere 
ey  am/*  rejoined  Jem. 

"  Very  well,*'  replied  Nicholas.  "  Here,  my  men,  stop  up  this 
hole  with  earth  and  stones.  Master  Potts,  you  will  lend  a  hand 
to  the  task.** 

"  Readily,  sir,*'  replied  the  attorney,  "  though  I  shall  lose  the 
pleasure  I  had  anticipated  of  seeing  that  old  Carrion  crow  roasted 
alive.*' 

"  Stay  a  bit,  squoire,"  roared  Jem,  as  preparations  were 
actively  made  for  carrying  Nicholas's  Orders  into  execution — 
"  Stay  a  bit,  an*  ey*n  cum  owt,  an'  bring  t*  owd  woman  wi*  me." 

"  I  thought  you*d  change  your  mind,*'  replied  Nicholas,  laugh- 
ing. "  Be  upon  your  guard,**  he  Udded,  in  a  low  tone  to  the 
others,  "  and  seize  him  the  moment  he  appears.*' 

But  Jem  evidently  found  it  no  easy  matter  to  perform  his 

Sromise,  for  stifled  shrieks  and  other  noises  proclaimed  that  a 
esperate  struggle  was  going  on  between  him  and  his  grand- 
mother. 

"Aha!"  exclaimed  Nicholas,  placing  his  ear  to  the  hole. 
"  The  old  hag  is  unwilling  to  come  f  orth,  and  spits  and  Scratches 
like  a  cat-a-mountain,  while  Jem  gripes  her  like  a  terrier.  It 
is  a  hard  tussle  between  them,  but  he  is  getting  the  better  of 
it,  and  is  pushing  her  forth.     Now  look  out.*' 

And  as  he  spoke,  Mother  Demdike's  terrible  head  protruded 
from  the  ground,  and,  despite  of  the  execrations  she  poured 
forth  upon  her  enemies,  she  was  instantly  seized  by  them, 
drawn  out  of  the  cavern,  and  secured.  While  the  men  were 
thus  engaged,  and  while  Nicholas* s  attention  was  for  an  instant 
diverted,  Jem  bounded  forth  as  suddenly  as  a  wolf  from  his 
lai[ ,  and,  dashing  aside  all  Opposition,  plunged  down  the  hill. 

"  It  is  useless  to  pursue  him,"  said  Nicholas.  **  He  will  not 
escape.  The  whole  country  will  be  roused  by  the  beacon  fire, 
and  hue  and  cry  shall  be  made  after  him." 

**  Right  I"  exclaimed  Potts ;  "  and  now  let  some  one  creep 
into  that  cavern,  and  bring  out  my  boots,  and  then  I  shall  be  in 
a  better  condition  to  attend  you." 
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The  request  being  complied  with,  and  the  attomey  being  once 
more  equipped  for  walking^the  party  climbed  the  hill-side,  and, 
bringing  Mother  Demdike  with  them,  shaped  their  course  to- 
wards  the  beacon. 

And  now  to  see  what  had  taken  place  in  the  interim. 

Scarcely  had  the  sqnire  quitted  Mistress  Nutter  than  Sir 
Balph  Assheton  rode  up  to  her. 

**  Why  do  you  loiter  here,  madam  ?"  he  said,  in  a  stern  tone, 
somewhat  tempered  by  sorrow.  "  I  have  held  back  to  give  you 
an  opportunity  of  escape.  The  hill  is  invested  by  your  enemies 
On  that  aide  Eoger  Nowell  is  advancing,  and  on  this  Sir  Thomas 
MetcaKe  and  his  followers.  You  may  possibly  effect  a  retreat 
in  the  opposite  direction,  but  not  a  moment  must  be  lost." 

"  I  will  go  with  you,"  said  Aüzon. 

"  No,  no,"  interposed  Eichard.  "  You  have  not  strength  for 
the  efEort,  and  will  only  retard  her." 

"I  thank  you  for  your  devotion,  my  child,"  said  Mistress 
Nutter,  with  a  look  of  grateful  tenderness  ;  '*  but  it  is  unneeded. 
I  have  no  intention  of  flying.  I  shall  surrender  myself  into  the 
hands  of  justice." 

"  Do  not  mistake  the  matter,  madam,"  said  Sir  Ealph,  "  and 
delude  yourself  with  the  notion  that  either  your  rank  or  wealth 
will  screen  you  from  punishment.  Your  guilt  is  too  clearly 
established  to  allow  you  a  chance  of  escape,  and,  though  I 
myself  am  acting  wrongfully  in  counselling  flight  jio  you,  I  am 
led  to  do  so  from  the  fnendship  once  subsisting  between 
US,  and  the  relationship  which,  unfortunately,  I  cannot  de- 
stroy." 

**It  is  you  who  are  mistaken,  not  I,  Sir  Ealph,"  replied 
Mistress  Nutter.  "I  have  no  thought  of  tuming  aside  the 
sword  of  justice,  but.  shall  court  its  sharpest  edge,  hoping  by 
a  füll  avowal  of  my  ofPences,  in  some  degree  to  atone  for  them. 
My  only  regret  is,  that  I  shall  leave  my  child  unprotected,  and 
that  my  fate  will  bring  dishonour  upon  her." 

"Oh,  think  not  of  me,  dear  mother!"  cried  AJizon,  "but 
persist  unhesitatingly  in  the  course  you  have  laid  down.  Far 
rather  would  I  see  you  act  thus— far  rather  hear  the  sentiments 
you  have  uttered,  even  though  they  may  be  attended  by  the 
saddest  consequences,  than  behold  you  in  your  former  proud 
Position,  and  impenitent.  Think  not  of  me,  then.  Or,  rather, 
think  only  how  I  rejoice  that  your  eyes  are  at  length  opened, 
and  that  you  have  cast  off  the  bonds  of  iniquity.  I  can  now 
pray  for  you  with  the  füll  hope  that  my  intercessions  will 
prevail,  and  in  parting  with  you  in  this  world  shall  ^  ^s?»*- 


I 
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tained  by  tlie  conyiction  that  we  shall  meet  in  etemal  happinesa 
hereafter."  *" 

Mistress  Nntter  threw  her  arms  about  her  daiigliter's  neck, 
and  tliej  mingled  their  tears  together.  Sir  Balph  AsshetoB 
was  much  moved. 

"  It  is  a  pitj  she  should  fall  into  their  hands/'  he  obseired  to 
Bichard. 

"1  know  not  how  to  advise,"  replied  the  latter,  greatly 
troübled. 

"  Ah !  it  is  too  late,"  exclaimed  the  knight ;  "  here  come 
Nowell  and  Metcaife.  The  poor  lady*s  firmness  will  be  severely 
tested." 

The  next  moment  the  magistrate  and  the  knight  came  up, 
with  such  of  their  attendants  as  were  not  engaged  in  pnrsuing 
the  witches,  several  of  whom  had  already  been  captured.  On 
seeing  Mistress  Nutter,  Sir  Thomas  Metcaife  sprang  from  his 
hörse,  and  would  have  seized  her,  but  Sir  Ealph  interposed, 
saying,  "  She  has  sürrendered  herseif  to  me.  I  will  be  answer- 
able  for  her  safe  enstody." 

"Your  pardon,  Sir  Ealph,"  observed  NoweU;  "the  arrest 
must  be  formally  made,  and  by  a  constable.  Sparshot,  execute 
your  Warrant." 

Upon  this,  the  ofl&cial,  leaping  from  his  horse,  displayed  his 
staff  and  a  piece  of  parchment  to  Mistress  Nutter,  telling  her 
she  was  his  prisoner. 

The  lady  bowed  her  head. 

"  Shan  ey  tee  her  hands,  yer  warship  ?"  demanded  the  con- 
j  stable  of  the  magistrate. 

"  On  no  account,  fellow,"  interposed  Sir  Ealph.  "  I  will  have 
no  indignity  ofEered  her.  I  have  already  said  I  will  be  respon- 
sible  for  her." 

"  You  will  recoUect  she  is  arrested  for  witchcraft,  Sir  Ealph," 
observed  NoweD. 

"  She  shall  answer  to  the  charges  brought  agadnst  her.  1 
pledge  myself  to  that,"  replied  Sir  Ealph. 

"And  by  a  füll  confession,"  said  Mistress  Nutter.  *'You 
may  pledge  yourself  to  that,  also,  Sir  Ealph." 

"  She  avows  her  guilt,"  cried  Nowell.  "  I  take  you  all  to 
witness  it." 

"  I  shall  not  forget  it,"  said  Sir  Thomas  Metcaife. 

"  Nor  I — nor  I !"  cried  Sparshot,  and  two  or  three  others  of 
the  attendants. 

"  This  girl  is  my  prisoner,"  said  Sir  Thomas  Metcaife,  dis- 
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mounting,  and  advancing  towards  Alizon.  "  She  is  a  witch,  aa 
well  as  the  rest." 

"It  is  false,"  cried  Eicliard;  "and  if  you  attempt  to  lay 
hands  upon  her,  I  will  strike  you  to  the  earth." 

"  'Sdeath !"  exclaimed  Metcalfe,  drawing  his  sword,  "  I  will 
not  let  this  insolence  pass  unpnnislied.  I  lia^e  other  affronts 
to  cliastise.     Stand  aside,  or  I  will  cnt  your  throat." 

"Hold,  Sir  Thomas,"  cried  Sir  Ralph  Assheton,  authorita- 
tively.  "  Settle  your  quarreis  hereafter,  if  you  have  any  to  ad- 
just;  but  I  will  have  no  fighting  now.  Alizon  is  no  witch.  You 
are  well  aware  that  she  was  about  to  be  impiously  and  cruelly 
sacrificed  by  Mother  Demdike,  and  her  rescue  was  the  main 
object  of  our  Coming  hither." 

"  Still  suspicion  attaches  to  her,"  said  Metcalfe ;  "  whether  she 
be  the  daughter  of  Elizabeth  Device  or  Alice  Nutter,  she  comes 
of  a  bad  stock,  and  I  protest  against  her  being  allowed  to  go 
free.  However,  if  you  are  resolved  upon  it,  I  have  nothing  more 
to  say.  I  shaÜ  find  other  time  and  place  to  ad  just  my  diffe- 
rences  with  Master  Richard  Assheton." 

"  When  you  please,  sir,"  replied  the  young  man,  sternly. 

"And  I  will  answer  for  the  propriety  of  the  course  I  have 
pursued,"  said  Sir  Ralph ;  "  but  here  comes  Nicholas  with 
Mother  Demdike." 

"  Demdike  taken !  I  am  glad  of  it,"  cried  Mother  Chattox, 
sHghtly,  raising  herseif  as  she  spoke.  "Kill  her,  or  she  will 
'scape  you." 

When  Nicholas  came  up  with  the  old  hag,  both  Sir  Ralph 
Assheton  and  Roger  Nowell  put  several  questions  to  her,  but 
she  refused  to  answer  their  interrogations ;  and,  horrified  by  her 
blasphemies  and  imprecations,  they  caused  her  to  be  removed  to 
a  short  distance,  while  a  consultation  was  held  as  to  the  course 
to  be  pursued. 

"  We  have  made  half  a  dozen  of  these  miscreants  prisoners," 
said  Roger  Nowell,  "  and  the  whole  of  them  had  better  be  taken 
to  WhaUey,  where  they  can  be  saf  ely  confined  in  the  old  dungeons 
of  the  Abbey,  and  after  their  examination  on  the  morrow  can 
be  removed  to  Lancaster  Castle." 

.  "  Be  it  so,"  replied  Sir  Ralph ;  "  but  must  yon  imfortunate 
lady,"  he  added,  pointing  to  Mistress  Nutter,  "  be  taken  with 
them  ?" 

"  Assuredly,"  replied  Nowell.  "  We  can  make  no  distinction 
among  such  offenders;  or,  if  there  are  any  degrees  in  guilt,  hers 
is  of  the  highest  class." 
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"  You  liad  better  take  leave  of  your  daughter,"  said  Sir  Ralph 
to  Mistress  Nutter. 

"  I  tliank  you  f or  the  hint,"  replied  tlie  lady.    "  Farewell,  dear 
?  Alizon/'  she  added,  straining  lier  to  her  bosom,   "  We  must  part 

»  for  some  time.     Once  more,  before  I  quit  this  world,  in  which 

I  have  played  so  wicked  a  part,  I  would  fain  look  upon  you— 
fain  bless  you,  if  I  have  the  power — ^but  this  must  be  at  the  last, 
when  my  trials  are  weU-nigh  over,  and  when  all  is  about  to  close 
upon  me !" 

"Oh!  must  it  be  thus  ?*'  exclaimed  Alizon,  in  a  voice  half 
sufEocated  by  emotion. 
♦  "  It  must,"  replied  her  mother.     "  Do  not  attempt  to  shake 

my  resolution,  my  sweet  child — do  not  weep  for  me.  Araidst 
all  the  terrors  that  Surround  me,  I  am  happier  now  than  I  have 
been  for  years.  I  shaU  strive  to  work  out  my  redemption  by 
prayers, 

"  And  you  will  succeed  !"  cried  Alizon. 

"  Not  so !"  shrieked  Mother  Demdike ;  "  the  Fiend  will  have 
his  own.  She  is  bound  to  him  by  a  compact  which  nought  can 
annul.** 

"  I  should  like  to  see  the  instrument,"  said  Potts.  "  I  might 
give  a  legal  opinion  upon  it.  Perhaps  it  might  be  avoided ; 
and  in  any  case  its  production  in  court  would  have  an  admir- 
able  efEect.  I  think  I  see  the  counsel  examining  it,  and  hear 
the  judges  calling  for  it  to  be  placed  before  them.  His  infernal 
Majesty's  signature  must  be  a  curiosity  in  its  way.  Our  gracious 
and  sagacious  monarch  would  delight  in  it." 

"  Peace !"  exclaimed  Nicholas ;  "  and  take  care,"  he  cried, 
"  that  no  further  interruptions  are  offered  by  that  infernal  hag. 
Have  you  done,  madam?"  he  added  to  Mistress  Nutter,  who  stül 
remained  with  her  daughter  f olded  in  her  arms. 

"  Not  yet,"  repUed  the  lady.  "  Oh  !  what  happiness  I  have 
thrown  away !  What  anguish — what  remorse  brought  upon 
myseK  by  the  evil  life  I  have  led !  As  I  gaze  on  this  fair  face, 
and  think  it  might  long,  long  have  brightened  my  dark  and 
desolate  life  with  its  sunshine — as  I  think  upon  all  this,  my 
fortitude  weU-nigh  deserts  me,  and  I  have  need  of  support  from 
on  high  to  carry  me  through  my  trial.  But  I  fear  it  will  be  de- 
nied  me.  Nicholas  Assheton,  you  have  the  deed  of  the  gift  of 
Eough  Lee  in  your  possession.  Henceforth  Alizon  is  mistress 
of  the  mansion  and  domains." 

"  Provided  always  they  are  not  f orf eited  to  the  Crown,  which 
I  apprehend  will  be  the  case,"  suggested  Potts. 
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"Iwill  take  care  she  is  put  in  possession  of  them,"  said 
Nicholas. 

"  As  to  you,  Ricliard,"  continued  Mistress  Nutter,  "  tlie  time 
may  come  when  your  devotion  to  my  daughter  may  be  rewarded, 
and  I  could  not  bestow  a  greater  boon  upon  you  than  by  giving 
you  her  band.  It  may  be  well  I  should  give  my  consent  now, 
and,  if  no  other  obstacle  should  arise  to  the  union,  may  she  be 
yours,  and  happiness  I  am  sure  will  attend  you !" 

Overpowered  by  conflicting  emotions,  Alizon  hid  her  face  in 
her  mother's  bosom,  and  Eichard,  who  was  almost  equally 
overcome,  was  about  to  reply,  when  Mother  Demdike  broke  upon 
them^ 

"  They  will  never  be  united !"  she  screamed.  "Never !  I  have 
said  it,  and  my  words  will  come  true.  Think'st  thou  a  witch  like 
thee  can  bless  an  union,  Alice  Nutter  ?  Thy  blessings  are  curses, 
thy  wishes  disappointments  and  despair.  Thriftless  love  shall 
be  Alizon' s,  and  the  grave  shall  be  her  bridal  bed.  The  witch's 
daughter  shall  share  the  witch's  fate." 

These  boding  words  produced  a  terrible  effect  upon  the 
hearers. 

"Heed  her  not,  my  sweet  child— she  speaks  falsely,"  said 
Mistress  Nutter,  endeavouring  to  re-assure  her  daughter ;  but 
the  tone  in  which  the  words  were  uttered  showed  that  she  her- 
self  was  greatly  alarmed. 

"I  have  cursed  them  both,  and  I  will  curse  them  again," 
yelled  Mother  Demdike. 

"Away  with  the  old  screech-owl,"  cried  Nicholas.  "Take 
her  to  the  beacon,  and,  if  she  continues  troublesome,  hurl  her 
into  the  flame.'* 

And,  notwithstanding  the  hag's  struggles  and  imprecations, 
she  was  removed. 

"  Whatever  may  betide,  Alizon,"  cried  Eichard,  "  my  life  shaU 
be  devoted  to  you ;  and  if  you  should  not  be  mine,  I  will  have 
no  other  bride.  With  your  permission,  madam,"  he  added,  to 
Mistress  Nutter,  "  I  will  take  your  daughter  to  Middleton,  where 
she  will  find  companionship  and  solace,  I.trust,  in  the  attentions 
of  my  sister,  who  has  the  strongest  afEection  for  her." 

"  I  could  wish  nothing  better,"  replied  the  lady  ;  "  and  now  to 
put  an  end  to  the  harrowing  scene.  Farewell,  my  child.  Take 
her,  Eichard,  take  her!"  she  cried,  as  she  disengaged herseif  from 
the  relaxing  embrace  of  her  daughter.  Now,  Master  NoweU,  I 
am  ready." 

"It  is  well,  madam,"  he  replied.  "You  will  join  the  other 
prisoners,  and  we  will  set  forth." 
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But  at  this  juncture  a  terrific  sliriek  was  heard,  which  drew 
all  eyes  towards  the  beacon. 

When  Mother  Demdike  liad  been  removed,  in  accordance 
witli  the  squire's  directions,  her  conduct  became  more  violent 
and  outrageous  than  ever,  and  those  who  had  charge  of  her 
threatened,  il  she  did  not  desist,  to  carry  out  the  füll  Instruc- 
tions they  had  received,  and  cast  'her  into  the  flames.  The  cid 
hag  defied  them,  and  incensed  them  to  such  a  degree  by  her 
violence  and  blasphemies,  that  they  carried  her  to  the  very  edge 
of  the  fire. 

At  this  moment  the  figure  of  a  monk,  in  mouldering  white 
habiliments,  came  from  behind  the  beacon,  and  stood  beside  the 
old  hag.  He  slowly  raised  his  hood,  and  disclosed  features  that 
looked  like  those  of  the  dead. 

"  Thy  hour  is  come,  accursed  woman  !"  cried  the  phantom,  in 
thrilling  accents.  "  Thy  term  on  earth  is  ended,  and  thou  shalt 
be  delivered  to  unquenchable  fire.  The  curse  of  Paslew  is  ful- 
filled  upon  thee,  and  will  be  fulfilled  upon  aU  thy  viperous 
brood." 

"  Art  thou  the  abbot's  shade  ?"  demanded  the  hag. 

"  I  am  thy  implacable  enemy,"  replied  the  phantom.  "  Thy 
judgment  and  thy  punishment  are  committed  to  me.  To  the 
flames  with  her  1" 

Such  was  the  awe  inspired  by  the  monk,  and  such  the  au- 
thority  of  his  tones  and  gesture,  that  the  command  was  un- 
hesitatingly  obeyed,  and  the  witch  was  cast  shrieking  into  tho 
fire. 

She  was  instantly  swallowed  up  as  in  a  gulf  of  flame,  which 
raged  and  roared,  and  shot  up  in  a  hundred  lambent  points,  as 
if  exulting  in  its  prey. 

The  wretched  creatute  was  seen  for  a  moment  to  rise  up  in  it 
in  extremity  of  anguish,  with  arms  extended,  and  uttering  a 
dreadful  yell,  but  the  flames  wreathed  round  her,  and  she  sank 
for  ever. 

When  those  who  had  assisted  at  this  fearful  execution  looked 
around  for  the  mysterious  being  who  had  commanded  it,  they 
could  nowhere  behold  him. 

Then  was  heard  a  laugh  of  gratified  hate — such  a  laugh  as  only 
a  demon,  or  one  bound  to  a  demon,  can  utter — and  the  appalled 
listeners  looked  around,  and  beheld  Mother  Chattox  standing 
behind  them. 

"  My  rival  is  gone  !"  cried  the  hag.     "  I  have  seen  the  last  of 
her.     öhe  is  bumt — ah !  ah !" 
Further  triumph  was  not  allowed  her,    With  one  accord,  and 
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as  if  prompted  by  an  in^esistible  impulse,  the  men  ruslied  upon 
her,  seized  her,  and  cast  her  into  the  fire. 

Her  wild  laughter  was  heard  for  a  moment  above  the  roaring 
of  the  flames,  and  then  ceased  altogether. 

Again  the  flame  shot  high  in  air,  again  roared  and  raged, 
again  broke  into  a  multitude  of  lambent  points,  after  which  it 
suddenlj  expired. 

All  was  darkness  on  the  simunit  of  Pendle  HiU. 

And  in  silence  and  in  gloom  scarcely  more  profoimd  than  that 
weighing  in  every  breast,  the  melancholy  troop  pursued  its  way 
to  Whalley. 
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HOGHTON  TOWEE. 
I. 

DOWNHAM    MANOB-HOTISE. 

On  a  lovely  moming,  about  the  middle  of  July,  in  tlie  same 
year  as  the  events  previouslj  narrated,  Nicholas  Assheton, 
always  astir  with  the  lark,  issued  from  his  dwelling,  and  sann- 
tered  across  the  smooth  lawn  in  front  of  it.  The  green  eminence 
on  which  he  stood  was  sheltered  on  the  right  by  a  grove  of  syca- 
mores,  forming  the  boimdary  of  the  park,  and  sloped  down  into 
a  Valley  threaded  by  a  small  clear  stream,  whose  murmuring,  as 
it  danced  over  its  pebbly  bed,  distinctly  reached  his  ear  in  the 
ßtillness  of  early  day.  On  the  left,  partly  in  the  Valley,  and 
partly  on  the  side  of  the  acclivity  on  which  the  hall  was  situated, 
nestled  the  little  village  whose  inhabitants  owned  Nicholas  as 
lord ;  and,  to  judge  from  their  habitations,  they  had  reason  to 
rejoice  in  their  master ;  for  certainly  there  was  a  cheerful  air 
about  Downham  which  the  neighbonring  hamlets,  especially 
those  in  Pendle  Forest,  sadly  wanted. 

On  the  left  of  the  mansion,  and  only  separated  from  it  by  the 
garden  walls,  stood  the  chnrch,  a  venerable  structure,  dating  back 
to  a  period  more  remote  even  than  Whalley  Abbey.  From  the 
churchyard,  a  view,  almost  similar  to  thatenjoyed  by  the  sqnire, 
was  obtained,  though  partially  interrupted  by  the  thick  rounded 
f oliage  of  a  large  tree  growing  beneath  it ;  and  many  a  traveller 
who  came  that  way  lingered  within  the  hallowed  precincts  to 
contemplate  the  prospect.  At  the  f oot  of  the  hill  was  a  small 
stone  bridge  crossing  the  stream. 

Across  the  road,  and  scarce  thirty  paces  from  the  church-gate, 

stood  a  little  alehouse,  whose  comf ortable  fireside  nook  and  good 

liquors  were  not  disdained  by  the  squire.     In  fact,  to  his  shame 

be  it  spoken,  he  was  quite  as  often  to  be  f ound  there  of  an  even- 

mg  as  at  the  hall.    This  had  more  particnlarly  been  the  case 
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smce  the  house  was  tenanted  by  Eichard  Baldwyn,  who  having 
given  up  the  mill  at  Eough  Lee,  and  taken  to  wif e  Bess  Whitaker 
of  Goldshaw  Booth,  had  removed  with  her  to  Downham,  where 
he  now  flourished  under  the  special  protection  of  the  squire. 
Bess  had  lost  none  of  her  old  habits  of  commajid,  and  it  must 
be  confessed  that  poor  Eichard  plajed  a  verj  secondarj  part  in 
the  establishment.  Nicholas,  as  maj  be  supposed,  was  permitted 
considerable  license  by  her,  but  even  he  had  limits,  which  she 
took  good  care  he  should  not  exceed. 

The  Downham  domains  were  well  cnltivated ;  the  line  of  de- 
marcation  between  them  and  the  heathj  wastes  adjoining,  being 
clearly  traced  out,  and  you  had  only  to  f oUow  the  course  of  the 
brook  to  see  at  a  glance  where  the  purlieus  of  the  forest  ended, 
and  where  Nichohts  Assheton's  property  commenced:  the  one 
being  a  dreary  moor,  with  here  and  there  a  thicket  npon  it,  but 
more  frequently  a  dangerous  morass,  covered  with  sulphur- 
coloured  moss ;  and  the  other  consisting  of  green  meadows, 
bordered  in  most  instances  by  magnificent  timber.  The  contrast, 
however,  was  not  without  its  charm ;  and  while  the  sterile  wastes 
set  off  the  fair  and  f ertile  fields  around  them,  and  enhanced  their 
beauty,  they  offered  a  wide,  uninterrupted  expanse,  over  which 
the  eye  could  ränge  at  will. 

On  the  further  side  of  the  Valley,  and  immediately  opposite 
the  lawn  whereon  Nicholas  stood,  the  ground  gradually  arose, 
until  it  reached  the  foot  of  Pendle  Hill,  which  here  assuming  its 
most  majestic  aspect,  constituted  the  grand  and  peculiar  feature 
of  the  scene.  Nowhere  could  the  lordly  eminence  be  seen  to  the 
same  advantage  as  from  this  point,  and  Nicholas  contemplated 
it  with  feelings  of  rapture,  which  no  familiarity  could  diminish. 
The  sun  shone  brightly  upon  its  rounded  summit,  and  upon  its 
seamy  sides,  revealong  all  its  rifts  and  ridges ;  adding  depth  of 
tint  to  its  dusky  soil,  laid  bare  in  places  by  the  winter  torrents  ; 
lending  new  beauty  to  its  purple  heath,  and  making  its  grey  sod 
glow  as  with  fire.  So  exhib»rating  was  the  prospect,  that  Nicholas 
feit  half  tempted  to  cross  the  valley  and  scale  the  hill  before 
breaking  his  fast ;  but  other  feelings  checked  him,  and  he  turned 
towards  the  right.  Here  beyond  a  paddock  and  some  outbuild- 
ings,  lay  the  park,  small  in  extent,  but  beautifuUy  diversified, 
well  stocked  with  deer,  and  boasting  much  noble  timber.  In  the 
midst  was  an  exquisite  knoU,  which,  besides  commanding  a  fine 
view  of  Pendle  Hill,  Downham,  and  all  the  adjacent  country, 
brought  within  its  scope,  on  the  one  hand,  the  ancient  castle  of 
Clithero  and  the  heights  overlooking  Whalley ;  and,  on  the  other, 
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tue  iovely  and  extensive  vale  throügli  which  tue  ßibble  wänÜereS: 
THis^  also,  was  a  favourite  point  of  view  with  the  squire,  an^  he 
tad  some  idea  of  Walking  towards  it,  when  he  was  arrested  by  a 
berson  who  came  from  the  house,  and  who  shoiited  to  hiÜi; 
nbarseiy  but  blithely,  to  stay. 

The  new  cbiher  was  a  nian  of  middle  age,  with  a  sMn  almost 
as  tawny  äs  a  gipsy*s,  a  hooked  nose,  black  beetling  brows,  änd 
eyes  so  strangely  set  in  his  head,  thät  they  cothmnnicat'ed  a 
sinister  expression  to  his  eountenance.  He  possessed  a  bürly 
frame,  square  and  somewhat  heavy,  thongh  not  so  much  so  as  to 
iiüpeäe  his  activity.  In  deportment  and  stature,  though  not  in. 
feature,  he  resenibjed  the  sqiiire  himself ;  änd  the  likeness  was 
Äeightened  by  his  habiliments  being  part  of  Kicholas's  old  ward- 
röbe,  the  donbiet  ahd  hose,  and  even  the  green  hat  and  boots; 
peing  those  in  which  Nicholas  inäde  his  first  appearahce  in  this 
tistory.  The  personage  who  thüs  condescended  tb  be  fed  and 
clöthed  at  the  squire's  exbense;  änd  who  filled  a  Situation  some- 
tlyng  between  guest  and  meniäl  withont  receiving  the  precise 
ätientibh  bf  the  one  or  the  wages  bf  the  other,  büt  who  lüäde 
himself  so  useful  to  Nicholas  that  he  coüld  not  dispenfee  with 
tiim — neither,  perhäps,  wonld  he  have  been  shaken  off,  even  if  it 
had  been  desired — ^was.najned  Lawrence  I'ogg,  an  ieintire  'stränger 
to  the  conntry,  whom  Nicholas  had  pickednp  ät  Colne,  aiid  whom 
he  had  invited  to  Downham  foir  a  few  weeks'  huiiting,  and  had 
hever  beeh  able  to  get  rid  of  since. 

tawrence  Fogg  liked  his  qnarters  immensely,  and  determined 
jo  remain  in  th'em ;  and  äs  a  meahs  to  so  desirable  an  end,  he 
stüdied  all  the  sqnire's  weak  jpoints  and  peculiaritiesj  and  these 
not  being  veiy  difficidt  to  be  nhderstood,  he  soon  mastered  them, 
find  mastered  the  squire  ihto  the  bargain,  but  without  allowing 
his  success  to  becoine  manifest.  Nicholas  was  delighted  to  find 
bhe  with  tastes  so  congenial  to  his  own,  who  was  so  willing  to  hunt 
or  fish  with  him — who  could  train  a  hawk  as  well  as  Phil  Royle, 
the  falconer — diet  a  fighting-coct  as  well  as  Tom  Shaw,  the  cock- 
master — enter  a  hoiind  better  than  Charlie  Crouch,  the  old  hunts- 
män — shoot  with  the  long-bow  further  than  any  one  except  him- 
iself ,  and  was  willing  to  toss  off  a  pot  with  him,  or  sing  a  merry 
stave  whenever  he  feit  inclihed.  Such  ä  cömpänion  was  invaluable, 
and  Nicholas  congratulated  himself  upon  the  discovery,  especially 
when  he  f  ound  Lawrence  Fogg  not  unwiUing  to  undertake  some 
deUcate  commissions  for  him,  which  he  could  not  well  oxccute 
himself,  and  which  he  was  unwiUing  should  reach  Mistress 
Assheton*s  ears.     These  were  managed  with  eqiial  adroitness 
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and  caution.  About  the  same  time,  too,  Nicholas  finding  money 
scarce,  and,  not  liking  to  borrow  it  in  person,  delegated  Fogg, 
and  sent  liini  round  to  his  f riends  to  ask  f  or  a  loan  ;  bat,  in  this 
instance,  the  mission  was  attended  with  very  indifferent  success, 
for  not  one  of  them  would  lend  him  so  small  a  sum  as  thirty 
pounds,  all  averring  they  stöod  in  need  of  it  quite  as  much  as 
nimself.  Thougb  somewhat  iüconvenienced  by  their  refusal, 
Nicholas  bore  the  disappointment  with  his  customary  equaniinitj, 
and  made  merry  with  his  friend,  as  if  nothing  had  happened. 
Fogg  showed  an  eqüally  aocommodating  spirit  in  all  religious 
observances,  and,  though  mach  against  his  inclination,  attend^i 
moming  iliscourses  and  lectures  with  his  patron,  and  even  made 
an  attempt  at  psalm-singing ;  but  on  one  occasion  missing  the  tune 
and  Coming  in  with  a  bacchanalian  chorus,  he  was  severely  te- 
buked  by  the  minister,  and  enjoined  to  keep  silence  in  futnre. 
Such  was  the  friendly  relation  subsisting  betweeh  the  parties 
when  they  met  together  on  the  lawn  on  thiö  morning  in 
question. 

"Well,  Pogg,*'  cried  Niöholas,  after  exchanging  sälutätions 
with  his  friend,  "what  say  you  to  hunting  the  otter  in  the 
Eibbiß  after  breakfa^t  ?  'Tis  a  rare  day  for  the  sport,  and  the 
hounds  are  in  exceUent  order.  There  is  an  old  dam  and  her 
litter  whom  we  must  kill,  for  she  has  been  playing  the  very  devil 
with  the  fish  for  a  space  of  more  than  two  miles ;  and  if  we  let 
her  off  for  another  week,  we  shall  have  neither  italmon,  trout, 
nor  umber>  as  aU  will  have  passed  down  the  maws  of  her  yoracious 
birood." 

"  And  that  wouid  be  a  pity,  in  good  sooth,  squire,"  replied 
Fogg ;  "  for  there  are  no  fish  like  those  of  the  Ribble.  Nöthing 
I  shoiild  prefer  to  the  sport  you  promise  ?  but  I  thought  you 
had  other  business  JEor  me  to-day  ?  Another  attempt  to  börrow 
nioney — eh  ?" 

"  Ay,  from  my  cousin.  Dick  Assheton,"  rejoined  Nicholas ; 
f'  he  will  lend  me  the  thirty  pounds,  I  am  quite  sure.  But  yotl 
had  better  defer  the  visit  tili  to-morrow,  when  his  father,  Sir 
Richard,  will  be  afc  Whalley,  and  when  you  can  have  him  to  yout- 
self .  Dick,  will  not  say  you  nay,  depend  on't ;  he  is  too  good  a 
fellow  for  that.  A  murrain  on  those  close-fisted  curmudgeon», 
Roger  Nowell,  Nicholas  Townley,  and  Tom  Whitaker.  They 
ought  to  be  delighted  to  oblige  me/' 

"  But  they  declare  they  have  no  money,'*  said  Fogg. 

"  No  money ! — ^pshaw !  exclaimed  Nicholas ;  "  an  idle  excuse^ 
They  have  chests  füll.    Would  I  h^d  all  Roger  Nowell's  gold,  I 
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Bhouldnot  require  another  supply  for  years.  But,  *sdeatli!  I 
will  not  trouble  myself  for  a  paätry  tliirty  pounds.'* 

"  If  I  might  venture  to  snggest,  squire,  while  you  are  abont 
it,  I  would  ask  for  a  himdred  pounds,  or  even  two  or  three 
hundred,"  said  Fogg.  "  Your  friends  will  think  all  the  better 
of  you,  and  feel  more  satisfied  you  intend  to  repay  them." 

"  Do  you  tliink  so  ?*'  cried  Nicbolas.  "  Then,  by  Plutus,  it 
sliaU  be  three  bundred  pounds — ^tbree  bundred  at  interest. 
Dick  will  bave  to  borrow  the  amount  to  lend  it  to  me ;  but,  no 
matter,  he  will  easily  obtain  it.  Harkye,  Fogg,  while  you  are  at 
Middleton,  endeavour  to  ascertain  whether  anything  has  been 
arranged  about  the  marriage  of  a  certain  young  lady  to  a  certain 
young  gentleman.  I  am  curious  to  know  the  precise  state  of 
affairs  in  that  quarter.'* 

"  I  will  arrive  at  the  truth,  if  possible,  squire,"  replied  Fogg ; 
''  but  I  should  scarcely  think  Sir  Bichard  would  assent  to  his 
Bon's  Union  with  the  ^ughter  of  a  notorious  witch." 

''  Sir  Eichard's  son  is  scarcely  likely  to  ask  Sir  Eichard's  con- 
sent," said  Nicholas ;  "  and  as  to  Mistress  Nutter,  though  heayy 
charges  have  been  brought  against  her,  nothing  has  been  proved, 
for  you  know  she  escaped,  or  rather  was  rescued,  on  her  way  to 
Lancaster  Castle." 

"  I  am  fully  aware  of  it,  squire,"  replied  Fogg ;  "  and  I  more 
than  suspect  a  worthy  friend  of  mine  had  a  band  in  her  deliver- 
ance,  and  could  teil  where  to  find  her  if  needful.  But  that  is 
neither  here  nor  there.  The  lady  is  quite  innocent,  I  dare  say, 
Indeed,  I  am  quite  sure  of  it  since  you  espouse  her  cause  so 
warmly.  But  the  world  is  malicious,  and  stränge  things  are  re- 
ported  of  her." 

"  Heed  not  the  world,  Fogg,"  rejoined  Nicholas.  "  The 
World  speaks  well  of  no  man,  be  his  deserts  what  they  may. 
The  world  says,  that  I  waste  my  estate  in  wine,  women,  and 
horseflesh — ^that  I  spend  time  in  pleasures  which  might  be  pro- 
fitably  employed — that  I  neglect  my  wife,  forget  my  religious 
obseryances,  am  on  horseback  when  I  should  be  afoot,  at  the 
alehouse  when  I  should  be  at  home,  at  a  marriage  when  I  should 
be  at  a  funeral,  shooting  when  I  should  be  keeping  my  books — 
in  Short,  it  has  not  a  good  word  to  say  for  me.  And  as  for 
thee,  Fogg,  it  says  thou  art  an  idle,  good-for-nothing  f ellow ; 
or,  if  thou  art  good  for  aught,  it  is  only  for  something  that 
leads  to  evil.  It  says  thou  drinkest  prodigiously,  liest  con- 
foundedly,  and  swearest  most  profanely;  that  thou  art  ever 
more  ready  to  go  to  the  alehouse  than  to  church,  and  that  none 
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of  the  girls  can  'scape  tliee.  Naj,  the  slanderers  even  go  so  &r 
as  to  assert  thou  wouldst  not  hesitate  to  saj,  'Stand  and 
deliver  !*  to  a  true  man  on  the  highway.  That  is  what  the  World 
sajs  of  thee.  But,  hang  it !  never  look  chapfallen,  man.  Let 
IIS  go  to  the  Stahles,  and  then  we  will  in  to  breakfast ;  after 
which  we  will  proceed  to  the  Eibble,  and  spear  the  old  otter." 

A  fine  old  manorial  residence  was  DownhaSn,  and  beaatifullj 
situated,  as  has  been  shown,  on  a  woodj  eminence  to  the  north 
of  Pendle  Hill.  It  was  of  great  antiquitj,  and  first  came  into 
the  possession  of  the  Assheton  familj  in  1558.  Oonsiderable 
additions  had  been  made  to  it  bj  its  present  owner,  Nicholas, 
and  the  outlaj  necessarilj  reqnired,  combined  with  his  lavish 
ezpenditnre,  had  contributed  to  embarrass  him.  The  stables 
were  large,  and  füll  of  horses ;  the  kenneis  on  the  same  scale, 
and  equallj  well  supplied  with  hoimds ;  and  there  was  a  princely 
retinue  of  servants  in  the  yard — grooms,  keepers,  f^coners, 
huntsmen,  and  their  assistants — to  saj  nothing  of  their  fellows 
within  doors.  In  short,  if  it  had  been  your  fortune  to  ac- 
company  the  squire  and  his  friend  round  the  premises — ^if  you 
had  walked  through  the  stables  and  counted  the  horses — ^if  you 
had  Tiewed  the  kenneis  and  examined  the  yarious  hounds — ^the 
great  Lancashire  dogs,  tall,  shaggy,  and  heavy,  a  race  now 
extinct ;  the  Worcestershire  hounds,  then  also  in  much  repute ; 
the  greyhounds,  the  harriers,  the  beagles,  the  lurchers,  and, 
lastly,  the  verminers,  or,  as  we  should  caLL  them,  the  terriers — ^if 
you  had  seen  all  these,  you  would  not  have  wondered  that 
money  was  scarce  with  him.  Still  further  would  your  surprise 
at  such  a  consequence  have  diminished  if  you  had  gone  on  to 
the  falconry,  and  seen  on  the  perches  the  goshawk  and  her 
tercel,  the  sparrowhawk  and  her  musket,  under  the  care  of  the 
ostringer ;  and  further  on  the  falcon-gentle,  the  gerfalcon,  the 
lanner,  the  merlin,  and  the  hobby,  all  of  which  were  attended 
to  by  the  head  falconer.  It  would  have  done  you  good  to  hear 
Nicholas  inquiring  from  his  men  if  they  had  ''  set  out  their 
birds  that  moming,  and  weathered  them ;"  if  they  had  mummy 
powder  in  readiness,  then  esteemed  a  sovereign  remedy ;  if  the 
lures,  hoods,  jesses,  buets,  and  all  other  needful  furniture  were 
in  good  Order;  and  if  the  meat  were  sweet  and  wholesome.  You 
might  next  have  f oUowed  him  to  the  pens  where  the  fighting 
cocks  were  kept,  and  where  you  would  have  f  ound  another  source 
of  expense  in  the  cock-master,  Tom  Shaw — ^a  knave  who  not 
only  got  high  wages  from  his  master,  but  understood  so  well  the 
dieting  of  his  birds  tibat  h»  oofoiä  nttke  them  win  or  lose  a 
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battle  as  he  thought  proper.  Here,  again,  Nicliola^  had  mucli 
to  say,  and  was  iu  raptures  with  one  cpck,  which  he  told  Fogg 
he  would  back  to  any  amoiint,  utterlj  unconscious  of  a 
lögnificant  look  that  passe4  betwßen  his  friend  and  the  cock- 
master. 

"  Look  at  him,"  cried  the  squire ;  "  how  proud  ai^d  erect  he> 
Stands !  His  head  is  as  small  as  that  of  a  sparrowhawk,  his  eye 
hprge  and  quick,  his  body  thick,  his  leg  streng  in  the  bean^,  and 
hi9  spurs  long,  rough,  and  ßharp.  That  is  the  bi|*4  for  me.  I 
•fnll  take  him  oyer  to  the  cockpit  at  frescot  next  week,  and 
n^tch  him  against  any  bird  Sir  John  Talbqt,  or  my  cousii^ 
ißraddyll,  can  bring." 

"  And  yo'n  win,  squoire,"  replied  the  cock-master ;  "  ey  l^a' 
beßn  feedin'  him  these  five  weeks,  so  he'U  be  i'  rare  condition 
then,  and  winna  fail  yp.  Yo  may  lay  what  yo  loike  upon  liim/' 
he  added,  with  a  sly  wink  at  Fogg. 

^*Tou  may  win  the  thirty  poiji^ds  yon  want,"  obseryed  the 
latter,  in  a  low  tone,  to  the  squire. 

"  Ör,  iftayhap  lose  it,"  yeplied  Nichplas.  "  I  shall  not  risk  so 
much,  unless  I  get  the  three  hundred  from  Dick  Assheton.  J 
have  been  unlucky  of  late.  You  beat  me  co^^stantly  at  tables 
now,  Fogg,  and  when  I  first  knew  you  this  was  i^pt  wont  to  be 
the  case.  Nay,  never  make  any  excuses,  man ;  you  cannot  help 
it.    Let  US  in  to  breakfast." 

With  this  he  proceeded  towards  the  house,  followed  by  Fogg 
^,^ß.  a  CQupJe  pf  Jaf ge  JJancashire  hounds,  and,  ente|dng  at  thp 
bgpk  pf  the  premises,  made  his  way  through  the  ecuUery  i^to 
the  kitcjieij.  '  Here  thpre  were  pje^tif vil  evidences  of  the  hospi- 
tality,  i^ot  tP  s^y  profusipn,  reigning  throiighqnt  the  mansion. 
Ap  ope^i  door  showed  a  la^^r  stoc^ed  with  all  kinds  of  pro- 
vippns,  gjid  befpre  the  fire  joints  of  pieat  and  poultry  weye 
rpasting.  Pies  were  taking  ii^  tjie  oyen :  and  oyer  tlie  flames, 
iflL  the  cl^imney,  was  suspended  a  black  pot,  large  enough  f  pr  a 
vitch*s  caldron.  The  cook  was  bji^ßied  in  preparing  for  the 
gridiron  some  fjreshly-caught  trput,  intended  for  the  squire*s  own 
bpeakf  ast ;  and  a  kitchei^-inaid  was  toasting  oatcakes,  of  which 
t^re  was  a  large  supply  in  the  bread-flake  depending  from  the 
ciBiling. 

Casting  a  lopk  axound,  and  exchanging  a  few  words  with  the 
Cook)  Nicholas  moved  on^  still  f pjlowed  by  Fogg  and  the  hounds, 
ai^d,  trackii^g  a  long  stone  pß,ssage,  entered  the  great  hall.  Here 
the  same  ^isprde?:  and  irregularity  prevailed  as  in  his  own 
gha^actei:  ax}4  C9gdupt.    4^  ^Y^  litter  ^d  cpnf usion.    Aroi^id 
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the  walls  were  liung  breastplates  and  buff-coats,  morions,  shields, 
and  two-handed  swords ;  tut  they  were  half  hidden  by  fishing- 
nets,  fowling-nets,  dogs'  collars,  saddles  and  bridles,  nousings, 
crpss-bows,  long-bows,  quivers,  baldricks,  hoims,  spears,  guns,  and 
every  other  implement  then  nsed  in  tbe  sports  of  tbe  river  or 
the  field.  The  floor  was  in  an  equal  state  of  disorder.  ^e 
rushes  wefe  Slled  with  half-gnawed  bones,  brought  thit|ier  by 
the  hoimds ;  afid  ^  o^ie  come^,  on  a  mat,  waß  a  favpurite  spaniel 
and  her  whelps.  The  squire,  however,  was,  happily,  insensit)le 
to  Üie  conditipn  of  the  Chamber,  a;id  looked  around  i^  with  an 
air  of  satisf action,  as  if  he  thongjit  it  the  perfection  of  comf ort. 

A  t^-hle  was  jspread  for  breakfast,  near  a  window  looking  oi^|j 
upon  the  lawn,  and  two  Covers  only  were  laid,  for  Mist^es^ 
Nicholas  Assheton  did  not  make  her  appearance  at  this  early 
hour.  And  now  was  exhibited  one  of  those  stränge  contra4io- 
tipns  qf  which  the  squire's  character  was  cpnxposed.  Kneeling 
down  by  the  side  of  the  table,  and  without  noticing  tjie  mocking 
expression  of  Fogg's  countenance  as  he  foUowed  his  example, 
Nicholas  prayedloudly  and  fervently  for  upwards  of  tcnminutes, 
after  which  he  arose  and  gave  a  shout  which  proved  that  his 
lungs  were  iinimpaired,  and  not  only  roused  the  whole  house, 
but  set  all  the  dogs  barking. 

Presently  a  couple  of  serving-men  answered  this  lusty  smn- 
mons,  and  the  table  was  covered  with  good  and  substantiell 
dishes,  which  he  and  bis  companion  attacked  with  a  vigour  such 
as  only  the  most  valiant  trencherman  can  display.  Already  hap 
it  been  remarked  that  a  b]reak&»st  at  the  period  in  question  re- 
sembled  a  modern  dinner ;  and  better  proof  could  not  baye  t>ee^ 
afforded  of  the  correctness  of  the  descriptipn  than  the  meal 
under  discussion,  which  comprised  fish,  fleshi,  and  fow|,  bpiled, 
broiled,  and  roast,  together  with  stroug  ale  and  sack.  After  a^ 
hour  thus  agreeably  employed,  and  while  they  were  still  seated, 
though  breakfast  had  pretty  nearly  come  to  an  end,  a  serring- 
man  entered,  announcing  Master  Eichard  Sherborne,  of  Dunnow. 
The  squire  instantly  sprang  to  his  feet,  and  hastened  to  welcome 
his  bröther-in-law. 

"  Ah !  good-day  to  you,  Dick,"  h^  cried,  shaking  him  heartily 
by  the  band ;  "  what  happy  chance  brings  youhere  so  early  ?  But 
flrst  sit  down  and  eat — eat,  and  talk  afterwards.  Here  Eoger, 
Harry,  bring  another  platter  and  napkin,  and  let  us  have  more 
broiled  trout  and  a  cold  capon,  a  pasty,  or  whatever  you  can  find 
in  the  larder.  Try  some  of  this  gammon  meanwhile,  Dick.  It 
jrill  hßlp  ioym  a  can  of  ale,    AniJ  riow  what  brings  theo  hither, 
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lad  ?  Pressing  business,  no  doubt.  Thou  mayest  speak 
before  Fogg.  I  bave  no  secrets  from  him.  He  is  my  second 
seif." 

"  I  bave  no  secrets  to  divulge,  Nicholas,"  replied  Sberbome, 
"  and  I  will  teil  yon  at  once  what  I  am  come  about.  Have  you 
heard  that  the  king  is  about  to  visit  Hoghton.  Tower  in 
August  ?" 

"No;  this  is  news  to  me,"  replied  Nicbolas:  "does  your 
business  relate  to  bis  visit  ?" 

"  It  does,"  replied  Sherbome.  "  Last  night  a  messenger  came 
to  me  from  Sir  Eicbard  Hoghton,  entreating  me  to  move  you  to  do 
him  the  favour  and  courtesy  to  attend  him  at  the  king's  coming, 
and  wear  his  livery." 

"  I  wear  his  livery !"  exclaimed  Nicholas,  indignantly. 
**  'Sdeath !  what  do  you  take  me  for,  cousin  Dick  ?" 

"  For  a  right  good  fellow,  who  I  am  sure  will  comply  with  his 
friend's  request,  especiaUy  when  he  finds  there  is  no  sort  of 
degradation  in  it,"  replied  Sherbome.  "  Why,  I  shall  wear  Sir 
Richard's  cloth,  and  so  will  several  others  of  our  friends.  There 
wül  be  rare  doings  at  Hoghton— masquings,  mummings,  and  aU 
sorts  of  revels,  besides  hunting,  shooting,  racing,  wrestling,  and 
the  devil  knows  what.  You  may  feast  and  carouse  to  your 
heart's  content.  The  Dukes  of  Buckingham  and  Richmond  will 
be  there,  and  the  Earls  of  Nottingham  and  Pembroke,  and  Sir 
Gilbert  Hoghton,  the  king's  great  favourite,  who  mamed  the 
Duchess  of  Buckingham's  sister.  Besides  these,  you  will  have 
all  the  beauty  of  Lancashire.  I  would  not  miss  the  sight  for 
thirty  pounds." 

"  Thirty  pounds  !"  echoed  Nicholas,  as  if  Struck  with  a 
sudden  thought.  "  Do  you  think  Sir  Thomas  Hoghton  would 
lend  me  that  sum  if  I  consent  to  wear  his  cloth,  and  attend 
him?" 

"  I  have  no  doubt  of  it,"  replied  Sherbome ;  and  if  he  won't 
I  will." 

"  Then  I  will  put  my  pride  iuto  my  pocket,  and  go,"  said 
Nicholas.  "  And  now,  Dick,  despatch  your  breakfast  as  quickly 
as  you  can,  and  then  I  will  take  you  to  the  Eibble  and  show  you 
some  sport  with  an  otter." 

Sherbome  was  not  long  in  concluding  his  repast,  and  having 
received  an  otter  spear  from  the  squire,  who  had  already  pro- 
vided  himself  and  Fogg  with  like  weapons,  aU.  three  adjoumed 
to  the  kenneis,  where  they  foimd  the  old  huntsman,  Charlie 
Crouch,  awaiting  them,  attended  by  f our  stout  varlets,  armed 
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with  forked  staves,  meant  f or  the  double  purpose  of  beating  the 
river's  banks,  and  strikiiig  the  poor  beast  they  were  about  to 
hiint,  and  each  man  having  a  couple  of  honnds,  well  entered  for 
the  chase,  in  leash.  Old  Crouch  was  a  thin,  grej-bearded 
fellow,  but  possessed  of  a  tough,  muscular  frame,  which  served 
him  quite  as  well  in  the  long  run  as  the  younger,  and  apparently 
more  Tigorous,  limbs  of  his  assistants.  His  cheek  was  hale,  and 
his  eye  still  bright  and  quick,  and  a  certain  fierceness  was  im- 
parted  to  his  countenance  by  a  large  aquiline  nose.  He  was 
attired  in  a  greasy  leathem  jerkin,  tight  hose  of  the  same 
materialy  and  had  a  bügle  suspended  from  his  neck,  and  a  sharp 
hunting-knife  thrust  into  his  girdle.  In  his  hand  he  bore  a 
spear  like  his  master,  and  was  followed  by  a  grey  old  lurcher, 
who,  though  wanting  an  ear  and  an  eye,  and  disfigured  by 
sundry  scars  on  throat  and  back,  was  hardy,  untiring,  and 
sagacious.  This  ancient  dog  was  called  Qrip,  from  his  tenacity 
in  holding  anything  he  set  his  teeth  upon ;  and  he  and  Crouch 
were  inseparable. 

Great  was  the  damour  occasioned  by  the  squire's  appearance 
in  the  yard.  The  coupled  hounds  gave  tongue  at  once,  and 
sang  out  most  melodiously,  and  all  the  other  dogs  within  the 
kenneis,  or  röaming  at  will  about  the  yard,  joined  the  concert. 
After  much  swearing,  cracking  of  whips,  and  yelping  consequent 
upon  the  cracking,  süence  was  in  some  degree  restored,  and  a 
consultation  was  tilien  held  betweeu  Nicholas  and  Crouch  as  to 
where  their  steps  should  first  be  bent.  The  old  huntsman  was 
for  drawing  the  river  near  a  place  called  Bean  Hill  Wood,  as 
the  trees  thereabouts,  growing  close  to  the  water's  edge,  it  was 
pretty  certain  the  otter  would  have  her  couch  amid  the  roots  of 
some  of  them.  This  was  objected  to  by  one  of  the  varlets,  who 
declared  that  the  beast  lodged  in  a  hoÜow  tree,  standing  on  a 
bank  nearly  a  mile  higher  u^  the  stream,  and  dose  by  the  point 
of  jimction  between  Swanside  Beck  and  the  Eibble.  He  was 
certain  of  the  fact,  he  avouched,  because  he  had  noticed  her 
marks  on  the  moist  grass  near  the  tree. 

"  Hoo  goes  theere  to  fish,  mon  ?"  cried  Crouch,  "  for  it  is  the 
natur  o'  the  wary  varmint  to  feed  at  a  distance  fro'  her  lodgin ; 
boh  ey'm  sure  we  shan  leet  on  her  among  the  roots  o*  them  big 
trees  o'erhanging  th*  river  near  Bean  Hill  Wood,  an*  if  the 
squire  *11  tay  my  advice,  he'n  go  theere  first." 

"  I  put  myself  entirely  under  your  guidance,  Crouch,"  said 
Nicholas. 

"  An'  yo'n  be  aw  reet,  sir,"  replied  the  huntsman ;  **  we'n 
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l)eat  tbe  boi^ks  ved,  q.^'  two  o'  tliese  chaps  shan  go  up  the 
stream,  an'  two  down,  one  o'  one  side,  an'  on^  o'  t'other ;  an- 
i'  tliat  jnanjier  hoo  canna  escape  us,  fo*  Grip  can  swim  an'  dive 
08  weel  as  onny  ottei:  i'  aisr  Englondghiar,  an'  he'a  be  effcer  her 
anji  her  litter  the  moi?ie;it  ^bey  tat  to  t'  wotur.  Some  folk,  ok 
:pciaybe  yo  ha'  seei^,  squoire,  tai:  hpwd  qn  a  cord  by  both  eends,' 
Qnd  droppin  it  in^o  t'  river,  4l^9.w  it  slowly  ajong,  so  that  they 
can  teil  by  th'  jerk  when  th*  pttßf  touche^  it ;  boh  tliis  is  an 
onsartm  mßthoa,  an'  is  npwt  like  Grip's  pli^n,  for  wherever  yp 
see  him  swimmin,  t'other  bea@t  yo  may  be  siqre  is  nah  ^ 
^ead." 

"  A  brave  dog,  but  cpnfoujidedly  ugly  1"  exclaimed  the 
squire,  regarding  the  old  one-eared,  one-eyed  lurcher  with 
^lingled  admiration  and  disgust;  "  and  now  that  all  is  ar- 
ranged,  let  us  be  off." 

Accordingly  they  quitted  the  coiirt-yard,  and,  shaping  their 
pourse  in  the  direction  indicated  by  the  huntsman,  entered  the 
park,  and  proceeded  along  a  glade,  checkered  by  Ihe  early  sun- 
beams.  Here  thp  noise  they  nia4e  in  their  progress  speedily 
disturbed  a  herd  of  deer  browsiiig  beneath  the  trees,  and,  as  the 
dappled  f oresters  darted  off  to  a  thicker  coyert,  great  difficulty 
was  experienced  by  the  varlets  in  restraining  the  hounds,  who 
ßtruggled  eagerly  to  foUow  them,  and  made  the  welkin  resound 
wUh  theiy  ba^iiig- 

"  Tondey  is  a  tajl  fellow,"  cried  Nicholas,  pointing  out  a 
noble  buc]£  to  Crouch ;  "  I  jnust  kill  him  next  week,  for  I  want 
to  @end  a  jiaunch  of  venison  to  Middleton,  and  another  tö 
WWley  A-bbey  for  Sir  Ealph." 

"  Better  hiwt  hijn,  squoire,"  eaid  Orouch ;  "  he  will  gi'  yp 

gpodsport-" 

3pq^  after  this  they  attained  an  eminence,  where  a  charming 

ßyeep  pf  country  opened  upon  them,  includrag  the  finest  part 

of  Eibblesdale,  with  its  richly-wooded  plains,  and  the  swift  and 

b^9'Utifi4  river  from  which  it  derived  its  name.     The  view  was 

enchanting,  and  the  squire  and  his  companions  paused  for  a 

monjient  to  conteniplate  it,  and  then,  stepping  gleefully  f orward, 

inade  their  way  oyer  the  elastic  turf  towards  a  small  thicket 

skirting  the  park.     All  were  in  high  spirits,  for  the  freshness 

and  beauty  of  the  morning  had  not  been  without  effeet,  and  the 

squire's  tongue  kept  pace  with  his  legs  as  he  strode  briskly 

^qp.g ;  but  as  they  entered  the  thicket  in  question,  and  caught 

sight  of  the  river  through  the  trees,  the  old  huntsman  enjoined 

sU^oe,  ßjid  be  was  obliged  to  put  a  check  upon  his  loquacity. 
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When  within  a  bow-shot  from  tlie  water,  the  party  came  to  a» 
halt,  and  two  of  the  men  were  directed  by  Crouch  to  cross  the 
stream  at  difEerent  points,  and  then  commence  beating  the 
banks^  while  the  other  two  were  ordered  to  pursue  a  like  coursß, 
but  to  keep  ou  the  near  side  of  the  river.  The  hounds  w^xß 
next  nncoupled,  and  the  men  set  off  to  execnte  the  ordeys  they 
l^ad  received,  and  soon  afterwards  the  crashing  qf  branches,  and 
the  splashing  of  water,  accompanied  by  the  deep  bayi^g  qf  the 
hounds,  told  they  were  at  work. 

Meanwhile,  Nicholas  and  the  pthers  had  not  remained  idle. 
Afl  the  yariets  Struck  off  in  different  directions,  they  we4t 
straight  on,  and  forcing  their  way  through  the  brushwpo4, 
came  to  a  high  bank  oTerlooking  the  Eibble,  on  the  top  of 
which  grew  tboree  or  four  large  trees,  whose  roots,  laid  bare  on 
the  further  side  by  the  swoUen  currents  of  winter,  formed  ^ 
conyenient  resting-place  f or  the  fish-loving  creature  they  hoped 
to  surprise.  Eeceiving  a  hint  from  Croi^ch  to  make  foy  the 
central  tree,  Nicholas  gr^ped  his  spear,  and  sprang  forward ; 
but,  quick  as  he  was,  he  was  too  late,  though  he  saw  enough  to 
convince  hipi  that  the  crafy  old  huntsflmn  had  been  correct  in 
his  judgment ;  for  a  da^k,  slimy  object  dropped  from  out  the 
roots  of  the  tree  beneath  hiim,  Oiud  glided  into  t^e  water  as 
swiftly  and  as  ifipiselessly  aß  i|  its  skin  had  beqn  oiled.  A  f ew 
Dubbles  rose  to  the  sm*iace  of  t]ie  water,  but  these  were  all  the 
i^^cations  marking  the  course  of  the  wondrous  diyer. 

!put  ptjier  eyes,.  sharper  th^iU  thpse  of  Nichola?,  were  on  the 
wq.tch,  and  the  old  hujitsinan  ehouted  out,  "  There  hoo  goes, 
(irip — efter  her,  lad,  efter  her!"  The  words  were  scarcely 
utteriQd  when  the  dpg  sprang  from  the  top  of  the  bank  and  sank 
^hder  the  inrater.  For  sppie  seppndö  np  trace  coT4d  be  observed 
of  either  anima},  aqid  then  the  shaggy  nose  of  the  lurcher  w^s 
Seen  nearly  ^y  jax^  higher  up  the  river,  and  after  sniffing 
around  for  ^,  mppQjßnt,  and  fixing  his  si^gle  eye  pn  his  master, 
who  was  Standing  on  the  bank,  aud  encouraging  him  with  his 
yoice  a>j^d  gestmrp,  he  dived  again. 

"  Stition  ypurselTes  op.  the  ba^k,  fifty  paces  apart,"  cried 
Prouch,  ."  ruii,  run,  pr  yo'n  be  top  late,  an'  strike  os  quick  os 
ieet  if  yoVe  a  chaQce.  Stay  wheere  you  are,  squoire,"  he  added, 
to  Nicholas.     "  Yp  canna  be  better  placed." 

All  was  now  animation  and  excitement.  Perceiving  from  the 
noise  that  the  otter  had  been  f ound,  the  four  varlets  hastened 
towards  the  sc^ne  of  actipn,  and,  by  their  shouts  and  the  clatte^ 
pf  their  staves^  contributed  gre^^tly  tp  its  ßpirft.    Two  were  pn 
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one  side  of  the  stream,  and  two  on  the  other,  and  up  to  tliis 
moment  the  hounds  were  similarly  separated ;  bnt  now  most  of 
them  had  taken  to  the  water,  some  swimming  about,  others 
Standing  np  to  the  middle  in  the  shallower  part  of  the  current, 
watching  with  keen  gaze  f  or  the  appearance  of  their  anticipated 
victim. 

Having  descended  the  bank,  Nicholas  had  so  placed  himself 
among  the  huge  twisted  roots  of  the  tree,  that  if  the  otter, 
alarmed  by  the  presence  of  so  many  f  oes,  and  unable  to  escape 
either  up  or  down  the  river,  should  retum  to  her  conch,  he 
made  certain  of  striking  her.  At  first  there  seemed  little 
Chance  of  such  an  occurrence,  for  Fogg,  who  had  gone  a 
hundred  yards  higher  up,  suddenly  dashed  into  the  stream,  and 
plunging  his  spear  into  the  mud,  cried  out  that  he  had  hit  the 
beast ;  bat  the  next  moment,  when  he  drew  the  weapon  f orth, 
and  exhibited  a  large  rat  which  he  had  transüzed,  his  mistake 
excited  much  merriment. 

Old  Crouch,  meantime,  did  not  suffer  his  attention  to  be 
drawn  from  his  dog.  Every  now  and  then  he  saw  him  come  to 
the  surface  to  breathe,  but  as  he  kept  within  a  short  distance, 
though  rising  at  different  points,  the  old  huntsman  feit  certain 
the  otter  had  not  got  away,  and  having  the  utmost  reliance  upon 
Grip's  perseverance  and  sagacity,  he  feit  confident  he  woidd 
bring  the  quarry  to  him  if  the  thing  were  possible.  The  varlets 
kept  up  an  incessant  clatter,  beating  the  water  with  their  staves, 
and  Casting  large  stones  intö  it,  while  the  hounds  bayed 
furiously,  so  that  the  poor  fugitive  was  tumed  on  whichever 
side  she  attempted  a  retreat. 

While  this  was  going  on,  Nicholas  was  cautioned  by  the 
huntsman  to  look  out,  and  scarcely  had  the  admonition  reached 
him  than  the  sleek  shining  body  of  the  otter  emerged  from  the 
water,  and  wreathed  itself  among  the  roots.  The  squire  in- 
stantly  dealt  a  blow  which  he  expected  to  prove  fatal,  but  his 
mortification  was  excessive  when  he  found  he  had  driven  the 
spear-head  so  deeply  into  the  tree  that  he  could  scarcely  dis- 
engage  it,  while  an  almost  noiseless  plunge  told  that  his  prey 
had  escaped.  Almost  at  the  same  moment  that  the  poor 
hunted  beast  had  sought  its  old  lodging,  the  untiring  lurcher 
had  appeared  at  the  edge  of  the  bank,  and,  as  the  former  again 
went  down,  he  dived  likewise. 

Secretly  laughing  at  the  squire' s  failure,  the  old  huntsman 
prepared  to  take  advantage  of  a  similar  opportunity  if  it  should 
present  itself,  and  with  this  yiew  ensconced  himself  behind  a 
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pollard  willow,  wliich  stood  close  beside  the  stream,  and  wlience 
ne  could  watch  closely  all  tliat  passed,  without  being  exposed 
to  view.  The  prudence  of  the  step  was  soon  manifest.  After 
the  lapse  of  a  few  seconds,  dnring  which  neither  dog  nor  otter 
had  risen  to  breathe,  a  slight,  verj  slight,  undnlation  was  per- 
oeptible  on  the  surface  of  the  water.  Crouch's  grasp  tightened 
upon  his  staff — ^he  waited  another  moment — ^then  dashed  for- 
ward,  Struck  down  his  spear,  and  raised  it  aloft,  with  the  x>oor 
Otter  transfixed  and  writhing  lipon  its  point. 

Loudlj  and  exnltinglj  did  the  old  man  shout  at  his  triumph, 
and  lou(Üy  were  his  vociferations  answered  by  the  others.  All 
flew  to  the  spot  where  he  was  standing,  and  the  hounds, 
gathering  roimd  him,  yelled  f  uriously  at  the  otter,  and  showed 
every  disposition  to  tear  her  in  pieces,  if  they  could  get  at  her. 
Kicking  the  noisiest  and  fiercest  of  them  out  of  the  way,  CSrouch 
approached  the  river's  brink,  and  lowered  the  spear-head  tili  it 
came  within  reach  of  his  favourite  Grip,  who  had  not  yet  come 
out  of  the  water,  but  stood  within  his  depth,  with  his  one  red 
eye  fixed  on  the  enemy  he  had  so  hotly  pursued,  and  fully  ex- 
pecting  his  reward.  It  now  came ;  his  sharp  teeth  instantly 
met  in  the  otter's  throat,  and  when  CSrouch  swung  them  both  in 
the  air,  he  still  maintained  his  hold,  showing  how  well  he  de- 
served  his  name,  nor  could  he  be  disengaged  until  long  after 
the  sufferings  of  the  tortured  animal  had  ceased. 

To  say  that  Nicholas  was  neither  chagrined  at  his  ill  success, 
nor  jealous  of  the  old  huntsman's  superior  skill,  would  be  to 
affirm  an  untruth ;  but  he  put  the  best  face  he  could  upon  the 
matter,  and  praised  Grip  very  highly,  alleging  that  the  whole 
merit  of  the  hunt  rested  with  him.  Old  Crouch  let  hJTn  go  on, 
and  when  he  had  done,  quietly  observed  that  the  otter  they  had 
destroyed  was  not  the  one  they  came  in  search  of ,  as  they  had 
seen  nothing  of  her  litter ;  and  that,  most  likely,  the  beast  that 
had  done  so  much  mischief  had  her  lodging  in  the  hollow  tree 
near  the  Swanside  Beck,  as  described  by  the  varlet,  and  he 
wished  to  know  whether  the  s^uire  would  like  to  go  and  himt 
her.  Nicholas  replied  that  he  was  quite  willing  to  do  so,  and 
hoped  he  should  have  better  luck  on  the  second  occasion ;  and 
with  this  they  set  forward  again,  taking  their  way  along  the 
side  of  the  stream,  beating  the  banks  as  they  went,  but  without 
rousing  anything  beyond  an  occasional  water-rat,  which  was 
killed  almost  as  soon  as  found  by  Grip. 

Somehow  or  other,  without  any  one  being  aware  what  led  to 
it,  the  conversation  feil  upon  the  two  old  witches,  Mothers 
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Demdike  änd  CHattöx,  aiid  the  strahge  inaniier  jn  whicli  tüfeit 
bareer  had  terminated  on  the  srüninit  o{  Pendle  "Hill — ^if ,  indeeä; 
it  could  be  said  to  have  terminated,  when  their  spirits  were 
re^brted  to  haunt  the  spot,  and  might  be  seen,  it  was  asserted, 
at  ihidnight,  flitting  round  the  beacon,  and  shriekihg  dismally. 
The  restless  shades  tvere  pursued,  it  was  added,  by  the  figiirö  oi 
a  inonk  in  whitiB  mouldering  robes,  supposed  to  be  the  ghost  6i 
Paslew.  It  was  dif&cult  to  nnderstand  how  these  apparitions 
could  be  witnessed,  sihce  no  ohe,  even  for  a  rewärd,  could  be 
prevailiBd  uJ)oil  to  ascend  Pehdle  Hill  after  nightMl ;  btit  the 
skepherds  affirined  they  had  seen  them  froin  belötv,  änd  thät 
wks  testimony  sufficient  to  shake  the  most  sceptical.  Öne 
iingular  circumstance  was  inentioiied,  which  must  not  be  j)ässed 
by  withoüt  iibtice  ;  and  this  was,  thät  when  the  cinders  of  the 
eitinct  beacon-flre  cäihe  to  be  examined,  no  remains  whatever 
öl  thb  two  hagö  feöüld  be  disicövered,  thoügh  the  ashes  T^re 
CÄrefuUy  sifted,  and  it  wää  quite  certain  that  the  flaines  had 
expired  long  b'efote  their  bodies  cbtild  be  consumed.  The 
expläiiätiöil  atteiüpt'ed  för  this  märvel  was,  that  Satäü  häd 
öattied  thein  öff  while  yet  liviüg,  fö  finish  their  cbmbiisUon  id 
ä  still  more  fiety  regibn. 

Mention  of  Mother  Demdike  liaturälly  led  to  her  grahdson, 
JiBin  Device;  Whb,  hatitig  eseäped  iil  a  remarkabl'e  männer  öh 
the  night  in  questioii,  notwithstanding  thb  hue  and  cry  made 
after  hini,  had  not,  as  yet,  been  captured,  though  he  had  been 
öccäsionallt  seeii  at  night,  and  undeir  pecüliai:  circunistalices,  by 
varioüs  individuals,  aiid  amongst  others  by  old  Croüch,  Vhc, 
hbweVer,  decläred  he  had  been  unable  to  lay  hands  upoh  him. 

Allusioh  was  then  made  to  Mistress  Nutter,  whereupon  it  was 
observed  thät  thb  squire  changed  the  conversation  quickly  j  while 
sündig  sly  wihks  ahd  shrugs  were  exchanged  ämoilg  the  varlets 
of  the  kennel,  seeming  tb  intimate  that  they  knew  more  about 
the  matter  than  they  cared  to  adinit.  Nothing  more,  however, 
was  elicited  than  that  the  escort  cbnducting  het  to  Lancaster 
Castle,  together  with  the  other  witches,  after  their  examination 
beföre  the  magistrates  at  Whalley,  and  committal,  had  been 
attacked,  while  it  was  passing  through  a  woody  defile  in  Bow- 
land  Forest,  by  a  party  bf  men  in  the  garb  of  foresters,  and  the 
lady  ßet  free.  Nor  had  she  been  heard  of  since.  What  made 
this  rescue  the  ihore  extraordinaty  was,  that  none  of  the  other 
witches  were  liberated  at  the  same  tinie,  but  some  of  them  whö 
seemed  disposed  to  take  advantage  bf  the  favourable  interposi- 
tiöto;  and  endeavoured  tb  get  äway;  were  brought  back  by  the 
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föresters  to  tlie  officers  of  justice  ;  thus  clearly  ptovlng  that  the 
attempt  was  solely  made  on  Mistress  Nutter's  äccoüni,  and 
must  nave  been  undertaken  by  her  friends.  ITothing,  it  was 
asserted,  could  equal  the  rage  and  mortification  of  Eoger  Nowel . 
äiid  Potts,  on  leaming  that  their  chief  prey  had  thus  escäpec . 
them ;  and  by  their  djrections,  f or  more  than  a  week,  the  strictest 
seärch  was  made  f or  the  f ugitive  throughout  the  neighbourhbod, 
but  withont  effect — ^no  clue  could  be  mscovered  to  Tier  retreäfc. 
Suspicion  naturally  feil  upon  the  two  Asshetohs,  Nicholas  and 
Bichardy  and  Roger  Nowell  roundly  taied  them  with  contriving 
aiid  executing  the  entorprise  in  persbh ;  while  Potts  told  tbein 
they  were  guilty  of  misprision  of  felony,  and  threalening  them 
witn  ünprisonment  for  life,  forfeiture  of  goods  and  of  rents,  f or 
the  offehce ;  büt  as  the  charge  could  not  be  proved  agaiiist  theih, 
notwithstahdiilg  all  the  efforts  of  the  magisträte  and  attbmey, 
it  feil  to  the  groujad ;  änd  Master  Potts,  füll  ot  chagrin  ät  this 
uiiexpected  and  vexatiotis  termination  of  the  äffair,  returhed  tö 
tondon,  änd  öettled  himself  in  his  Chambers  in  Chancery-laiiie, 
His  düties,  however,  as  clerk  bf  the  cburt,  wöuld  üecessänly  call 
hxm  to  Lancasiet  in  August,  wheti  the  iassizes  commehced,  and 
wheii  he  would  ässist  in  the  tlials  of  such  of  the  witches  as  were 
still  in  durance. 

Froiü  Möther  Demclike  it  was  natural  that  the  conversatioii 
should  turn  to  her  weii^i  retreat,  Malkih  Tower ;  and  Richard 
ßherbbrhe  fexpriessiöd  his  surprlse  that  the  unhallowed  striic- 
ture  should  be  suffered  to  remain  standing  aftet  her  removal, 
Nicholas  Said  he  waö  eqtiälly  anxious  with  his  brother-in-law  for 
its  deiholitiön,  but  it  was  not  so  easily  to  be  accomplished  as  it 
ihi'ght  appear ;  for  the  deserted  structure  was  in  such  ill-rißpute 
with  the  coihmolifolkj  as  well  as  every  oüe  eise,  that  iio  one  daire'* 
äpproach  it,  eveh  iü  the  daytime.  A  boggart,  it  was  said,  ha 
taken  possessibn  of  its  vaults,  and  ööared  äw^^y  all  who  vehturei 
near  it ;  sometimeö  showing  hiniself  in  one  f rightful  shape,  and 
JBOmetimes  in  another;  now  as  a  monstrous  goat,  now  as  an 
equally  monstrous  cat,  uttering  fearf ul  cries,  glaring  with  fiery 
eyes,  Irom  out  of  the  Windows,  br  appearing  in  all  his  terror  bn 
the  summit  of  the  tower.  Moreover,  the  haunted  structiire  was 
frequently  lighted  up  at  dead  öf  night,  strains  of  unearthly 
inusic  were  heard  resounding  froni  it,  and  wild  figures  wer^ 
Seen  flitting  past  the  Windows,  as  if  engaged  in  dancing  and 
revelry ;  so  that  it  appeared  that  no  alteration  for  the  better 
had  taken  place  there,  and  that  things  were  still  quite  as  im- 
properly  conducted  now,  as  they  had  been  in  the  time  of  Motheir 


i 


432  THE  LANCASHIBE  WITCHES. 

Demdike,  or  in  those  of  lier  predecessors,  Isole  de  Heton  and 
Blackbum,  tlie  robber.  The  common  opinion  was  tbat  Satan 
and  all  bis  imps  had  taken  up  tbeir  abode  in  tbe  tower,  and, 
as  they  liked  tneir  quarters,  led  a  jolly  life  tbere,  dancing  and 
drinking  all  night  long,  it  would  be  useless  at  present  to  give 
them  notice  to  quit,  still  less  to  attempt  to  pull  down  the  house 
about  their  ears.  Bichard  Sherbome  heard  this  wondrous  re- 
lation  in  silence,  but  with  a  look  of  incredulit  j ;  and  when  it 
was  done,  he  winked  sljlj  at  his  brother-in-law.  A  stränge 
expression,  half  comical,  half  suspicious,  might  also  have  been 
observed  on  Fogg*s  countenance ;  and  he  narrowly  watched  the 
squire  as  the  latter  spoke. 

''  But  with  the  disappearance  of  the  malignant  old  hags  who 
had  so  long  infested  die  neighbourhood,  had  all  the  mischief 
and  calamity  ceased,  or  were  the  people  as  much  afiücted  as 
heretof ore  ?  Were  there,  in  short,  so  many  cases  of  witchcraft, 
real  or  supposed  P"  This  was  the  question  next  addressed  by 
Sherbome  to  Nicholas.  The  squire  answered  decidedly  there 
was  not.  Since  the  buming  of  the  two  old  beldames,  and  the 
imprisonment  of  the  others,  the  whole  district  of  Pendle  had 
improved.  All  those  who  had  been  smitten  with  stränge  ill- 
nesses  had  recovered ;  and  the  inhabitants  of  the  little  village 
of  Sabden,  who  had  experienced  the  füllest  efEects  of  their 
malignity,  were  entirely  free  from  sickness.  And  not  only  had 
they  and  their  families  suddenly  regained  health  and  strength, 
but  all  belonging  to  them  had  undergone  a  similar  beneficial 
change.  The  kme  that  had  lost  their  milk  now  yielded  it 
abundantly;  the  lame  horse  halted  no  longer;  the  murrain 
ceased  among  the  sheep ;  the  pigs  that  had  grown  lean  amidst 
abundance  &ittened  rapidly ;  and  though  the  f arrows  that  had 
perished  during  the  evil  ascendancy  of  the  witches  could  not  be 
brought  back  again,  their  place  promised  speedily  to  be  supplied 
by  others.  The  corn  blighted  early  in  the  year  had  sprung  f orth. 
anew,  and  the  trees  nipped  in  the  bud  were  laden  with  fruit.  In 
Short,  all  was  as  fair  and  as  flourishing  as  it  had  recently  been. 
the  reverse.  Amongst  others,  John  Law,  the  pedler,  who  had 
been  deprived  of  the  use  of  his  limbs  by  the  damnable  arts 
of  Mother  Demdike,  had  marvellously  recovered  on  the  very 
night  of  her  destruction,  and  was  now  as  streng  and  as  active  as 
ever. 

"  Such  happy  results  having  foUowed  the  removal  of  the 
witches,  it  is  to  be  hoped,"  Sherbome  said,  "  that  the  riddance 
would  be  complete,  and  that  none  of  the  obnoxious  brood  would 
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be  left  to  inflict  future  miseries  on  their  fellows.  This  conld  not 
be  the  case  so  long  as  James  Device  was  allowed  to  go  at  large ; 
nor  while  his  mother,  Elizabeth  Device,  a  notorious  witch,  was 
snffered  to  escape  with  impunitj.  There  was  also  Jennet,  Eliza« 
beth's  daughter,  a  nüschievous  and  ill-favoured  little  creature, 
wbo  inberited  all  the  ill  qualities  o£  her  parents.  These  were 
n>awn  of  the  old  snake,  and,  nntil  thej  were  entirelj  exterminated, 
there  could  be  no  securit  j  against  a  recurrence  of  the  evil.  Again, 
there  was  Nance  Bedfeme,  old  Chattox's  grand-daughter,  a 
comelj  woman  enough,  but  a  reputed  witch,  and  an  undoubted 
febricator  of  claj  images.  She  was  still  at  libertj,  though  she 
ought  to  be  with  the  rest  in  the  dungeons  of  Lancaster  Castle. 
It  was  nseless  to  allege  that  with  the  destruction  of  the  old  hags 
all  danger  had  ceased.  Common  prudence  would  keep  the  others 
quiet  now ;  but  the  moment  the  storm  passed  over,  thej  would 
resume  their  atrocious  practices,  and  all  would  be  as  bad  as 
ever.  No,  no !  the  tree  must  be  utterly  uprooted,  or  it  would 
inevitably  burst  forth  anew." 

With  these  opinions  Nicholas  generaUj  concurred ;  but  he  ex- 
pressed some  sympathj  f or  Nance  Eedf erne,  whom  he  thought 
far  too  good  looMng  to  be  as  wicked  and  malicious  as  repre- 
sented.  But  however  that  might  be,  and  however  much  he 
might  desire  to  get  rid  of  the  familv  of  theDevices,  he  feared 
such  a  Step  might  be  attended  with  danger  to  Alizon,  and  that 
she  might  in  some  way  other  be  implicated  with  them.  This  last 
remark  he  addressed  in  an  under-tone  to  his  brother-in-law. 
Sherborne  did  not  at  first  feel  anj  apprehension  on  that  score, 
but,  on  reflection,  he  admitted  that  Nicholas  was  perhaps  right ; 
and  though  Alizon  was  now  the  recognised  daughter  of 
Mistress  Nutter,  yet  her  long  and  intimate  connexion  with  the 
Device  family  might  operate  to  her  prejudice,  while  her  near  re- 
lationship  to  an  avowed  witch  would  not  tend  to  remove  the  un- 
f  avourable  impression.  Sherborne  then  went  on  to  speak  in  the 
most  rapturous  terms  of  the  beauty  and  goodness  of  the  young 
girl  who  formed  the  subject  of  their  conversation,  and  declarea 
he  was  not  in  the  least  surprised  that  Bichard  Assheton  was 
so  much  in  love  with  her.  And  yet,  he  added,  a  most  ex- 
traordinary  change  had  taken  place  in  her  since  the  dreadfol 
night  on  Pendle  Hill,  when  her  mother's  guilt  had  been  pro- 
claimed,  and  when  her  arrest  had  taken  place  as  an  offender  of 
the  darkest  dye.  Alizon,  he  said,  had  lost  none  of  her  beauty, 
but  her  light  and  joyous  expression  of  countenance  had  be^ 
supplanted  by  a  look  of  profound  sadness,  which  nothing  could 

2f 


I 


Ut  7H8  i^AMCämsmR  WUCSBi. 

fefoove.  Oentle  and  meek  in  her  daportoent,  she  mem^  io 
look  upon  herself  aa  under  a  bau»  azul  as  ü  she  were  unAt  io 
^i«ftociate  with  the  rest  of  the  world.  In  vain  Sichard  Aaeiketam 
;pbd  his  gi«ter  eiide^Yoiired  to  reiuove  thki  impresBioii  hy  ihe 
ißpMlereat  aasiduitias ;  in  yain  ihej  sought  to  incUice  h^  to  ^^ter 
iaio  amusementB  cons^atent  witb  her  jesan ;  «he  ^äaeUaed  fjl 
Society  but  their  own»  aoid  pasaed  tbe  greater  part  o£  her  tiiii#  m 
j^nkyer.  Sherborae  had  seen  her  so  engaged,  and  the  ewpisemnpm 
pf  her  countenanee,  he  declared,  was  seraphic. 

On  tjie  extreme  V'^ge  of  a  high  bank  situated  at  the  p<nQt  of 
jimction  between  Swansea  Beck  and  the  Eibble,  stood  an  old, 
decajed  oak.  Little  of  ihe  once  mightj  tree  bejond  the  gn^rled 
trunk  was  left,  and  this  was  completelj  hollow ;  whüe  there  wts 
^  great  rift  near  the  bottom  through  which  a  man  might  eaailj 
ißreey,  and,  when  once  in,  stand  erect  without  inconYi^uenee. 
Jßeneath  the  bank  the  river  was  deep  and  still,  f orming  a  poo]« 
mk&te  the  largest  and  fattest  fish  were  to  be  met  with.  Jm. 
addition  to  this,  the  spot  was  extremelj  seduded,  being  rardj 
yjsited  bj  the  angler  on  account  of  the  thick  copse  hj  wiiich  it 
was  surronnded,  and  which  extended  along  the  back,  fr<Hn  thß 
point  of  conJäuence  between  the  lesser  and  the  larger  stream,  to 
.Downham  miU,  nearlj  half  a  mile  disümt. 

The  sides  of  the  Bibble  were  here,  as  elsewhere,  beautifidlf 
üTOoded,  and  as  the  clear  stream  winded  along  throu^  banks  of 
eyery  diversity  of  shape  and  character,  tmd  covered  by  forest 
trees  of  erery  description,  and  of  the  most  luxuriant  growth, 
the  e£Eect  was  enchanting ;  the  more  so,  thafc  the  snn,  having 
mow  risen  high  in  the  heavens,  poured  down  a  flood  of  siunmer 
beat  and  radiance,  ihat  rendered  these  cool  shades  inespressibly 
delightful.  Fleasant  was  it,  as  the  hunstsman  leaped  trom. 
stone  to  stone,  to  listen  to  the  sound  of  the  waters  rushing 
past  them.  Fleasant  as  they  sprang  upon  some  green  holm 
or  fairy  islet,  standing  in  the  midst  of  the  stream,  and  diyiding 
itp  lucid  waters,  to  sufEer  the  eye  to  f oUow  the  conrse  of  the  rapid 
leurreiit,  and  to  see  it  here  sparkling  in  the  bri^t  sunshine, 
^here  plunged  in  shade  by  the  oyerhanging  trees — ^now  fringed 
with  osiers  and  mshes,  now  embanked  with  smoothest  sward  oi 
«npierald  green ;  anon  defended  by  steep  rocks,  sometimes  b<dd 
j»^  bare,  but  more  f  requently  clothed  wit^  timber ;  ihen  sink- 
Üagdownby  one  of  those  sudden  but  exquisite  transitions,  which 
i^a^ure  alone  dares  display,  from  this  savage  and  sombre  oha- 
^ra^ter  into  the  softest  and  gentlest  expression;  everywheoe 
^rmfißd,  yet  everywhere  beautif ul. 

Through  such  scenes  of  sylyan  loveliness  had  the  huntsmen 


MsaMl  Ott  theirway  to  tke  hollow  ook,  and  they  hfid  ample 
ieisore  to  enjoj  tiiam,  becaiifie  the  squixe  and  his  brother-in^law 
being  engaged  in  oonyinrflaiiion,  as  h^ore  related,  made  frequent 
panses,  and,  dming  tbese,  tii£  otdiers  halted  likewise  ^  and  e^i^i 
the  hoand«,  giad  of  a  rei^ite,  «tood  atiUi  or  amnaed  thepiselTieB 
hj  spiashing  about  amld  tibe  dbaüowg  without  any  defiaite 
object  unlass  ßi  oooiing  theiitfielyes.  Then,  as  the  leaders  onoe 
more  movad  tarmBxA,  arose  the  oheering  diont,  the  loud  de^ 
bay,  the  clattering  <^  Stades,  tiiB  craBhing  of  teinchee,  amd  all 
ihe  (Aker  inspinting  noises  acoompanying  the  progress  of  the 
hunt.  But  for  w>me  mijuites  these  had  again  oeased,  an^  as 
Nicholas  aii4  Sheibome  lingered  beneadi  the  diade  of  a  wide- 
Bpread  beech^tree  gxxyving  on  a  sandy  hillock  near  the  Btream, 
and  «e^ned  deeplf  interested  in  their  taik^— as  well  they  might, 
£or  it  relai^ed  to  Alizon— nkhe  whole  troop,  indudiog  Fogg,  held 
respectf  idly  al€K)f ,  and  awaited  their  pleasure  to  go  on. 

The  Signal  to  moye  was,  at  length,  given  by  the  squire,  who 
Baw  diey  were  no>w  not  moore  than  a  hundred  yards  £rom  tiae 
bank  on  whieh  fltood4Jie  hoUow  tcee  they  were  andous  to  reach. 
As  the  riyer  here  made  a  tum,  and  «wept  round  the  point  in 
qnestion,  £orming,  owing  to  this  detention,  the  de^  pool  pre- 
yiously  mentioned,  the  bank  almost  f  aoing  them,  and,  as  nothing 
interyened,  they  co«ld  almost  look  into  the  ritt  near  the  base 
of  the  tree,  forming,  they  supposed,  the  entranoe  to  tha  otter's 
Gouch.  Bat,  thou^  this  was  «asily  distingoished,  no  traees  of 
the  predatory  animal  coiüd  be  seen  $  and  though  many  sharp 
j^es  were  fixed  upon  the  spot  dming  the  prolonged  discourse 
ik  the  two  genÜemen,  nothing  had  occurred  to  al^aot  their 
aX^ution,  and  to  prove  that  the  object  of  ^eir  quest  was  really 
there. 

Aft^  some  littie  consuitation  between  the  squire  andOrouch, 
it  was  agreed  that  Üie  former  should  alone  force  his  way  to  the 
tree,  while  ihe  others  were  to  Station  themselves  with  the  hounds 
«üb  yarious  pomts  of  the  stream,  aboye  and  below  the  bank,  so 
that,  if  the  otter  and  her  litter  escaped  their  first  assailant  they 
«hould  infallibly  perish  by  the  hands  of  some  of  the  others. 
Tbl»  being  agreed  upon,  the  plan  was  instantly  put  into  execu- 
tion-»T-two  of  the  yai^ets  remairiing  where  they  were— ^two  going 
higher  up ;  while  Sherborne  and  Pogg  stationed  themselyes  cm 
great  stones  in  the  middie  of  the  stream,  whence  they  could 
eommand  all  around  them,  and  Crouch,  wading  on  with  Grip, 
planted  himself  at  the  entrance   of  Swanside  Beck  into  the 
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Meanwliile,  the  squire  having  scaled  the  bank,  entered  the 
thick  covert  encircling  it,  and,  not  without  some  damage  to  bis 
face  and  hands  from  the  numerous  thoms  and  brambles  grow- 
ing  amongst  it,  forced  bis  waj  upwards  until  be  reacbed  the 
bare  space  surrounding  the  bollow  tree ;  and  this  attained,  bis 
first  business  was  to  ascertain  that  all  was  in  readiness  below 
bef  ore  commencing  the  attack.  A  glance  showed  bim  on  one 
side  old  Crouch  standing  np  to  bis  middle  in  the  beck,  grasping 
bis  long  Otter  spear,  and  with  Orip  beating  the  water  in  &ont 
o£  bim  in  anxious  expectation  of  employment;  and  in  &ont 
Fogg,  Sherbome,  and  two  of  the  varlets,  with  theu:  honnds  so 
disposed  that  they  could  immediately  advance  upon  the  ottdr 
if  it  plunged  into  the  river,  while  its  passage  up  or  down  wonld 
be  stopped  by  theu:  comrades.  All  this  he  discemed  at  a  glance; 
and  comprehending  from  a  sign  made  bim  by  the  old  hunts- 
man  that  he  shoiüd  not  delay,  he  advanced  towards  the  tree, 
and  was  about  to  plunge  bis  spear  into  the  hole,  hoping  to 
transfix  one  at  least  of  its  occupants,  when  he  was  starüed  bj 
hearing  a  deep  voice  apparenÜy  issue  from  the  hoUows  of  the 
timber,  bidding  bim  "  Beware  !" 

Nicholas  recoiled  aghast,  f  or  he  thought  it  might  be  Hobthiirst, 
or  the  demon  of  the  wood,  who  thns  bespoke  bim. 

''  What  accursed  thing  addresses  me  ?"  he  said,  standing  on 
bis  guard.     "  What  is  it  ?    Speak !" 

"öet  hence,  Nicholas  Assheton,"  replied  the  voice;  "an* 
meddle  not  wi'  them  os  meddles  not  wi'  thee." 

"Aha!"  exclaimed  the  sqnire,  recovering  courage,  for  he 
thought  this  did  not  sound  like  the  language  of  a  demon.  "  I 
am  known,  am  I  ?  Why  should  I  go  hence,  and  at  whose  bid- 
ding ?" 

"  Ask  neaw  questions,  mon,  boh  ge,"  replied  the  voice,  "  or 
it  shon  be  warse  fo'  thee.  Ey  am  the  boggart  o'  the  clougb,  an* 
if  theaw  bringst  me  out,  ey'n  tear  thee  i*  pieces  wi'  my  claws, 
an'  cast  thee  into  t'  Bibble,  so  that  thine  own  hounts  shan  eat 
thee  up." 

"  Ha !  say'st  thou  so,  master  boggart  ?"  cried  Nicholas.  "  Por 
a  spirit,  thou  usest  the  vemacular  of  the  county  fairly  enough. 
But  before  trying  whether  thy  hide  be  proof  against  mortal 
weapons,  I  command  thee  to  come  forth  and  declare  tbyself, 
that  I  may  judge  what  manner  of  thing  thou  art." 

"  Thoud'st  best  lem  me  be,  ey  teil  thee,"  replied  the  boggart, 
gruffly. 

"  Ah !  methinks  I  should  know  those  accents,"  exclaimed  the 
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fiqtiire ;  "  Ühey  marvellously  resemble  the  voice  of  an  ofEender 
wbo  has  too  long  evaded  justice,  and  whom  I  haye  now  fairlj 
entrapped.  Jem  Device,  tbou  art  known,  lad;  and  if  thou 
dost  not  surrender  at  discretion,  I  will  strike  my  spear  through 
this  rotten  tree,  and  spit  thee  as  I  would  the  beast  I  came  in 
qnest  of ." 

"An*  wliich  you  wad  more  easily  than  me,"  retorted  Jem. 
And  suddenly  springing  from  the  hole  at  the  f oot  of  the  tree, 
he  passed  between  the  squire's  legs  with  great  promptitnde, 
and  flinging  him  face  f oremost  upon  the  ground,  crawled  to  the 
edge  of  the  bank^  and  thence  dropped  into  the  deep  pool 
below. 

The  plimge  roused  all  the  spectators,  who,  though  they  had 
heard  what  had  passed,  and  had  seen  the  sqnire  upset  in  the 
manner  described,  had  been  so  much  astounded  that  they  could 
render  no  assistance ;  but  they  now,  one  and  all,  bestirred  them- 
selves  actiyely  to  seize  the  diver  when  he  should  rise  to  the  sur- 
face.  But  uiough  every  eye  was  on  the  look-out,  and  every 
arm  raised ;  though  the  hounds  were  as  eager  as  their  masters, 
and  yelling  fiercely,  swam  round  the  pool,  ready  to  pounce  upon 
the  swimmer  as  upon  a  duck,  all  were  disappointed ;  f or,  even 
after  a  longer  interval  than  their  patience  could  brook,  he  did 
not  appear. 

By  this  time,  Nicholas  had  regained  his  legs,  and  infuriated 
by  his  discomfiture,  approached  the  edge  of  the  bank,  and  peer- 
ing  down  below,  hoped  to  detect  the  fugitive  immediately 
beneath  him,  resolved  to  show  him  no  mercy  when  he  caught 
him.  But  he  was  equally  at  fault  with  the  others ;  and  after 
more  than  five  minutes  spent  in  inelEectual  search,  he  ordered 
Crouch  to  send  Grip  into  the  pool. 

The  old  keeper  replied  that  the  dog  was  not  used  to  this  Mnd 
of  chase,  and  might  not  display  his  usual  skill  in  it ;  but  as  the 
squire  would  take  no  nay,  he  was  was  obliged  to  consent,  and  the 
o^er  hounds  were  called  o£E  lest  they  should  puzzle  him.  Twice 
did  the  shrewd  lurcher  swim  round  the  poo^  sniffing  the  air, 
after  which  he  approached  the  shore,  and  scented  close  to  the 
bank;  but  still  it  was  evident  he  could  detect  nothing,  and 
Nicholas  began  to  despair,  when  the  dog  suddenly  dived.  Ex- 
pectation  was  then  raised  to  the  utmost,  and  all  were  on  the 
watch  again,  Wicholas  leaning  over  the  edge  of  the  bank  with 
his  spear  in  hand,  prepared  to  strike ;  but  the  dog  was  so  long 
in  reappearing,  that  all  had  given  him  up  for  lost,  and  his 
master  was  giving  utterance  to  ejaculations  of  grief  and  rage^ 
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and  vowing  vengeance  against  the  warlock,  whcai  €WjJ*8  grkAf 
kead  was  once  more  seen  above  the  surf ace  of  the  water ;  and 
this  time  he  had  a  piece  of  blne  serge  in  bis  jaws,  proving  that 
he  had  had  hold  of  the  raiment  of  the  fugitive,  a^d  that  theref ore 
the  latter  coiüd  not  be  f  ar  0%  btit  had  most  probablj  got  intcr 
some  hole  beneath  the  bank. 

No  sooner  was  this  notion  snggested  than  it  was  acfted  ön  by 
the  old  huntsman  and  Fogg,  and,  wading  f  orward,  they  pricked 
the  bank  with  their  spears  at  yarions  points  below  the  level  of 
the  water.  All  at  once  Fogg  feü  forward.  His  spear  had 
entered  ahole,  and  had  penetrated  so  deeply  that  he  had  lost  his 
balance.  But  though  soused  over  head  and  ears,  he  had  im&de 
Ar  successful  hit ;  f or  the  hext  manient  Jem  Device  appeltr^d 
above  the  water,  and  ere  he  cotild  dive  again  his  throat  was 
«eized  by  Grip,  and  while  strnggling  to  free  himself  from  the 
längs  of  the  tenacions  animal,  he  was  laid  hold  of  by  Cronoh^ 
and  the  varlets  rnshing  forward  to  the  latter's  assistance^  the 
mfiSan  was  captured. 

Some  difficulty  was  experienced  in  resctdng  the  captive  from 
the  jaws  of  the  honnds^  who,  inftoiated  by  his  struggles^  and 
perhaps  Inistaking  him  for  some  stränge  beast  of  chase,  madö 
their  sha^  teeth  meet  in  yarions  parts  of  his  person,  irendii^ 
his  garments  from  his  limbs,  and  would  no  doubt  haye  rent  the 
flesh  alsoy  if  they  had  been  permitted.  At  length,  after  mnch 
fighting  and  strnggling,  mingled  with  yells  and  yociferations/ 
Jem  was  bome  ashore,  and  ftattg  ob  the  groiind,  where  he  prcM 
sented  ^  wretched  spectacle ;  bleeding,  half  droimed,  and 
corered  with  slime  acquired  dnring  his  occupation  of  the  hole 
in  the  bank«  But  though  unable  ^  ofEer  f arther  resistance,  hie 
spirit  was  not  queUed,  and  his  eye  glared  terribly  at  his  captors/ 
Fearing  they  might  have  further  tronble  with  him  when  he  re- 
coyered  from  his  present  exhausted  condition,  Crouch  had  hie 
hands  bound  tightly  together  with  one  of  the  dog  leashes,  and 
then  would  f  ain  haye  questioned  him  as  to  how  he  mana^ed  to 
breathe  in  a  hole  below  the  leyel  of  the  water  j  but  Jem  refused 
to  satisfy  his  curiosity,  and  retumed  only  a  sullen  rejoinder  to 
any  questions  addressed  to  him,  üntil  the  squire,  irho  had  crossed 
the  riyer  at  some  stepping-stones  lower  down,  came  up,  and  the 
ruffian  then  inquired,  in  a  half-menacing  tone  what  he  meant  to 
do  with  him  P 

"  What  do  I  mean  to  do  with  you  ?"  cried  Nicholas.  "  I  wiH 
teil  you,  lad.  I  shaU  send  you  at  once  to  Whalley  to  be  examined 
before  the  magistrates;    and^  a6  the  proofs  are  pretty  elear 
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against  joti,  pm  will  be  f orwarded  withoitt  any  material  delajf 
to  Lttücaater  Caertle." 

"  Ab'  yo  winnar  rescue  me  b j  the  way,  ob  jo  ha'  dtm  a  sartiä 
BotorioTi»  witch  and  mnrthereBS !"  lefpUed  Jem,  fieroelj.  "  Tak 
heed  Wbot  jou  dun,  squoire.  I£  ej  »peak  at  aw,  ej  shan  «peak 
wkt,  aitd  to  aome  purpose,  efn  warmnt  je«  I£  ey  ge  io  Lofi* 
kester  Castle^  ej  wiima  ge  iJone«  Wan  o*  yer  fneli^  »bau  g« 
wi'  ine." 

"  Ctirsed  yiUain !  I  guess  thy  meaning,"  replied  Nicliolai^  5 
**  but  thy  YindictiYe  purposes  will  be  fnwtraited.  Ko  credcnce 
will  be  attached  to  tby  f alse  charges ;  wbüe,  as  to  the  lady  tttei^ 
aimest  at,  she  is  luckäy  beyond  reack  of  thy  malice." 

"  Ihmna  be  too  sture  o'  that,  squoire,"  replied  Jem.  ^Ey  ^on 
put  t'  offieers  o'  justice  ob  surely  on  her  track  01^  owd  Crotteh 
could  set  these  hounda  on  an  otter.  Lsy  yer  fleooTtnt  on  it^  €^ 
wiima  dee  unatenged/' 

**  Heed  Imn  not/'  interpöBed  8herbome,  seeing  that  the  sqtdf €i 
Wa»  Bhakeü  by  Iub  thi^t,  and  taJcmg  hha  apart ;.  **  it  will  Hot 
do  to  let  sueh  a  viUain  eacape.  He  can  do  you  no^  injuty^  atiä 
a»  to  Misbres»  Nutter,  if  you  knoi^  where  she  i»,  it  Will  be  etmf 
to  give  her  a  hint  to  get  out  of  the  way." 

''  I  don't  know  that,"  replied  If ieholas,  thoughtfuily. 

'^  H  ey  might  be  so  Wwd  cm  o£Eer  my  advioe,  «qmftre/*  sald 
old  Orouch,  advancing  towards  his  masrlery  **  e/d  tee  a  heai^ 
stoan  round  the  felly's  throttle,  an'  ehuok  him  ista  t*  poo',  an^ 
he'n  teil  no  teles  fo'  aU.  his  bragging." 

"That  would  silence  him,  effectuaUy,  no  doubt,  Crouch," 
replied  Nicholas,  laughing ;  "  but  a  dog's  death  is  too  good  f or 
him,  and  besides,  I  am  pretty  sure  his  destiny  is  not  drowning. 
No,  no — at  aU  risks  he  shall  go  to  Whalley.  Harkee,  Fogg," 
he  added,  beckoning  that  worthy  to  him,  "  I  commit  the  con- 
duct  and  custody  of  the  prisoner  to  you.  Clap  him  on  a  horse, 
get  on  another  yourself ,  take  these  f  our  varlets  with  you,  and 
deliver  him  into  the  hands  of  Sir  Ralph  Assheton,  who  will  re- 
lieve  you  of  all  further  trouble  and  responsibility.  But  you 
may  add  this  to  the  baronet  from  me,"  he  continued,  in  an 
under-tone.  "  I  recommend  him  to  place  under  immediate 
arreett  Elizabeth  Device,  the  prisoner's  mother^  and  her  daogllter 
Jeniiet.     Tou  understand,  Fogg — eh  ?" 

"Perfectly,"  retumed  the  other,  with  a  somewhat  singulaaf 
lodk;  ''and  your  Instructions  shall  be  fulfilLed  to  the  letteif/ 
Haye  you  anything  more  to  commit  to  me  ?" 

*'  Qnly  thiB^"  said  Nicholas^  '' you  may  teU  Sir  Salph  tkat  1 
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propose  to  sleep  at  the  Abbey  to-night.  I  aliall  ride  orer  to 
Hiddleton  in  the  course  o£  the  day,  to  confer  with  IMck  Aselie- 
toQ  upoD  what  hafl  just  occurred,  and  get  the  monev  from  him 
'  — the  three  himdred  ponnds,  jon  imderstand — and  when  my 
erraud  is  done,  I  will  tum  bridle  towards  Whalley.  I  ahtJl 
letum  by  Todmorden,  and  througli  the  gorge  of  Gllviger.  Tou 
may  as  well  tarry  for  me  at  the  Abbey,  for  Sir  Batph  will  be 
glaid  of  thy  Company,  and  we  can  retura  together  to  Downham 
to-morrow." 

A»  the  sqoire  tbus  epote,  he  noticed  a  singular  spiurMe  in 
Fo^B  ill-set  eyea ;  but  he  thong^t  nothing  of  it  at  the  time, 
thongli  it  subaeqnently  oceurred  to  bis  recollection. 

Heanwhile,  the  priaoner,  finding  no  ^race  likely  to  be  shown 
lüm,  Bhouted  out  to  the  squire,  that  if  he  were  set  free,  he 
wotdd  maJce  ceitün  imporfcant  discliaurefl  to  bim  reBpecting 
Fogg,  who  «EIS  not  what  he  represented  himeelf ;  but  liicholaa 
treated  the  ofier  with  fliai1|i.iTi ;  and  the  indiridaal  mainly  inte- 
rested  in  the  matter,  who  appeared  highly  inceneed  by  Jem'a 
malignitj,  cat  a  sbort  peg  by  way  of  gag,  and  thruating  it  into 
the  rufOan's  mouth,  öffectiüilly  checked  any  more  reTclationa 
on  hia  part. 

Fo^  then  ordered  the  Tarleta  to  bring  on  tbe  loisoner ;  bat 
as  Jera  obstinately  refused  to  moTe,  they  were  under  the  neeea- 
Bit^  of  taking  >iiTri  on  their  Bhouldere,  and  transporting  him  in 
Uns  mannex  to  the  stables,  where  he  was  placed  on  a  horse, 
an  directed  by  the  squire. 


XHB  PZKrCEKT's   BSTBEA.I. 

ÜTicHOLU  and  Sherbome  retumed  by  a  different  road  from 
that  taken  by  the  othera,  and  loitered  so  much  by  the  way  that 
they  did  not  arrive  at  the  manor-house  nntil  tbe  prisoner  and 
his  escort  had  set  out.  Probably  tbia  was  designed,  aa  Nichola« 
aeemed  relieved  when  he  leamt  they  were  gone.  Having  entered 
the  house  with  his  brother-iu-law,  and  conducted  him  to  an 
apartment  opening  out  of  the  hall,  tisually  occupied  by  Mistresi 
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Assheton,  and  where,  in  fact,  they  found  that  amiable  lady 
emplojed  at  her  embroidery,  he  lef t  Sherbome  with  her,  and, 
making  some  excuse  f or  bis  own  hastj  retreat,  betook  bunself 
to  another  part  of  the  house. 

Mounting  the  principal  staircase,  which  was  of  dark  oak, 
with  richly  carved  railing,  he  tumed  into  a  gallery  communicat- 
ing  with  the  sleeping  apartments,  and,  after  proceeding  more 
than  half -way  down  it,  halted  bef  ore  a  door,  wmch  he  unlocked, 
and  entered  a  spacious  but  evidenÜy  disnsed  Chamber,  hung 
round  with  faded  tapestry,  and  containing  a  large  gloomy-look- 
ing  bedstead.  Secnring  the  door  caref ully  after  hun,  Nichohis 
raised  the  hangings  in  one  comer  of  the  room,  and  pressing 
against  a  spring,  a  sliding  panel  flew  open.  A  screen  was  placed 
within,  so  as  to  hide  from  yiew  ike  inmate  of  the  secret  chsiinber, 
and  Nicholas,  haying  conghed  slightly,  to  announce  his  presence, 
and  received  an  answer  in  a  low,  melancholy  female  yoice, 
stepped  through  the  aperture,  and  stood  within  a  small  closet. 

It  was  tenanted  by  a  lady,  whose  features  and  figure  bore  the 
strengest  marks  of  afiäiction.  Her  person  was  so  attenuated 
that  she  looked  little  more  than  a  skeleton — ^her  fingers  were 
long  and  thin— her  cheeks  hollow  and  deathly  pale — ^her  eyes 
lustreless  and  deep  snnken  in  their  sockets — and  her  hair,  once 
jetty  as  the  raven's  wing,  prematnrely  blanched.  Snch  was  the 
profoimd  gloom  stamped  upon  her  countenance,  that  it  was 
unpossible  to  look  npon  her  without  compassion ;  while,  in  spite 
of  ner  wobegone  looks,  there  was  a  noble  character  about  her 
that  elevated  the  feeling  into  deep  interest,  blended  with 
respect.  She  was  kneeling  beside  a  small  desk,  with  an  open 
Bible  laid  upon  it,  which  she  was  intently  studying  when  the 
squire  appeared. 

"  Here  is  a  terrible  text  for  you,  Nicholas,"  she  said,  regard- 
ing  him  moumfully.  "  Listen  to  it,  and  judge  of  its  efEect  on 
me.  Thus  it  is  written  in  Deuteronomy  : — *  ^ere  shall  not  be 
found  among  you  any  one  that  maketh  his  son  or  his  daughter 
to  pass  through  the  fire,  or  that  useth  divination,  or  an  observer 
of  times,  or  an  enchanter,  or  a  witch.'  A  witch,  Nicholas — do 
you  mark  the  word  ?  And  yet  more  particular  is  the  next  verse, 
wherein  it  is  said — *  Or  a  charmer,  or  a  consulter  with  familiär 
spirits,  or  a  wizard,  or  a  necromancer.'  And  then  cometh  the 
denunciation  of  Divine  anger  against  such  ofEenders  in  these 
awful  words :— *  For  all  that  do  these  things  are  an  abomination 
upon  the  Lord  ;  and  because  of  these  abominations,  the  Lord 
thy  God  doth  drive  them  out  from  bef  ore  thee.'  Again,  it  is  said 
in  Leyiticus,  that  *  the  Lord  setteth  his  face  against  such,  to  cut 
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them  off/  And  in  Exodus,  the  law  is  expresslj  laid  down  thtiö 
*^*Thof  shalt  not  sxtffeb  a  witch  to  live.'  Thefe  is  no 
^cape  f or  her,  yoli  see.  By  the  Divine  command  slie  müst  periöh, 
and  human  justice  must  carry  out  the  decree.  Moholas,  I  ani 
oHe  of  the  offenders,  thus  denouiiced,  thus  condemned.  I  have 
practieied  Witchciftft,  constJted  with  familiär  spirits,  änd  done 
other  abominations  in  the  sight  of  Heaven ;  and  I  ottgfit  iö 
pay  the  füll  penalty  of  my  offences.*' 

**Do  not,  I  beseech  you,  madam/' replied  the  squire,  "con- 
tinue  to  take  this  riew  of  your  case.  Bo^ever  you  have  sinned^ 
you  have  made  amends  by  the  depth  and  sincerity  of  your  fe- 
J>entance.  Tom'  dayö  and  nights — ^for  you  aUow  yourself  olily 
duch  rest  äs  nature-  forces  oli  you,  and  take  even  that  inost  uii- 
Willingly-^ai*e  passed  in  coiistatit  prayei?.  Tour  abstinetice  is 
lievefei'  thäaot  aüy  anchotess  ever  practised,  iot  1  am  surie  foi*  tte 
Y&ist  month  you  faave  not  takeli  as  much  food  altogether  äs  I 
coöÄtsme  in  a  äsLt ;  whüe,  not  content  With  this,  yoü  perf arm 
Acts  Cft  benäüce  that  äfÖict  me  beyond  measurö  to  thiAt  ^ön, 
änd  Which  I  haVe  strivön  lA  vain  to  induce  you  to  f  orego.  l4eife 
Win  bö  ttü  öcöäsiöä  to  deKver  Jfotirself  up  to  justice,  madaih } 
ftfff  if  y(m  go  oÄ  thüö,  äöd  dö  Äöt  deal  With  yotü^elf  a  llttle 
Ifiöte  fttüdly,  yotir  äccouüts  with  this  Wörid  Will  be  öpeedily 
settled/' 

**  And  1  stoilld  rejöice  to  think  so,  Mcholas,*'  feplled  Mistress* 
Jfttttei*,  "  if  1  had  any  höp6  in  the  worfd  to  come.  But,  alas!  t 
hate  none.  t  camiot,  by  any  act  of  penitence  and  contrition, 
expiate  my  oÄences.  My  soul  iö  darkened  bv  despair.  I  ktiöw 
I  ottght  to  gite  myself  up — ^that  SeaYen  ana  man  alike  ifequuce 
my  me,  and  1  cannot  reconcile  myöelf  to  avoiding  my  jüst 
doom." 

"  It  is  the  iNil  Ööe  who  putö  these  thoughts  into  your  bead," 
teplied  Nicholäs,  **  änd  who  fills  your  heart  With  prompüngs  of 
despair,  that  he  may  again  obtain  the  mastery  over  it.  Büt  täke 
ä  calmer  and  more  consolatory  View  of  your  condition.  Human 
justice  inajr  reqtrite  a  public  sacrifice  as  all  example,  btit  Heaven 
will  be  satisfied  with  contrition  in  secret.*' 

"  I  trust  so,"  replied  the  lady,  vainly  striving  to  draW  comf ort 
frota  his  words.  "  Oh,  Nicholas !  tou  do  not  know  the  tempta- 
tions  I  am  eiposed  to  in  this  Chamber — the  difflculty  I  experience 
in  keeping  my  thoughts  fixed  on  one  object — the  distractions  I 
nndergcM^the  mental  obscurations — ^the  f aintings  of  spirit — the 
bodily  prostration-^the  terrors,  the  inconceivable  terrors,  that 
ädsttii  me.  Sometimes  I  Wish  my  spirit  Would  flee  away,  and  be 
a*  tdirt,    Eeöt !  there  iö  noüe  f or  me — ^lione  in  the  grave — none 
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bejond  the  grave — and  tlieref ore  I  am  afraid  of  death,  aftd  still 
more  of  the  jiidgment  after  death  \  Man  might  infiict  all  the 
tortnres  he  could  derise  xtpon  this  poor  frame.  I  would  beaf 
them  all  with  patience,  with  delight,  if  I  thought  they  wotild 
pnrchase  me  immumty  hereafter !  Bat  with  the  dread  convic- 
tion,  the  ahnost  eertaintj,  thai  it  will  be  otherwise,  I  can  olily 
look  to  the  final  oonstmunation  with  despair." 

''  Again  I  teil  you  these  suggestions  are  evil,"  said  Nicholas. 
•♦  The  Son  of  Goa,  who  sacrificed  himself  f  or  man,  and  by  whose 
atonement  all  mankind  hope  tot  salration,  has  assnred  ns  that 
the  greatest  siimer  who  repents  shall  be  f orgiven,  and,  indeed,  is 
mote  acceptable  in  the  eyes  of  Heaven  than  him  Who  has  never 
erred.  Far  be  it  from  me  to  attempt  to  exculpate  yon  in  yotif 
own  eyes^  or  extenuate  yonr  former  criminality.  Tou  have 
flsmed  deeplT)  so  deeply  that  you  may  well  shriii^  aghast  ffoln 
tlie  contemplation  of  yooi'  past  life-^niay  well  recoü  in  abhor- 
lence  from  yonrself— ^and  may  fitly  devote  youtself  to  constaüt 
prayer  and  acts  of  penitence.  But  having  cast  oÄ  your  itiiqulty 
and  sincerely  repented«  1  bid  you  hope-^I  bid  you  place  a  con- 
fldent  relianee  in  the  clemency  of  an  all-mercifül  poWet.'' 

**  You  give  me  much  comfort,  Nicholas,"  said  the  lady,  ^^  aöd 
if  tears  ot  blood  ean  wafth  away  my  sin  they  shaU  be  shed ;  but 
much  as  yöu  know  of  my  wickedness,  eren  you  cännot  conceite 
its  extent.  In  my  madness,  f or  it  was  nothing  eise,  I  cast  oft  all 
hopes  of  Heayen,  renouneed  my  Eedeemer,  was  baptized  by  the 
demon,  and  entered  into  a  compact  by  which — I  shttddef  to 
speak  it — ^my  sotd  was  surrendeited  to  him." 

"  You  placed  yourself  in  fearful  jeopardy,  no  doubt,"  r'ejöiüed 
Nidiolas ;  "  but  you  have  broken  the  contract  iö  time,  äüd  an 
afl-righteous  judge  will  not  permit  the  penalty  of  the  bond  to 
be  exacted.  8eeing  youi*  penitence,  Satan  has  reünqtiished  aÜ 
daim  to  your  soul.'^ 

"  I  do  not  think  it,"  replied  the  lady.  ^'  He  will  contest  the 
point  to  the  last,  atid  it  is  only  at  the  last  thät  it  will  be  de- 
dded." 

As  she  spoke,  a  sound  like  mocking  laüghter  reached  the  ^H 
of  Kicholas. 

"  Did  you  hear  that  ?"  demanded  Mistress  Nutter,  in  acceüts 
of  wildest  terror.  "  He  is  erer  on  the  watch.  I  knew  it — ^I 
knew  it." 

Clasping  her  hands  togethei^,  and  fixing  her  looks  on  high^  slie 
then  addressed  the  most  fervent  supplications  to  Heaven  for 
deHveranoe  from  evil,  and  ere  long  her  troubled  countenance 
began  to  resume  its  former  serenity,  proving  that  the  surest^^ 
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bahn  f or  a  ^'  mind  diseased"  is  prayer.  Her  example  had  been 
foUowed  by  Nicholas,  who,  greatly  alarmed,  had  dropped  upon 
bis  knees  likewise,  and  now  arose  with  somewbat  more  com- 
posure  in  bis  demeanour  and  aspect« 

"  I  am  sorry  I  do  not  bring  you  good  news,  madam/'  be  said ; 
''  but  Jem  Device  bas  been  arrested  tbis  moming,  and  as  tbe 
f eUow  is  greatly  exasperated  against  me,  be  tbreatens  to  betray 
your  retreat  to  tbe  officers ;  and  tbougb  be  is,  probably,  unac- 
quainted  witb  it,  notwitbstanding  bis  boasting,  still  be  may 
cause  searcb  to  be  made,  and,  tberefore,  I  tbink  you  bad  better 
be  removed  to  some  otber  biding-place." 

"DeHver  me  up  witbout  more  ado,  I  pray  you,  Nicbolas," 
said  tbe  lady. 

''  You  know  my  resolution  on  tbat  point,  madam,''  be  replied, 
*^  and,  tberef ore,  it  is  idle  to  attempt  to  sbake  it.  For  your 
daugbter's  sake,  if  not  for  your  own,  I  will  save  you,  in  spite  of 
yourself.  You  would  not  fix  a  brand  for  ever  on  Alizon's  name; 
you  would  not  destroy  ber  ?" 

"  I  would  not,"  replied  tbe  wretcbed  lady.  "  But  bave  you 
beard  from  ber — ^bave  you  seen  ber  ?  Teil  me,  is  sbe  well  and 
happy?" 

"  Sbe  is  well  and  would  be  bappy,  were  it  not  for  ber  anxiety 
about  you,"  replied  Nicbolas,  evasively.  "  But  for  ber  sake — 
mine — ^your  own — ^I  must  urge  you  to  seek  some  otber  place  of 
refuge  to-nigbt,  for  if  you  are  discovered  bere,  you  will  bring 
ruin  on  us  all." 

"  I  wiU  no  longer  debate  tbe  point,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter. 
«  Wbere  sball  I  go  ?" 

"  Tbere  is  one  place  of  absolute  security,  but  I  do  not  like  to 
mention  it,"  replied  Nicbolas.  "Yet  still,  as  it  will  only  be 
necessary  to  remain  for  a  day  or  two,  tili  tbe  searcb  is  over,  wben 
you  can  retum  bere,  it  cannot  mucb  matter." 

"  Wbere  is  it  ?"  asked  Mistress  Nutter. 

"  Malkin  Tower,"  answered  tbe  squire,  witii  some  besitation. 

**  I  will  never  go  to  tbat  accursed  place,"  cried  tbe  lady.  "  Send 
me  bence  wben  you  will — now,  or  at  midnigbt — and  let  me  seek 
sbelter  on  tbe  bleak  felis  or  on  tbe  desolate  moors,  but  bid  me 
not  go  tbere !" 

"  And  yet  it  is  tbe  best  and  safest  place  for  you,"  retumed 
Nicbolas,  somewbat  testily;  "and  for  tbis  reason,  tbat,  being 
reputed  to  be  baunted,  no  one  will  venture  to  molest  you.  As 
to  Motber  Demdike,  I  suppose  you  are  not  afraid  of  ber  gbost ; 
and  if  tbe  eyil  beings  you  apprebend  were  able  or  inclined  to  do 
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you  mischief,  they  would  not  wait  tili  you  got  there  to  execute 
their  purpose." 

"True,"  Said  Mistress  Wutter,  "I  was  wrong  to  hesitate.    I 

will  go." 

"  You  will  be  as  safe  there  as  here — ay,  and  safer,"  rejoined 
Nicholas,  "  or  I  would  not  urge  the  retreat  upon  you.  I  am 
about  to  ride  over  to  Middleton  this  moming  to  see  your 
daughter  and  lüchard  Assheton,  and  shall  sleep  at  Whalley,  so 
tliat  I  shall  not  be  able  to  accompany  you  to  the  tower  to-night ; 
but  old  Crouch  the  huntsman  shaU  be  in  waiting  for  you,  as 
soon  as  it  grows  dusk,  in  the  sununer-house,  with  which,  as  you 
know,  the  secret  staircase  connected  with  this  room  communi- 
cates,  and  he  shall  have  a  horse  in  readiness  to  take  you,  together 
with  such  matters  as  you  may  require,  to  the  place  of  refuge. 
Heaven  guard  you,  madam  V 

"  Ajnen !"  responded  the  lady. 

**  And  now,  fareweU !"  said  Nicholas.  **  I  shall  hope  to  see 
you  back  again  ere  many  days  be  gone,  when  your  quietude  will 
not  again  be  disturbed." 

So  saying,  he  stepped  back,  and,  passing  through  the  panel, 
closed  it  alter  him. 


m. 

KIDDLETOK  HAXL. 

MiDDLETonr  TLlll,  the  residence  of  Sir  Eichard  Assheton 
was  a  large  quadrangular  structure,  built  entirely  of  timber,  and 
painted  extemaUy  in  black  and  white  checker-work,  fanciful 
and  yaried  in  design,  in  the  style  peculiar  to  the  better  class  of 
Tudor  houses  in  South  Lancashire  and  Cheshire.  Surrounded 
by  a  deep  moat,  supplied  by  a  neigbouring  stream,  and  crossed  by 
four  drawbridges,  each  faced  by  a  gatewiay,  this  vast  pile  of 
building  was  divided  into  two  spacious  courts,  one  of  which  con- 
tained  the  stables,  bams,  and  offices,  while  the  other  was  reserved 
for  the  family  and  the  guests  by  whom  the  hospitable  mansion 
was  almost  constantly  crowded. 

In  the  last-mentioned  part  of  the  house  was  a  great  gallery, 
with  deeply  embayed  Windows  filled  with  painted  glass,  a  Soor  of 
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politffaied  oak,  walls  ai  the  same  dark  lustrous  mat^rial,  hfmg 
with  portraits  of  stifE  beauties,  some  in  ra£t  and  farthingale,  aad 
43ome  in  a  costume  of  au  earlier  period,  among  whom  wa9  Mar- 
garet Barton,  who  brought  the  manor  of  Middleton  into  %hB 
familj ;  frowning  wanriors,  beginniiig  with  Sir  Balph  A38heton, 
JkHight-marshal  of  England  in  the  reign  of  Edward  the  Fourtii, 
«ad  Bumamed  ^  the  black  of  Assheton-under-line/'  the  toa^äß^ 
ci  tiie  house,  and  huBhand  of  Margar^  Barton  be£E>n8  mm- 
tioned,  and  ending  with  Sir  Eichard  Asshetcm,  grornd&thier  of 
tfaa  present  owner  of  the  mansion,  and  one  of  the  heroes  ot  ¥ioi' 
den ;  grave  lawyers,  or  grayer  divineg-^a  Hkeness  running  throngh 
all,  and  showing  they  belonged  to  one  linerr-a  huge  carred  m^m- 
tel-piece,  massive  table»  of  walnut  or  oak,  and  black  and  ßhi^jng 
a«  ebony,  set  round  with  high-backed  chairs. 

Here,  also,  above  stairs,  there  were  long  corriders  ]oo1dypLg  oat 
throngh  lattices  npon  the  court,  and  communiGating  wittx  the 
oknost  countless  dormitorifis :  while, on  the  fioor  benoatb^corres- 
ponding  passages  led  to  all  the  prinoipal  Chambers,  and  t&cmm»iteA 
in  the  grand  entrance-hall,  the  roof  of  which  being  opea  m^ß. 
iotersected  by  enonaouB  rafters,  ßä^d  crooks  of  oak^  lika  the  ribs 
of  some  ''  tall  ammiral,"  was  thonght  from  thiß  «ircnmsjl^iiicß,  sifi 
well  as  from  its  form,  to  resemble  "  a  ship  turned  upside  down." 
The  lower  beams  were  elaborately  carved  and  ornamented  with 
gilded  bosses  and  sculptured  images,  sustaining  shields  embla- 
zoned  with  the  armorial  bearings  of  the  Asshetons.  As  many  as 
three  hundred  matchlocks,  in  good  and  serviceable  condition, 
were  ranged  round  the  entrance-hall,  besides  corselets,  Almayne 
rivets,  steel  caps,  and  other  aocoutrements ;  this  stand  of  arms 
having  been  collected  by  Sir  Richard*s  predecessor,  during  the 
military  muster  made  in  the  county  in  1574,  when  he  had  raised 
^Oid  «equipped  a  ü'oop  of  hor&e  for  Qu^en  Elizabeth.  Outside 
^he  mansion  was  a  garden,  charmingly  laid  out  in  parterres  ^Jid 
walks,  and  not  only  carried  to  the  edge  of  the  moat,  but  continued 
beyond  it  tili  it  reached  a  high  knoll  crowned  with  beech-trees. 
A  cjrest  of  tall  twisted  chimneys,  a  high  roof  with  quaintly  carved 
gables,  surmounted  by  many  gilt  vanes,  may  serve  to  complete 
tihe  picture  of  Middleton  Hall, 

On  a  lovely  summer  evening,  two  youi^  persons  of  opposite 
aexee  were  seated  on  a  bench  placed  at  the  foot  of  one  of  tixe 
lo^ge^t  and  most  umbrageous  of  the  beech-trees  crowning 
the  pleasant  eminence  before  mentionedj  and  though  difEer- 
ij^g  in  aspect  and  character,  the  one  being  excessively  fair,  with 
t^^^i^ep  as  light  ^d  fleecy  as  the  clouds  above  them,  and  eyes  as 
olue  and  tender  as  the  skies— and  the  other  distinguished  by 


grenKt  msadj  be«.u1y,  idiough  in  a  totaJlj  differeat  (Ertyle;  still 
tbere  was  a  sufficientlj  streng  lik^iess  between  thi^n  tx>  pre- 
daim  them  brother  and  sister.  Prof oiuid  melancholj  perraded 
^  ooimtenaAOd  ot  Um  joimg  man,  whose  handBome  brow  was 
(dpuded  by  eaz^dr-rwliile  tke  girl,  tiiough  sad,  seemed  so  odj^ 
from  syynpatbf . 

Tk^J  wore  cp^yerfoiig  together  in  deep  and  eamest  tonas, 
sliowing  how  greatlj  thej  were  interested ;  and,  as  thej  pno- 
ceeded,  manj  agx  i^avolimtarj  sigh  was  heaved  by  Bichard  Asslie- 
ton,  wliile  a  tear,  more  ihan  once,  dinuned  the  brightness  o£  bis 
sister's  ejes,  and  her  band  songbt  hj  its  genüe  pressure  to  re- 
assure  bun. 

Tbey  were  talking  of  Ahzoa,  of  ber  peculiar  and  distressing 
Situation,  and  of  tbe  yonng  man's  bopeless  love  f or  ber.  She 
was  the  genaral  thestne  of  tbeir  discoorse,  for  Bicbard's  sole  com- 
fort  was  in  pouring  fortb  bis  griefs  into  bis  sister' s  willing  ear ; 
b^t  fiißw  0QiQses  of  anxietj  bad  been  giyen  tbem  by  Nidiolas, 
wbo  bad  arrived  tbat  afternoon,  bringing  intelligence  of  James 
Deviße's  eaptiue,  and  of  bis  thieats  against  Mistress  Nutter. 
Tbe  squire  bad  onlj  just  daparted,  baving  suoceeded  in  tbe  two- 
fold  object  of  bis  ^sit-^bicb  was,  firstlj,  to  borrow  tbree 
tiundred  pounds  from  bis  oonsui — and,  secondly,  to  induce  bim 
to  attend  tbe  meeting  at  Sogbton  Tower.  Witb  tbe  first  requost 
Bicbard  wiUingly  complied,  and  be  assented,  tbougb  witb  some 
reluctanoe,  to  äke  second,  provided  notbing  of  serious  moment 
sbonld  OGCur  in  tbe  interim.  I^iebolas  tried  to  rally  bim  on  bis 
despondency,  andeayouriiig  to  conyinoe  bim  all  would  come  rigbt 
in  time,  and  tbat  bis  misgiyii^s  were  causeless ;  but  bis  argn- 
ments  were  inefEeetual,  and  be  was  soon  compelled  to  desist. 
Tbe  squire  wou]d  fain  also  bave  seen  Alizon,  but,  understanding 
sbe  always  remainad  seduded  in  ber  cbamber  tili  eyentide,  be 
did  not  press  tbe  point.  Bicbard  urged  bim  to  stay  over  tbe 
nigbt,  alleging  tbe  lengtb  of  tbe  nde,  and  tbe  speedy  approacb 
^f  evening,  as  indi^sements  to  bim  to  remain ;  but  on  tlus  scone 
tbe  squire  was  resolute— and  baving  caref  uUy  secured  tbe  large 
sum  of  money  be  bad  obtained  beneatb  bis  doublet,  be  mounted 
bis  favourite  steed,  ]E^bin,  wbo  se^mied  as  fresb  as  if  be  bad  not 
acbieved  upwards  of  tbirty  miles  tbat  moming,  and  rode  ofE. 

Bicbard  watcbed  bim  oross  tbe  drawbndge,  and  taJse  tbe  read 
jbowards  Bocbdale,  and,  af  ter  excbanging  a  f  arewell  waye  of  tbe 
iuuid  witb  bim,  returned  to  tbe  ball  and  sougbt  out  bis  sister. 

Dorotby  was  easily  persuaded  to  take  a  tum  in  tbe  garden 
witb  ber  brotber,  and  during  tbeir  walk  be  confided  to  ber  all  be 
J|p#d  beard  from  N^^bolas.    Her  alarm  at  Jem  Deyipe's  ^jireat    ^ 
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was  mucli  greater  than  liis  own ;  and,  thougli  she  entertained  a 
strong  and  unconquerable  aversion  to  Mistress  Nutter,  and  could 
not  be  bronght  to  believe  in  tbe  sincerity  of  her  penitence,  still, 
for  Alizon's  sake,  she  dreaded  lest  any  härm  shonld  befall  her, 
and  more  particularly  desired  to  avoid  the  disgrace  which  would 
be  inflicted  by  a  public  execution.  Alizon  she  was  sure  would 
not  survive  such  a  catastrophe,  and,  therefore,  at  all  risks,  it 
must  be  averted. 

Bichard  did  not  share,  to  the  same  extent,  in  her  apprehen- 
sions,  because  he  had  been  assured  hj  Nicholas  that  Mistress 
Nutter  would  be  removed  to  a  place  of  perfect  security,  and 
because  he  was  disposed,  with  the  squire,  to  regard  the  prisoner's 
threats  as  mere  ravings  of  impotent  malice.  StiU  he  could  not 
help  feeling  great  imeasiness.  Yague  fears,  too,  beset  him, 
which  he  foimd  it  in  vain  to  shake  off,  but  he  did  not  commxini- 
cate  them  to  his  sister,  as  he  knew  the  terrifying  effect  they 
would  have  upon  her  timid  nature ;  and  he,  theref  ore,  kept  the 
mental  anguish  he  endured  to  himself ,  hoping  ere  long  it  would 
diminish  in  intensity.  But  in  this  he  was  deceived,  for,  instead 
of  abating,  his  gloom  and  depression  momently  increased. 

Almost  imconsciously,  Bichard  and  his  sister  had  quitted  the 
garden,  proceeding  with  slow  and  melancholy  steps  to  the  beech- 
crowned  knoll.  The  seat  they  had  chosen  was  a  favourite  one 
with  Alizon,  and  she  came  thither  on  most  evenings,  either 
accompanied  by  Dorothy  or  alone.  Here  it  was  that  Bichard 
had  more  than  once  passionately  besought  her  to  become  his 
bride,  receiving  on  both  occasions  the  same  meek  yet  firm  refusaL 
To  Dorothy  also,  who  pleaded  her  brother's  cause  with  all  the 
eloquence  and  fervour  of  which  she  was  mistress,  Alizon  replied 
that  her  affections  were  fixed  upon  Eichard ;  but  that  while  her 
mother  Hved,  and  needed  her  constant  prayers,  they  must  not 
be  withheld ;  and  that,  looking  upon  any  earthly  passion  as  a 
criminal  interf erence  with  this  paramount  duty,  she  did  not  dare 
to  indulge  it.  Dorothy  represented  to  her  that  the  sacrifice  was 
greater  than  she  was  called  upon  to  make,  that  her  health 
was  visibly  declining,  and  that  she  might  fall  a  victim  to  her 
over-zeal ;  but  Alizon  was  deaf  to  her  remonstrances,  as  she  had 
been  to  the  entreaties  of  Bichard. 

With  hearts  less  burthened,  the  contemplation  of  the  scene 
bef ore  them  could  not  have  f ailed  to  give  delight  to  Bichard  and 
his  sister,  and,  even  amid  the  adverse  circumstances  under  which 
it  was  viewed,  its  beauty  and  tranquiUity  produced  a  soothing 
influence. 

Evening  was  gradually  stealing  on,  and  aU  the  exquisite  tinta 
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jnarking  that  delightful  hour,  were  spreading  over  the  land- 
Bcape.  The  sun  was  setting  gorgeouslj,  and  a  flood  o£  radiance 
feil  upon  the  old  mansion  beneaui  them,  and  upon  the  grej  and 
Tenerable  church,  sitnated  on  a  hill  adjoinin^  it.  The  sounds 
were  all  in  nnison  with  the  hour,  and  the  lowing  of  cattle,  the 
▼oices  of  the  hnsbandmen  retuming  from  their  work,  mingled 
with  the  cawing  of  the  rook»  newly  alighted  on  the  high  trees 
near  the  churdli,  told  them  that  bird,  man,  and  beast  were 
seeking  their  home  for  the  night.  But  though  Bic)iard's  eye 
dwelt  upon  the  fair  garden  beneath  him,  embracing  all  its  ter- 
races,  green  slopes,  and  trim  pastures ;  though  it  feil  upon  the 
moat  beLting  the  hall  like  a  glittering  zone ;  though  it  rested 
upon  the  church  tower ;  and,  roaming  over  the  park  beyond  it, 
finally  settled  upon  the  ränge  of  liSls  bounding  the  horizon, 
which  haye  not  inaptlj  been  termed  the  English  Apennines ; 
though  he  saw  all  these  things,  he  thought  not  of  them,  neither 
was  he  conscious  of  the  sounds  that  met  his  ear,  and  which  all 
spoke  of  rest  from  labour,  and  peace.  Darker  and  deeper  grew 
his  melancholj.  He  began  to  persuade  himseK  he  was  not  long 
for  this  World ;  and,  while  gazing  upon  the  beautif  al  prospect 
before  him,  was  perhaps  looking  upon  it  for  the  last  time. 

For  some  minutes  Dorothj  watched  him  auxionsly,  and  at  last 
receiring  no  answer  to  her  questions,  and  alarmed  bj  the  ex- 
pression  of  his  countenance,  she  flung  her  arms  round  his  neck, 
and  burst  into  tears.  It  was  now  Bichard's  tum  to  console  her, 
and  he  inquired  with  much  anziely  as  to  the  cause  of  this  sudden 
outburst  of  grief . 

"You  yourself  are  the  cause  of  it,  dear  Bichard,"  replied 
Dorothy,  regarding  him  with  brimming  eyes ;  "  I  cannot  bear  to 
see  you  so  imhappy.  If  j^ou  suffer  this  melancholy  to  grow  upon 
you,  it  will  affecib  both  mind  and  body.  Just  now  your  counte- 
nance wore  an  expressio^  most  djjftressingto  look  upon.  Try  to 
smile,  dear  Bichard,  if  only  to  cheer  me,  or  eise  I  shall  grow  as 
sad  as  you.  Ah,  me !  I  haye  known  the  day,  and  not  long  since 
either,  when  on  a  pleasant  summer  eyening  like  this  you  would 
propose  a  stroll  into  the  park  with  me ;  and,  when  there,  would 
trip  along  the  glades  as  neetly  as  a  deer,  and  defy  me  to  catch 
you.  But  you  always  took  care  I  should,  though — ^ha!  ha! 
Oome,  there  is  a  little  att^pt  at  a  smile.  ^That's  something. 
You  look  more  like  yourself  nowv  How  happy  we  used  to  be  in 
those  days  to  be  sure ! — and  how  merry !  You  would  make  the 
Courts  ring  with  your  blithe  laughter,  and  well  nigh  kill  me  with 
your  jests.  K  love  is  to  make  onie  mope  like  an  owl,  and  sigh 
like  tue  wind  through  a  half-shut  casement ;  if  it  Is  to  cause  one 
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to  lose  one'g  fosy  complexion  and  gay  spirit,  and  forget  how  to 
dance  and  sing — take  no  pleasnre  in  bawking  and  hunting  or  anj 
kind  of  gpor£— walk  about  with  eyes  fixed  npon  tho  ground, 
muttering,  and  witk  disordered  attire — ^if  it  is  to  make  one  dilent 
when  one  shotüd  be  talkative,  grave  when  one  sliould  be  gay, 
liaedleM,  when  one  eliould  listen — ^if  it  is  to  do  all  tbis,  defend 
m»  froxn  tbe  tender  passion !     I  bope  I  sball  never  fall  in  love.'' 

*<I  hope  you  nerer  will,  dear  Dorotby,"  replied  Riebard, 
pressing  her  band  affectionately,  "  if  your  love  is  to  be  attended 
witb  such  unbappy  results  as  mine.  I  know  not  bow  it  is,  but 
I  feel  unusnally  despondent  tbis  evening,  and  am  baunted  by  a 
thousand  digmal  f ancies.  But  I  will  do  my  best  to  dismiss  tbem, 
and  witb  your  belp  no  doubt  I  sball  succeed." 

"  Tbere ! — ^there  was  a  smile  in  eamest !"  cried  Dorotby,  bright- 
eomg  up.  "  Ob,  Hicbard !  I  am  quite  bappy  now.  And  cdhyer 
idl  I  do  not  see  wby  you  sbould  take  sucb  a  gloomy  view  of  tbings. 
1  baye  no  doubt  tnere  is  a  great  deal,  a  very  great  deal  oi 
bappinesB  in  störe  for  you  and  Alizon — ^I  must  couple  ber  name 
witb  yours,  or  you  will  not  allow  it  to  be  bappiness — if  you  can 
only  be  birougbt  to  think  so.  I  am  quite  sure  of  it ;  and  you 
sball  see  bow  nicely  I  can  make  tbe  matter  out.  As  tbus. 
Mistress  Nutter  is  certain  to  die  soon — sucb  a  wicked  woman 
cannot  liye  long.  Don*t  be  angry  witb  me  for  calling  ber  wicked, 
Bichard ;  but  you  know  I  never  can  forget  ber  unballowed  pro- 
oeedingi  in  tbe  convent  cburcb  at  Wballey,  wbere  I  was  so 
nearly  becoming  a  witch  myself .  Well,  as  I  was  saying,  sbe 
cannot  live  long,  and  wben  sbe  goes — and  Heaven  grant  it  may 
be  soon  I-^-Alizon,  no  doubt  will  moum  for  ber  thougb  I  sball 
not,  and  after  a  decent  interval — ^tben,  Eicbard,  tben  sbe  will  no 
longer  say  you  nay,  but  will  make  you  bappy  as  your  wif e.  Nay, 
do  not  look  so  sad  again,  dear  brotber.  I  tbougbt  I  sbould 
make  you  quite  cheerful  by  tbe  picture JE  was  drawing." 

"  It  is  because  I  fear  it  will  never  be  realised  tbat  I  am  sad, 
Dorotby,"  replied  Richard.  "My  own  anticipations  are  tbe 
opposite  of  yours,  and  paint  Alizon  sinking  into  an  early  grave 
before  her  mother ;  whüe  as  to  myself,  if  such  be  tbe  case,  I 
«hall  not  long  survive  her.'* 

"  Nay,  now  you  will  make  me  weep  again,*'  cried  Dorotby,  ber 
tears  flowing  n^&esh.  *'  But  I  will  not  allow  you  to  indulge  sucb 
gloomy  ideas,  Richard*  If  I  seriously  thought  Mistress  Nutter 
nkely  to  occasion  all  tbis  fresb  mischief ,  I  would  cause  her  to  be 
deüvered  up  to  justice,  and  hanged  out  of  tbe  way.  You  may 
look  cross  at  me,  but  I  would,    What  is  an  old  witch  like  her, 
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eompared  with  two  young  handsome  persons,  dying  for  love  of 
each  other,  ard  yet  not  able  to  marry  on  her  account  ?" 

"Dorothy,  Dorothy,  you  must  put  some  restraint  on  your 
tongue,"  Said  Richard;*"  you  gire  it  sadly  too  much  license. 
Tou  f orget  it  is  the  wisli  of  the  unhappy  lady  you  refer  to,  to 
erpiate  her  ofEencea  at  the  stake,  and  that  it  is  only  out  of  cou- 
sideration  to  her  daughter  that  she  has  been  induced  to  remain 
in  concealment.  What  will  be  the  issue  of  it  all,  I  dare  scarcely 
conjecture.    Woe  to  her,  I  fear !    Woe  to  Alizon !    Woe  to  me  !'* 

"  Alas  !  itichard,  that  you  should  link  yourself  to  her  fate  !" 
exclaimed  Dorothy,  half  moumfully,  half  reproachfuUy. 

"  I  caiinot  help  it,"  he  replied.  "  It  is  my  destiny — Sk  de- 
plorable  destiny,  if  you  will — but  not  to  be  avoided.  That 
Mistress  Nutter  will  escape  the  consequences  of  her  crimes,  I  can 
scarcely  belieye.  Her  penitence  is  profound  and  sincere,  and 
that  is  a  great  consolation ;  for  I  trust  she  will  not  perish,  body 
and  soiü.  I  should  wish  her  to  haye  some  spiritual  assistance, 
but  this  Nicholas  will  not  for  the  present  permit,  alleging  that 
no  churchman  would  consent  to  screen  her  from  justice  when  he 
became  aware,  as  he  must  by  her  confession,  of  the  nature  and 
magnitude  of  her  offenoes.  This  may  be  true ;  but  when  the 
wretchea  who  bare  beenleagued  with  her  in  iniquity  are  disposed 
of ,  the  reason  will  nö  longer  exist,  and  I  will  see  that  she  is  cared 
for.  But  apart  from  her  mother,  I  haye  another  source  of 
anxiety  respecting  Alizon.  It  isthis:  Orders  havebeen  this  day 
giyen  for  the  arrest  of  Elizabeth  Deyice  and  her  daughter, 
Jennet,  and  Alizon  will  be  the  chief  witness  against  them.  This 
will  be  a  great  trouble  to  her." 

"  TTndoubtedly,"  rejoined  Dorothy,  with  much  concem.  "  But 
etaä  it  not  be  ayoided  P' 

"  I  fear  not,"  said  Richard,  "  and  I  blamed  Nicholas  much  for 
his  precipitancy  in  giving  the  order ;  but  he  replied  he  had  been 
held  up  latterly  as  a  favourer  of  witches,  and  must  eüdeayour  to 
redeem  his  character  by  a  display  of  seyerity.  Were  it  not  for 
Alizon,  I  should  rejoice  that  the  noxious  brood  should  at  last 
be  utterly  exterminated." 

"  And  so  should  I,  in  good  sooth,"  responded  Dorothy.  "  A« 
to  Elizabeth  Deyice,  she  is  bad  enough  for  anything,  and  oapable 
of  almoist  any  mischief ;  but  she  is  nothing  to  Jennet,  who,  I  am 
persuaded)  l^ould  become  a  second  Mother  Demdike,  if  her 
career  were  not  cut  short.  You  haye  seen  the  child,  and  know 
what  an  ill-fayoured,  deformed  little  creature  she  is,  with  round 
kigh  Shoulders,  eyes  set  strangely  in  her  face,  and  such  a  mdJi- 
cious  expression — oh  !  I  shudder  to  think  of  it." 
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And  ehe  covered  her  face  with  her  hands,  as  if  to  shnt  out 
Bome  unpleasant  object. 

"  Poor,  predestined  child  of  sin,  branded  by  nalure  from  her 
birih,  and  charged  with  wicked  passions,  as  the  snake  with 
yenom,  I  cannot  but  pity  her !"  exclaimed  Richard.  "Compas- 
aion  is  entirely  thrown  away,"  he  added,  with  a  sudden  change 
of  manner,  and  as  if  trying  to  shake  ofE  a  weakness.  "The 
poisonons  fruit  must,  however,  be  nipped  in  the  bud.  Better 
she  should  perish  now,  even  though  oomparatively  guiltless,  than 
hereafter,  with  a  soul  stained  with  crime,  like  her  mother." 

As  he  concluded,  he  put  his  hand  quickly  to  his  side,  for  a 
Sharp  and  sudden  pang  shot  through  his  heart ;  and  so  acute 
was  the  pain,  that,  after  struggling  against  it  for  a  moment,  he 
groaned  deeply,  and  would  have  fallen,  if  his  sister,  greatly 
alarmed,  and  with  difficulty  repressing  a  scream,  had  not  lent 
him  Support. 

Neither  of  them  were  aware  of  the  presence  of  a  little  girl, 
who  had  approached  the  place  where  they  were  sitting,  with 
footsteps  so  light  that  the  grass  scarcely  seemed  to  bend  beneath 
them,  and  who,  ensconcing  herseif  behind  the  tree,  drank  in 
their  discourse  with  eager  ears.  She  was  attended  by  a  large 
black  cat,  who,  climbing  the  tree,  placed  himself  on  a  bough 
above  her. 

During  the  latter  part  of  the  conversation,  and  when  it  tumed 
upon  the  arrest  of  Jennet  and  her  mother,  the  expression  of  the 
child's  countenance,  malicious  enough  to  begin  with,  became 
desperately  malignant,  and  she  was  only  restndned  by  certain 
signs  from  the  cat,  which  appeared  to  be  intelligible  to  her,  from 
some  act  of  mischief .  At  last  even  this  f ailed,  and  bef ore  the 
animal  could  descend  and  check  her,  she  crept  round  the  bole 
of  the  tree,  so  as  to  bring  herseif  close  to  Eichard,  and  mutter- 
ing  a  spell,  made  one  or  two  passes  behind  his  back,  touched 
him  with  the  point  of  her  finger,  but  so  lightly  that  he  was  un- 
conscious  of  the  pressure,  and  then  hastüy  retreated  with  the 
cat,  who  glared  furiously  at  her  from  his  flaming  orbs. 

It  was  at  the  moment  she  touched  him  that  Bichard  feit  as  if 
an  arrow  were  quivering  in  his  heart. 

Poor  Dorothy's  alarm  was  so  great  that  she  could  not  even 
scream  for  assistance,  and  she  f eared,  if  she  quitted  her  brother, 
he  would  expire  bef  ore  her  retum ;  but  the  agony,  though  great, 
was  speedily  over,  and  as  the  spasm  ceased,  he  looked  up,  and, 
with  a  faint  smile,  strove  to  re-assure  her, 

"  Do  not  be  alarmed,"  he  said ;  "  it  is  nothing — a  momentarj 
faintness«— that  is  all." 
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Bai  the  damp  upon  his  brow,  and  tHe  deatlily  Iiue  of  liis 
cheek,  contradicted  the  assertion,  and  showed  how  much  he  had 
endimdd. 

^'It  was  more  tlian  momentarj  faintness,  dear  Bicbard,** 
replied  Dorothy.  "  It  was  a  hightful  seizure — so  frightful  that 
I  almost  f eaied ;  but  no  matter — ^you  Imow  I  am  easily  alarmed. 
Thank  God !  here  is  some  colour  coming  into  your  cheeks.  fou 
are  better  now,  I  see.  Lean  upon  me,  and  let  us  retum  to  tHe 
liouse/* 

*'  I  can  walk  unassisted,"  said  Eicbard,  rising  with  an  effort. 

"  Do  not  despise  my  feeble  aid,"  replied  Dorothy,  taking  his 
arm  under  her  own.    "  You  will  be  quite  well  soon." 

"  I  am  quite  well  now,"  said  Eichard,  halting  after  he  had 
advanced  a  few  paces.  *'The  attack  is  altogether  passed.  Do 
you  not  see  Alizon  Coming  towards  us  ?  Not  a  word  of  this 
sudden  seizure  to  her.    Do  you  mind,  Dorothy  ?*' 

Alizon  was  soon  close  behind  them,  and  though,  in  obedience 
to  Bichard's  injxmctions,  no  allusion  was  made  to  his  recent 
illness,  she  at  once  perceived  he  was  sufEering  greatly,  and  with 
much  solicitude  inquired  into  the  cause.  Eichard  avoided  giving 
a  direct  answer,  and,  immediately  entering  upon  Nicholas's  visit, 
tried  to  divert  her  attention  from  himself . 

So  great  a  change  had  been  wrought  in  Alizon's  appearance 
and  manner  during  the  last  few  weeks,  that  she  could  scarcely 
be  recognised.  Still  beautiful  as  ever,  her  beauty  had  lost  its 
earthly  character,  and  had  become  in  the  highest  degree  spiri- 
tualised  and  refined.  Humility  of  deportment  and  resignation 
of  look,  blended  with  an  expression  of  religious  feryour,  gave 
her  the  appearance  of  one  of  the  early  martyrs.  XJnremitting 
ardour  in  the  pursuance  of  her  devotional  cxercises  by  day,  and 
long  vigils  at  night,  had  wom  down  her  frame,  and  robbed  it  of 
some  Ol  its  grace  and  fulness  of  outline ;  but  this  attenuation 
had  a  charm  of  its  own,  and  gaye  a  touching  interest  to  her 
figure,  which  was  wantingbefore.  If  her  cheek  was  thinner  and 
paler,  her  eyes  looked  larger  and  brighter,  and  möre  akin  to  the 
Stars  in  splendour;  and  if  she  appeared  less  childlike,  lesfl. 
joyousy  htm  free  from  care,  the  want  of  these  qualities  was  man 
th^n  comierbalanced  by  increased  gentleness,  resignationy  and 

Deeply  interested  in  all  Eichard  told  her  of  her  mother,  she 
was  greatly  concemed  to  hear  of  the  intended  arrest  of  Elizabeth 
and  Jennet  Deyice,  especially  the  latter.  For  this  unhappy  and 
misguided  child  she  had  once  entertained  the  afEection  of  a 
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sister,  and  it  could  not  but  be  a  source  of  grief  to  her  to  i?^ect 
upon  her  probable  fate. 

Little  more  passed  between  them,  for  Richard,  feeling  hiB 
strength  again  fail  him,  was  anxious  to  reach  the  house,  and 
Dorothy  was  quite  unequal  to  conversation.  They  parted  at  the 
door,  and  as  Alizon,  after  taking  leave  of  her  friendfl,  tnrned  tö 
continue  her  walk  in  the  garden,  Richard  staggered  into  the 
ent?ance-hall,  and  sank  upon  a  chair. 

Alizon  desired  to  be  alone,  for  she  did  not  wish  to  hATe  a 
witness  to  the  grief  that  overpowered  her,  and  which,  when  ehe 
had  gained  a  retired  part  of  the  garden,  where  she  supposed 
herseif  free  from  all  Observation,  found  relief  in  a  flood  of 
tears. 

For  some  minutes  she  was  a  prey  to  violent  and  irrepressible 
emotion,  and  had  scarcely  regained  a  show  of  composure,  when 
she  heard  herseif  addressed,  as  she  thonght,  in  the  voice  of  the 
very  child  whose  nnlucky  fate  she  was  deploring.  Looking 
round  in  surprise,  and  seeing  no  one,  she  began  to  think  fancy 
must  have  cheated  her,  when  a  low  malicious  laugh,  arising  from 
a  shrubbery  near  her,  convinced  her  that  Jennet  was  hidden 
there.  And  the  next  moment  the  little  girl  stepped  from  out 
the  trees. 

Alizon's  first  Impulse  was  to  catch  the  child  in  her  arms,  and 

J>ress  her  to  her  bosom ;  but  there  was  something  in  Jennet's 
ook  that  deterred  her,  and  so  embarrassed  her^  that  she  was 
unable  to  bestow  upon  her  the  ordinary  greeting  of  affection,  or 
even  approach  her. 

Jennet  seemed  to  enjoy  her  confusion,  and  laughed  ^pite- 
fuUy. 

"  Yo  dunna  seem  ower  glad  to  see  me,  sister  Alizon,"  said 
Jennet,  at  length. 

"  Sister  Alizon  l"  There  was  something  in  the  term  that  now 
jarred  upon  the  young  girl's  ears,  but  she  strove  to  oonquer  the 
feeling,  as  unworthy  of  her. 

"  She  was  once  my  sister,"  she  thought,  "  and  shall  be  bo  stilL 
I  will  save  her,  if  it  be  possible.  Jennet,"  she  added,  aloud,  "  I 
know  not  what  chance  brings  you  here,  and  though  I  may  not 
give  you  the  welcome  you  expect,  I  am  rejoiced  to  see  you, 
because  I  may  be  themeans  of  serving  you.  Do  not  be  alarmed 
at  what  I  am  going  to  teil  you.  The  danger  I  hope  is  pasaed, 
or  at  all  eyents  may  be  avoided.  Your  liberty  is  threatened,  and 
at  the  very  moment  I  see  you  here  I  was  lamenting  your  sup- 
posed condition  as  a  prisoner." 

Jennet  laughed  louder  and  more  spitefully  than  bef ore,  and 
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lookcd  SO  liko  a  little  fury,  that  Alizon's  blood  ran  cold  at  the 
sight  of  it. 

"  Ey  knoa  it  aw,  sister  Alizon,"  she  cried,  "  an'  tliat  is  why 
ey  ha'  cum'd  here.  Brotlier  Jem  is  a  pris'ner  i'  Whalley  Abbey. 
Motlier  is  a  pris'ner  theere,  too.  An'  ey  should  ha  kept  em 
Company,  if  Tib  hadaa  brought  me  off.  Now,  listen  to  me, 
Alizon,  fo'  tbis  is  my  bus'ness  wi' yo.  To  mun  get  motber  an' 
Jem  out  to-neet — eigh,  to-neet.  To  con  do  it,  if  yo  win.  An' 
onless  you  do — ^boh  öy  winna  threaten  tili  ej  get  yer  answer." 

"  How  am  I  to  set  them  free  F"  asked  Alizon,  greatly  alarmed. 

"  To  need  only  say  tbe  word  to  young  Bucbot  AsAeton,  an' 
the  job's  done,"  repUed  Jennet. 

"  I  r^fuse— positively  refuse  to  do  so !"  rejoined  Alizon,  in» 
dignantly. 

"  Varry  weel,"  cried  Jennßt,  witb  a  loot  of  concentrated  malice 
and  fury ;  "  then  tak  the  consequences.  They  win  be  ta'en  to 
Lonkester  Castle,  an'  lose  their  lives  theere.  Bob  ye  shan  go,  too 
— ay,  an'  be  brunt  os  a  witch — a  witch— d'ye  mark,  wench  ?  eh !" 

"  I  defy  your  malice !"  cried  Alizon. 

"  Defy  me !"  screamed  Jennet.    "  What,  ho !  l^b »" 

And  at  the  call  the  huge  black  cat  sprang  from  out  the  shruh- 
bery. 

"  Tear  her  flesh  from  her  bones !"  cried  the  little  girl,  point- 
ing  to  Alizon,  and  stamping  furiously  on  the  ground. 

Tib  erected^his  back,  and  glared  like  a  tiger,  but  he  seemed 
unwilling  or  unable  to  obey  the  order. 

Alizon,  who  had  completely  recovered  her  courage,  regarded 
him  fixedly,  and  apparently  without  terror. 

"Whoy  dusTia  seize  her,  an'  tear  her  i'  piecesP"  cried  the 
infuriated  chüd. 

"H0  dares  not — he  has  no  power  over  me,"  said  Alizon. 
*'  Oh,  Jeimet !  cast  him  off.  Tour  wicked  agent  appears  to  be- 
friend  yoü  now,  but  he  will  lead  you  to  eertain  destruction. 
Come  witt  me,  and  1  wiU  save  you." 

"Off!"  cried  Jennet,  repemng  her  with  furious  gestures. 
"  Off !  ey  winna  ge  wi*  ye.  Ey  winna  be  saved,  os  yo  term  it. 
Ey  hate  yo  more  than  ever,  an*  wad  strike  yo  dead  at  my  feet, 
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it  sore,  an'  ey  win  repeat  the  blow.    Ey  now  leave  yo,  boh  we 

flhan  meet  again.     Come  along,  Tib !" 

So  saying,  she  sprang  into  the  shrübbeiyj  foUowed  by  the  cat, 
leaving  Alizon  appalled  by  her  frightfol  inaligiu^«i 
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THB  GOBaS  OV  CLIYiaBB. 

Ths  Btm  liad  already  set  as  l^cliolas  Assheton  feached  Tod- 
morden,  tlien  a  very  small  yillage  indeed,  and  alighting  at  a 
little  iim  near  tlie  cliurchy  f  ound  the  ale  so  good,  and  so  many 
boon  companions  assembled  to  discuss  it,  that  he  would  £ain 
haye  tarried  with  them  for  an  hour  or  so ;  but  prudence,  f or 
once,  getting  tbe  better  of  inclination,  and  suggesting  that  he 
had  dfteen  or  sixteen  miles  still  to  ride,  over  a  rough  and  lonelj 
road,  part  of  which  lay  through  the  gorge  of  Cliviger,  a  long 
and  solitary  pass  among  the  English  Apennines,  and,  moreover, 
had  a  large  sinn  of  money  about  him,  he  tore  himself  awaj  by  a 
great  effort. 

On  quitting  the  smiling  Valley  of  Todmorden,  and  drawing 
near  the  dangerous  defile  before  mentioned,  some  misgiyings 
crossed  him,  and  he  almost  reproached  himself  with  foolhardi- 
ness  in  venturing  within  it  at  such  an  hour,  and  wholly  un- 
attended.  Several  recent  cases  of  robbery,  some  of  them 
attended  by  murder,  had  occurred  within  the  pass ;  and  these 
now  occurred  so  forcibly  to  the  squire,  that  he  was  half  inclined 
to  ride  back  to  Todmorden,  and  engage  two  or  three  of  the 
topers  he  had  left  at  the  inn  to  serve  lum  as  an  escort  as  fax  as 
Bumley ;  but  he  dismissed  the  idea  almost  as  soon  as  formed» 
and,  Casting  one  look  at  the  green  and  woody  slopes  around  him, 
Struck  spurs  into  Eobin,  and  dashed  into  the  gorge. 

On  the  right  towered  a  precipice,  on  the  bare  crest  of  which 
stood  a  heap  of  stones,  piled  llke  a  column — ^the  remains,  pro- 
bably,  of  a  caim.  On  this  commanding  point  Nicholas  perceived 
a  female  figure,  dilated  to  gigantic  proportions  against  the  sky, 
who,  as  far  as  he  could  distinguish,  seemed  watching  him,  and 
making  signs  to  him,  apparently  to  go  back ;  but  he  paid  little 
regard  to  them,  and  soon  afterwards  lost  sight  of  her. 

Precipitous  and  almost  inaccessible  rocks,  of  eveiy  variety  of 
form  and  hue ;  some  springing  perpendicularly  up  like  the  spire 
of  a  church,  others  running  along  in  broken  ridges,  or  present- 
ing  the  appearance  of  high  embattled  waUs;  here  riven  into 
deep  gullies,  there  opening  into  wild  savage  glens,  fit  spots  for 
robber  ambuscade ;  now  presenting  a  fair  smooth  surface,  now 
jagged,  shattered,  shelving,  roughened  with  brushwood ;  some- 
times  bleached  and  hoary,  as  in  the  case  of  the  pinnacled  crag 
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ealled  the  White  Eirk ;  sometiines  green  with  moss  or  ^7  with 
Hchen;  sometimes,  though  but  rarelj,  shaded  with  timber,  ai 
in  the  approach  to  the  cayem  named  the  Earl'B  Bower ;  bat 
generallj  Dold  and  naked,  and  sombre  in  tint  as  the  colours 
emplojed  bj  the  saTage  Bosa.  Such  wäre  the  distingtiishmg 
featnres  of  the  gorge  of  Oliviger  when  Nicholas  trayersed  iC 
New  the  high  embankments  and  mightj  arches  of  a  raüway  fiU 
np  its  recesses,  and  span  its  ^ollies ;  tne  roar  of  the  engine  ig 
heard  where  the  crj  of  the  bird  of  prey  alone  resoundea;  and 
clouds  of  steam  usnrp  the  place  of  the  mist-wreaths  on  its 
crags. 

Formerlj,  the  high  cliffs  abonnded  with  hawks;  the  rocks 
echoed  with  their  yells  and  screeches,  and  the  spots  adjoining 
their  nests  resembled,  in  the  words  of  the  historian  of  the 
district,  Whitaker,  *'  little  chamel-houses  for  the  bones  of  game." 
Formerly,  also,  on  some  inaccessible  point  built  the  rock-eagle, 
and  reared  its  brood  from  year  to  year.  The  gaunt  woIf  had 
once  ravaged  the  glens,  and  the  sly  f  ox  and  fierce  cat-a-moimtaiB 
still  harbonred  within  them.  Nor  were  those  the  only  objects 
of  dread.  The  superstitions  declared  the  gorge  was  haunted  by 
a  frightful,  hirsute  demon,  yclept  Hobthnrst. 

The  general  savage  chaiacter  of  the  ravine  was  relieved  by 
some  spots  of  exquisite  beauty,  where  the  traveller  might  haye 
lingered  with  delight,  if  apprehension  of  assault  from  robber, 
or  Visit  from  Hobthurst,  had  not  urged  him  on.  Numberless 
waterfalls,  gushing  from  fissures  in  the  hüls,  coursed  down  their 
seamy  sides,  lookmg  Hke  threads  of  silver  as  they  sprang  from 
point  to  point.  One  of  the  most  beautiful  of  these  cascades, 
issuing  from  a  gully  in  the  rocks  near  the  cavem  ealled  the 
Earl's  Bower,  feU,  in  rainy  seasons,  in  one  unbroken  sheet  of  a 
hundred  and  fifty  feet.  Through  the  midst  of  the  gorge  ran 
a  swift  and  brawling  stream,  known  by  the  appellation  of  the 
Calder;  but  it  must  not  be  confounded  with  the  river  flowing 
past  Whalley  Abbey.  The  course  of  this  impetuous  current 
was  not  always  restrained  within  its  rocky  Channel,  and  when 
swoUen  by  heavy  rains,  it  would  frequently  invade  the  narrow 
causeway  running  beside  it,  and,  spreading  over  the  whole  width 
of  the  gorge,  render  the  read  ahnost  impassable. 

Through  this  rocky  and  sombre  defile,  and  by  the  side  of  the 
brawling  Calder,  which  dashed  swiftly  past  him,  Nicholas  took 
his  way.  The  hawks  were  yelling  overhead;  the  rooks  were 
cawing  on  the  topmost  branches  of  some  tall  timber,  on  which 
they  built ;  a  raven  was  croaking  lustily  in  the  wood ;  and  a 
pair  of  eagles  were  soaring  in  the  itill  gfomiüg  sky. 
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By-and-by  tlie  glen  contracted,  and  a  "wall  of  steep  rocbs  o^ 
either  side  nemmed  tie  shuddering  traveller  in.  Instinctiyelj^ 
lie  Struck  spure  into  bis  horse,  and  accelerated  liis  pace. 

The  narrow  glen  expands,  the  precipices  fall  furtner  bcMsk,  and 
tiie  traveller  breathes  more  freely.  Still,  be  does  not  relax  biü 
speed,  for  bis  imagination  bas  been  at  work  in  tbe  gloom, 
peopline  bis  patb  witb  lurking  robbers  or  grinning  boggarta. 
He  begins  to  fear  be  sball  lose  bis  gold,  and  execrä^s  bis  f oUj 
.  for  incurring  sucb  beedless  risk.  But  it  is  too  late  now  jio  tum 
bact. 

It  grows  rapidly  dusk,  and  objects  become  less  and  less  dis- 
tinct,  assuming  fantastical  and  fearful  forms.  A  blasted  tree 
clinging  to  a  rock,  and  tbrusting  a  bare  brancb  across  tbe  road 
looks  to  tbe  squire  like  a  bandit;  and  a  wbite  owl  bursting 
from  a  busb,  scares  bim  as  if  it  bad  been  Hobtbürsi  bimself. 
Howeyer,  in  spite  of  tbese  and  otber  alarms,  for  wbicb  be  is 
indebted  to  excited  fancy,  be  burries  on,  and  is  proceeding  at  a 
tbundering  pace,  wben  all  at  once  bis  borse  comes  to  a  stop, 
arrested  by  a  tall  female  figure,  resembling  tbat  seen  near  tbe 
mountain  caim  at  tbe  entrance  of  tbe  gorge. 

Nicbolas's  blood  ran  cold,  for  tbougb  in  tbis  case  be  could  not 
apprebend  plunder,  be  was  fearful  of  personal  injury,  for  be 
bebeved  tbe  woman  to  be  a  witcb.  Mustering  up  courage, 
bowever,  be  forced  Eobin  to  proceed. 

If  bis  progress  was  meant  to  be  barred,  a  better  spot  for  tbe 
purpose  could  not  bave  been  selected.  A  narrow  road,  scarcely 
two  feet  in  widtb,  ran  round  tbe  ledge  of  a  tremendous  crag, 
jutting  so  far  into  tbe  glen  tbat  it  almost  met  tbe  steep  barrier 
of  rocks  opposite  it.  Between  tbese  precipitous  crags  dasbed 
tbe  river  in  a  foaming  cascade,  nearly  twelve  feet  in  beigbt,  and 
tbe  steep  narrow  causeway  winding  beeide  it,  as  aböTe  described, 
was  rendered  excessively  slippery  and  dangerous  from  tbe  con- 
stant  cloud  of  spray  arising  from  tbe  fall. 

At  tbe  bigbest  and  narrowest  point  of  tbe  ledge,  and  ooeupy- 
ing  nearly  tbe  wbole  of  its  space,  witb  an  overbanging  rock  on 
one  side  of  ber,  and  a  roaring  torrent  on  tbe  otber,  stood  tbe 
tall  woman,  determined  apparently,  from  ber  attitude  and  de- 
portment,  to  oppose  tbe  squire's  furtber  progress.  As  Nicbolas 
advanced,  be  became  convinced  tbat  it  was  tbe  same  person 
be  bad  seen  near  tbe  cadm;  but,  wben  ber  features  grew 
distinguisbable,  be  found  to  bis  surprise  tbat  it  was  Nance 
Eedfeme. 

"Halloa!  Nance/'  he  cried.  "Wbat  are  you  doing  bere^ 
lass,  eb  P" 
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"Cum  to  warn  ye,  squoire,"  she  replied;  "yo  once  did  me 
a  saarrioe,  an'  ey  hanna  forgetten  it.  That'a  why  I  watched  ye 
fro*  the  caim  cüffs,  and  motioned  ye  to  ge  back.  Boh  ye  didna 
onderstand  my  signs,  or  wouldna  lieed  'em,  so  ey  be  cnm'd  heie 
to  stay  ye.     Yo're  i'  dawnger,  ey  teil  ye." 

"  In  danger  of  what,  my  good  woman  P"  demanded  the  sqtiire, 
uneasily. 

"  O'  bein'  robbed,  and  plundered  o'  your  gowd,'*  replied 
Nanoe ;  "  there  are  five  men  waitin'  to  set  upon  ye  a  mile  f  urther 
on,  at  the  Bowder  Stoana." 

"  Indeed  !"  exclaimed  Nicholas ;  "  they  will  get  little  for  their 
pains.    I  haye  no  money  about  me.'' 

''Dunna  think  to  deceire  me,  squoire,"  rejoined  Nanoe;  "ey 
knoa  yo  ha'  borrowed  three  hundert  punds  i'  gowd  fro'  yung 
Buchot  Aasheton ;  an'  os  surely  es  ye  ha'  it  aw  under  your 
jeridn.  Bo  Butely  ^  yo  lo.«  it,  &  yo  lunna  tum  back,  or  ^  on 
without  me  keepin'  ye  Company." 

"I  bare  no  objection  on  earth  to  your  Company,  Nance," 
replied  the  squire:  "quite  the  contrary.  But  how  the  devil 
«hoüld  these  rascals  expeet  meP  And,  above  all,  how  should 
they  conjecture  I  should  come  so  well  provided  ?  For,  sooth  to 
say,  such  is  not  ordinarily  the  case  with  me." 

"Ey  knoa  it  weel,  squoire,"  replied  Nance,  with  a  laugh; 
"  boh  they  ba'  received  sartin  hiformation  o'  your  moTements." 

"  There  is  only  one  person  who  could  give  them  such  Informa- 
tion," cried  Nicholas  ;  "  but  I  cannot,  wül  not  suspect  him." 

"  If  yo're  thinkin*  o'  Lawrence  Fogg,  yo're  na  far  wide  o'  th' 
mark,  squoire,"  replied  Nance. 

"  What !  Fogg  leagued  with  robbers — impossible  !"  exclaimed 
Nicholas. 

"  Neaw,  it's  nah  so  unpossible  os  aw  that,"  retumed  Nance ; 
yo'n  Stare  when  ey  teil  yo  he  has  robbed  yo  mony  a  time 
without  your  being  aware  on  it.  Yo  were  onwise  enough  to 
send  him  round  to  your  friends  to  borrow  money  fo'  yo." 

"  True,  so  I  was.  But,  luckily,  no  one  would  lend  me  äny," 
Said  Nicholas. 

"There  yo're  wrong,  squoire — ^fo'  unluckily  they  aw  did," 
replied  Nance,  with  a  scarcely  suppressed  laugh.  "Roger 
NoweU  gied  him  one  himdred ;  Tummus  Whitaker  of  Holme, 
another ;  Buchet  Parker  o'  Browsholme,  another.  An'  more  i' 
th'  same  way." 

"  And  the  rascal  pocketed  it  all,  and  never  brought  me  back 
otie  farthing,"  cried  Nicholas,  in  a  transport  of  rage.  "  TU  have 
Mm  hanged*-*ii6hair !  hanging^a  too  good  for  him.    To  deceive 
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me»  hie  friend,  his  beuef actor,  Iiis  patron,  in  such  a  tnaimer ;  to 
dwell  in  mj  liotuse,  eat  at  mj  table,  drüik  mj  wine,  wear  my 
habiliments,  ride  my  horses,  nnnt  witb  my  hounds !  Has  the 
dog  no  consdence  ?" 

"  Varry  litüe,  e/m  afear*d,"  repHed  Nanoe. 

**  And  the  worst  of  it  is,"  continued  the  squire — ^new  lights 
breaking  upon  him — ''  I  shall  be  liable  for  all  tbe  sums  he  has 
reoeiyed.  He  was  my  confidential  agent,  and  the  lenders  will 
come  upon  me.  It  must  be  six  or  seven  hundred  pounds  that 
he  has  obtained  in  this  nefarious  way.  Zoimds!  I  shall  go 
mad." 

"  Yo  wur  to  blame  fo'  trustin'  him,  squoire,"  rejoined  Nance. 
**  Yo  ought  to  ha'  made  proper  inquiries  about  him  at  first,  an* 
then  yo'd  ha*  found  out  what  sort  o'  chap  he  wur.  Boh  now 
ey'n  teil  ye.  Lawrence  Fogg  is  chief  o'  a  band  o'  robbers,  an* 
aw  the  black  an'  viUanous  deeds  done  of  late  i'  this  place,  ha' 
been  perpetrated  by  his  men.  A  poor  gentleman  wur  murdert 
by  'em  i'  this  varry  spot  th'  week  'ef ore  last,  an'  his  body  cast 
into  t'  river.  Fogg,  of  course,  had  no  hont  in  the  fow  deed,  boh 
he  would  na  ha'  interfered  to  prevent  it  if  he  had  bin  here, 
f  o'  he  never  scrupled  shedding  blood.  An'  if  he  had  bin  content 
wi'  robbin'  yo,  squoire,  ey  wadna  ha'  betrayed  him ;  boh  when 
he  proposed  to  cut  your  throttle,  bekose,  os  he  said,  dead  men 
teil  neaw  teles,  ey  could  howd  out  nah  longer,  an'  resolved  to  gi' 
yo  wamin." 

"What  a  monstrous  and  imheard-of  viUain!"  cried  the 
squire.     "  But  is  he  one  of  the  ambuscade  ?" 

Nance  replied  in  the  affirmative. 

"Then,  by  Heaven!  I  will  confront  him — ^I  will  hew  him 
down,"  pursued  Nicholas,  griping  the  hilt  of  his  sword. 

"Neaw  use,  ey  teil  ye — ^yo'n  be  overpowert  an'  kilt,"  said 
Nance.  "  Tat  me  wi'  you,  an'  ey'n  carry  yo  safely  through  'em 
aw ;  boh  ge  alone,  an'  yo'n  ne'er  see  Downham  again.  An'  now 
its  reet  ey  should  teil  ye  who  Lawrence  Fogg  really  is." 

"  What  new  wonder  is  in  störe  for  me  ?"  cried  Nicholas. 
"  Who  is  he  ?" 

"  Maybe  yo  ha'  heerd  teil  that  Mother  Demdike  had  a  son  and 
a  dowter,"  replied  Nance ;  "  the  dowter  bein',  of  course,  Eliza- 
beth Device ;  and  the  son,  Christopher  Demdike,  being  supposed 
to  be  dead.  Howsomever,  this  is  not  the  case,  for  Lawrence 
Fogg  is  he." 

"  I  guessed  as  much  when  you  began,"  cried  Nicholas.  "  He 
has  a  cursedly  bad  look  about  the  eyes — a  damned  Demdike 
physiognomy,    What  an  infernal  villain  the  f ellow  must  be ! 
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without  a  jot  of  natural  feeling.  Why,  lie  has  this  very  day 
assisted  at  bis  nepliew's  capture,  and  caused  bis  own  sister  to  be 
arrested.  Oh,  I  bave  been  properly  duped !  To  lodge  a  son  of 
tbat  infernal  bag  in  my  bouse — ^feed  bim,  clotbe  bim,  make  bim 
my  friend — ^take  bim,  tbe  viper !  to  my  bosom !  I  bave  been 
rigbtly  served.  But  be  sball  bang ! — be  sball  bang !  Tbat  is 
some  consolation,  tbougb  sligbt.  But  bow  do  you  know  all  tbis, 
Nance  ?" 

"  Dunna  az  me,"  sbe  replied.  "  Wbatever  ey  ba'  been  to 
Christopber  Demdike,  ey  bear  bim  neaw  love  now ;  f o'  as  ey  ba* 
towd  yo,  be  is  a  black-bearted  murtherin'  viUain.  Bob  lemme 
get  up  bebind  yo,  an'  ey'n  bring  ye  tbrougb  scatbeless.  An'  to- 
morrow  ye  may  arrest  tbe  wbole  band  at  Malkin  Tower." 

"Maltin  Tower!"  ezclaimed  tbe  squire,  in  fresb  surprise. 
"  Wbat,  bave  tbese  robbers  taken  up  tbeir  quarters  tbere  ? 
Tbis  accounts  for  all  tbe  stränge  sigbts  said  to  bave  been  seen 
tbere  of  late,  and  wbicb  I  treated  as  mere  f ables.  But,  ab !  a 
terrible  tbougbt  crosses  me.  Wbat  bave  I  done?  Mistress 
Nutter  will  be  tbere  to-nigbt.  And  I  bave  sent  ber.  Deatb 
and  destruction !  sbe  will  f  8^  into  tbeir  bands.  I  must  go  tbere 
at  once.  I  cannot  take  any  assistance  witb  me.  Tbat  would 
betray  tbe  poor  lady*" 

"  Ö  yo'n  trust  me,  ey'n  belp  yo  tbroii^b  tbe  difficulty,"  replied 
Nance. 

"  Get  up,  tben,  quickly,  lass,  since  it  must  be  so,"  rejoined 
Nicbolas. 

Witb  tbis  be  moved  forward,  and  giving  ber  bis  band,  sbe 
was  instantly  seated  bebind  bim  upon  ßobin,  wbo  seemed  no 
way  incommoded  by  bis  double  burtben,  but  dasbed  down  tbe 
furtber  side  of  tbe  causeway,  in  answer  to  a  sbarp  application 
of  tbe  spur.  Passing  ber  arms  round  tbe  squire' s  waist,  Nance 
maintained  ber  seat  well ;  and  in  tbis  way  tbey  rattled  along, 
beedless  of  tbe  increasing  difficulties  of  tbe  road,  or  tbe  fast« 
gatbering  gloom. 

Tbe  mile  was  quickly  passed,  and  Nance  wbispered  in  tbe 
squire's  ear  tbat  tbey  were  approacbing  tbe  Boulder  Stones. 
Piesently  tbey  came  to  a  narrow  glen,  balf-filled  witb  buge 
rocky  fragments,  detacbed  from  tbe  toppling  precipices  on  eitber 
side,  and  forming  an  admirable  place  of  ambuscade.  One  rock, 
larger  tban  tbe  rest,  completely  commanded  tbe  pass,  and,  as  tbe 
squire  advanced,  a  tbundering  voice  from  it  called  to  bim  to 
stay ;  and  tbe  injunction  being  disregarded,  tbe  barrel  of  a  gun 
was  protruded  from  tbe  busbes  covering  its  brow,  and  a  sbot 
fired  at  bim.    Tbougb  well  aimed,  tbe  ball  Struck  tbe  groun^^i 
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beneatH  bis  horse's  feet,  and  Nicbolas  continued  bis  way  un- 
moved,  wbile  tbe  faulty  marksmen  jumped  down  tbe  crag.  At 
tbe  same  time  f  our  otbei:  men  started  f  rom  tbeir  places  of  con- 
cealmcnt  behind  tbe  stones,  and,  levelling  tbeir  calivers  at  tbe 
fugitives,  fired.  Tbe  sbarp  discbarges  ecboed  along  tbe  gorge, 
and  tbe  sbots  rattled  against  tbe  rocks,  but  none  of  tbem  took 
effect,  and  Nicbolas  migbt  bave  gone  on  witbout  f  urther  bin- 
drance ;  but,  despite  Nance's  remonstrances,  wbo  urged  >iinn  to 
go  on,  he  pulled  up  to  await  tbe  coming  of  tbe  person  wbo  bad 
first  cballenged  bim.  Scarcely  an  instant  elapsed  before  be  was 
beeide  tbe  sqmre,*and  presented  a  petronel  at  bis  bead.  Not- 
witbstanding  tbe  gloom,  Nicbolas  recognised  bim. 

"  Ab  !  is  it  tbou,  accursed  traitor  ?"  cried  Nicbolas.  "  I  conld 
Bcaroely  believe  in  tby  villany,  but  now  I  am  convinced." 

"  Tbe  jade  you  bave  got  bebind  you  bas  told  you  wbo  I  am,  I 
ßee,"  replied  Fogg.  "  I  will  settle  witb  ber  anon.  But  tbis  wiü, 
Bave  furibber  explanations  witb  you  !'* 

And  be  discbarged  tbe  petronel  fuU  at  tbe  squire.  But  tbe 
ball  rebounded,  as  if  bis  doublet  bad  been  quilted.  It  was,  in 
tact,  lined  witb  gold.  On  seeing  tbe  squire  unburt,  tbe  robber 
captain  uttered  an  exclamation  of  rage  and  astonisbment. 

"  You  are  mistaken,  you  see,  perfidious  villain,"  cried  Nicbolas. 
"  You  bave  yet  to  render  an  account  of  all  tbe  wrongs  you  bave 
done  me,  but  meantime  you  sball  not  pass  unpunisbed." 

And  as  be  spoke,  be  snatcbed  tbe  petronel  from  Fogg,  and 
witb  tbe  butt-end  dealt  bim  a  tremendous  blow  on  tbe  bead, 
felling  to  tbe  ground. 

By  tbis  time  tbe  otber  robbers  bad  descended  from  tbe  rocks, 
and,  seeing  tbe  fall  of  tbeir  leader,  rusbed  forward  to  avenge 
bim,  but  Nicbolas  did  not  tarry  f or  any  furtber  encounter ;  but, 
fully  satisfied  witb  wbat  be  bad  done,  Struck  spurs  into  Eobin, 
and  galloped  off.  Por  a  few  minutes  be  could  bear  tbe  sbouts 
of  tbe  men,  but  tbey  soon  afterward s  died  away. 

Little  more  tban  half  tbe  ravine  bad  been  traversed  wben  tbe 
rencontre  above  described  took  place ;  but,  tbougb  tbe  road  was 
still  dijficult  and  dangerous,  and  rendered  doubly  so  by  tbe 
obscurity,  no  furtber  bindrance  occurred  tili  just  as  Nicbolas 
was  quitting  tbe  gloomy  intricacies  of  tbe  gorge,  and  approacb- 
ing  tbe  more  open  countiy  beyond  it.  At  tbis  point  Robin  feil, 
tbrowing  botb  bim  and  Nance,  and  wben  tbe  animal  rose  again 
be  was  found  to  be  so  mucb  injured  tbat  it  was  impossible  to 
mount  bim.  Tbere  was  no  resource  but  to  proceed  to  Bumley, 
wbicb  was  stiU  tbree  or  four  miles  distant,  on  foot. 
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In  thiß  dilemma,  Nance  volunteered  to  provide  the  sqaire  with 
another  steed,  but  he  resolutely  refused  tne  offer. 

"  No,  no — none  of  your  broomsticks  for  me,"  be  cried;  "  no 
devil's  horses — I  don't  know  wbere  tbey  may  carry  me.  My 
own  legs  muBt  serve  me  now.  I'll  just  take  poor  Eobin  out  of 
tbe  road,  and  tben  trudge  off  for  Buniley  as  fast  as  I  can.'* 

Witb  tbis,  be  led  tbe  borse  to  a  small  green  mead  skirting 
tbe  stream,  and  taking  off  bis  saddle  and  bridle,  and  depositing 
tbem  carefully  nnder  a  tree,  be  patted  tbe  animal  on  tbe  neck, 
promising  to  retum  for  bim  on  tbe  morrow,  and  tben  set  off  at 
a  brisk  pace,  witb  Nance  Walking  beside  bim. 

Tbey  üad  not  gone  far,  bowever,  wben  tbe  clattering  of  boofs 
was  beard  bebind  tbem,  and  it  was  evident  tb^,t  several  borse- 
men  were  rapidly  approacbing.  Nance  stopped,  listened  for  a 
moment,  ana  tben  declaring  tbat  it  was  Demdike  and  bis  band 
in  pnrsnit,  seized  tbe  squire's  arm  and  drew  bim  out  of  tbe 
road,  and  under  tbe  sbelter  of  some  busbes  of  bazel.  Tbe  robbey 
captain  could  only  bave  been  stunned,  it  appeared  ,*  and,  as  soon- 
as  be  bad  recovered  from  tbe  effects  of  tbe  blow,  bad  moui^ted 
bis  borse,  wbicb  was  concealed,  witb  tbose  of  bis  men,  bebi^d 
tbe  rocks,  and  started  after  tbe  fugitives. 

Sucb  was  tbe  construction  put  upon  tbe  matter  by  Nance,  and 
tbe  event  proved  it  correct.  A  loud  sbout  from  tbe  borsemen, 
and  a  sudden  balt,  proclaimed  tbat  poor  Eobin  bad  been  dis- 
covered ;  and  tbis  circumstance  seemed  to  give  great  satisfaction 
to  Demdike,  wbo  loudly  declared  tbat  tbey  were  now  sure  of 
overtaking  tbe  runaways. 

"  Tbey  cannot  be  far  off,"  be  c^ied  \  "  but  tbey  will  most 
likely  attempt  to  bide  tbemselves,  so  look  well  about  you.' 

So  saying,  be  rode  on,  and  it  was  evident  from  tbe  noise,  tbat 
tbe  men  implicitly  obeyed  bis  injunctions.  Notbing,  bowever, 
was  found,  and  ere  many  minutes  Demdike  came  up,  and  glanc- 
ing  at  tbe  bazels,  bebind  wbicb  tbe  fugitives  were  bidden,  be 
discbai*ged  a  petronel  into  tbe  largest  tree,  but  as  no  movement 
followed  tbe  report,  be  said : 

"  I  tbougbt  I  saw  sometbing  move  bere,  but  I  suppose  I  was 
mistaken.  No  doubt  tbey  bave  got  on  furtber  tban  we  expected, 
or  bave  retired  into  some  of  tbe  clougbs,  in  wbicb  case  it  will  be 
useless  to  searcb  for  tbem.  However,  we  will  make  sure  of 
tbem  in  tbis  way.  Two  of  you  sball  form  an  ambuscade  near 
Holme,  and  two  furtber  on  witbin  balf  a  mile  of  Buriiley,  and 
sball  remain  on  tbe  watcb  tili  dawn,  so  tbat  you  will  be  sure  to 
capture  diem,  and  wben  taken,  make  away  witb  tbem  witbout 
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hesitation.  XJnless  my  skull  liad  been  of  the  strongest,  that 
butcherly  squire  would  have  cmcked  it,  so  lie  sliall  have  no 
grace  f  rom  me ;  and  as  to  that  treacherous  witch,  Nance  Bed- 
feme,  she  deserves  death  at  our  Lands,  and  she  sliall  haye  her 
deserts.  I  have  long  suspected  her,  and,  indeed,  was  a  f ool  to 
tmst  one  of  the  vile  Chattox  brood,  who  are  aU  mj  natural 
enemies — ^but  no  matter,  I  shall  have  mj  revenge." 

The  men  having  promised  compliance  with  their  captain's 
command,  he  went  on : 

"  As  to  myself ,"  he  said,  "  I  shall  go  forthwith,  and  as  fast  as 
my  horse  can  carry  me,  to  Malkin  Tower,  and  I  wiU  teil  you 
why.  It  is  not  that  I  dislike  the  game  we  are  upon,  but  I  have 
better  to  play  just  now.  Tom  Shaw,  the  cock-master  at  Down- 
ham,  who  is  in  my  pay,  rode  over  to  WhalleT  this  afternoon,  to 
bring  me  word  that  a  certain  lady,  who  has  long  been  concealed 
in  the  manor-house,  will  be  taken  to  Malkin  Tower  to-night. 
The  intelligence  is  certain,  for  he  had  obtained  it  from  old 
Grouch,  the  huntsman,  who  is  to  escort  her.  Thus,  Mistress 
Nutter,  for  you  all  know  whom  I  mean,  will  fall  naturaJly  into 
our  haiids,  and  we  can  wring  any  sums  of  money  we  like  out  of 
her ;  for  though  she  has  abandoned  her  property  to  her  daughter, 
Alizon,  she  can  no  doubt  have  as  much  as  she  wants,  and  I  will 
take  care  she  asks  for  plenty,  or  I  will  try  the  efEect  of  some  of 
those  Instruments  of  torture,  which  I  was  lucky  enough  to  find 
in  the  dungeons  of  Malkin  Tower,  and  which  were  used  for  a 
like  purpose  by  my  predecessor,  Blackburn,  the  freebooter.  Are 
you  content,  my  lads  ?" 

"  Ay,  ay,  Captain  Demdike,"  they  replied. 

Upon  this  the  whole  party  set  forward,  and  were  speedily  out 
of  hearing.  As  soon  as  they  thonght  it  prudent  to  come  f  orth, 
the  squire  and  Nance  emerged  from  their  place  of  shelter. 

"  What  is  to  be  done  ?"  ezclaimed  the  former,  who  was  almost 
in  a  State  of  distraction.  ''The  yillain  has  announced  his  Inten- 
tion of  going  to  Malkin  Tower,  and  Mistress  Nutter  will  assu- 
redly  f aJl  into  his  hands.  Oh !  that  I  could  stop  him,  or  get 
there  before  him !" 

"  Te  shan,  if  yo  like  tö  ride  wi'  me,"  said  Nance. 

*f  But  how — ^in  what  way  ?^'  asked  Nicholas. 

**  Leave  that  to  me,"  replied  Nance,  breaking  off  a  long  branch 
of  hazel.     "  Tak  howld  o'  this,"  she  cried. 

The  squire  obeyed,  and  was  instantly  carried  off  his  legs,  and 
whisked  through  the  air  at  a  prodigious  rate. 

He  feit  giddy  and  confused,  but  did  not  dare  to  leave  go,  lest 


THE  LANCASHIRE  WITCHES.  465 

he  sliould  be  dasHed  to  pieoes,  while  Nance's  wild  laugHter  rang 
in  liis  ears. 

Over  the  bleached  and  perpendicular  crag — startling  the  eagle 
from  his  eyry — over  the  yawning  gully  with  the  torrent  roaring 
beneath  him — over  the  sharp  ridges  of  the  hill — over  Townley 
park— over  Bumley  steeple — over  the  wide  Valley  beyond,  he 
went — ^imtil  at  last,  bewildered,  out  of  breath,  and  Hke  one  in  a 
dream,  he  alighted  on  a  brown,  bare,  heathy  expanse,  and  within 
a  hundred  yards  of  a  tall,  circular  stone  structure,  which  he 
knew  to  be  Malkin  Tower. 


V. 

THB  END  OF  MALEIK  TOWER. 

The  shades  of  night  had  fallen  on  Downham  manor-house, 
and  with  an  aching  heart,  and  a  strong  presentiment  of  iU, 
MistresB  Nutter  prepared  to  quit  the  little  Chamber  which  had 
sheltered  her  for  more  than  two  months,  and  where  she  would 
willingly  have  breathed  her  latest  sigh,  if  it  had  been  so  per- 
mitted  her.  Closing  the  Bible  she  had  been  reading,  she  placed 
the  sacred  volume  under  her  arm,  and  taking  up  a  small  bündle, 
containing  her  slender  preparations  for  travel,  extinguished  the 
taper,  and  then  descended  by  a  secret  staircase,  passed  through 
a  door,  fashioned  extemally  like  a  cupboard,  and  entered  a 
Bummer-house,  where  she  found  old  Crouch  awaiting  her. 

A  few  whispered  words  only  passed  between  her  and  the 
huntsman,  and  inf  orming  her  that  the  horses  were  in  waiting 
at  the  back  of  the  garden,  he  took  the  bündle  from  her,  and 
would  fain  have  reßeved  her  also  of  the  Bible,  but  she  would 
not  part  with  it,  and  pressing  it  more  closely  to  her  bosom,  said 
she  was  quite  ready  to  attend  him. 

It  was  a  beautiful  starlight  night;  the  air  soft  and  balmy, 
and  laden  with  the  perfume  of  the  flowers.  A  nightingale  was 
singing  plaintively  in  an  adjoining  tree,  and  presently  came  a 
response  equally  tender  from  another  part  of  the  grove.  Mistress 
Nutter  could  not  choose  but  listen,  and  the  melody  so  touched 
her  that  she  was  half  suffocated  by  repressed  emotion,  for,  alas ! 
the  relief  of  tears  was  denied  her. 

Motioning  her   somewhat  impatiently  to  come   on,  Crouch 
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Struck  into  a  sombre  allej,  edged  by  dipped  jew-trees,  and 
tenninating  in  a  plantation,  through  which  a  winding  path  led 
to  the  f  oot  of  the  hill  whereon  the  mansion  was  situaled.  By 
daylight  this  was  a  beautiful  walk,  affording  ezqmsite  gÜin/psed 
tbtough  tbe  trees  of  tbe  surroiinding  sceneiy,  and  <KmiTTiandiiig 
a  noble  view  of  Pendle  Hill,  the  dominant  point  in  th«  prospeet« 
But  even  now  to  the  poor  ladj,  so  long  immured  in  her  45e}l*like 
Chamber,  and  deprived  of  manj  of  Nature's  choicest  blessings, 
it  appeared  delightful.  The  6esh  air,  redolent  of  new-mown 
hay,  fanned  her  pale  cheek  and  f everiah  brow,  and  allajed  h&t 
agitation  and  excitement.  The  perfect  stiUness,  broken  only  by 
the  lowing  of  the  cattle  in  the  adjoining  pastures,  by  the  drowsy 
hum  of  the  dor-fly,  or  the  rippHng  of  the  beck  in  the  Valley, 
further  calmed  her  ;  ahd  the  soothing  influence  was  completed 
by  a  contemplation  of  the  serene  heavens,  wherein  were  seen  the 
starry  host,  with  the  thin  bright  crescent  of  the  new  moon  in 
the  midst  of  them,  diffusing  a  pearly  light  around  her.  One 
blot  alone  appeared  in  the  otherwise  smiling  sky,  and  this  was  a 
great,  ugly,  black  cloud,  lowering  over  the  summit  of  Pendle 
Hill. 

Mistress  Nutter  noticed  the  portentous  cloud,  ai^d  noticed 
also  its  shadow  on  the  hill,  which  might  have  been  cast  by  the 
Fiend  himself ,  so  like  was  it  to  a  demoniacal  shape  with  out- 
stretched  wings;  but,  though  shuddering  at  the  idea  it  sug- 
gested,  she  would  not  sufEer  it  to  obtain  possession  of  her  mind| 
but  resolutely  fixed  her  attention  on  other  and  more  pleasing 
objects. 

ßj  this  time  they  had  reached  the  f oot  of  the  hill,  and  a  gate 
admitted  them  to  a  road  running  by  the  side  of  Downham  l^k. 
Here  they  f ound  the  horses  in  charge  of  a  man  in  the  dark  red 
liyery  of  Nicholas  Assheton,  and  who  was  no  oth^  thau  Tom 
Shaw,  the  rascally  cock-master.  Delivering  the  bridles  to  Grouehf 
the  knave  hastily  strode  away,  but  he  lingered  at  a  little  dis- 
tance  to  see  the  lady  moimt;  and  then  leaping  the  hedge.  Struck 
through  the  plantation  towards  the  hall,  chinking  the  meney  in 
his  pockets  as  he  went,  and  thinking  how  cleverly  he  had  eamed 
it.  But  he  did  not  go  impunished ;  f or  it  is  a  satisf action  to 
record  that,  in  Walking  through  the  woods,  he  was  caught  in  a 
gin  placed  there  by  Crouch,  which  held  him  fast  in  its  iron 
teeth  tili  moming,  when  he  was  discovered  by  one  of  the  under- 
keepers  while  going  his  rounds,  in  a  deplorable  condition,  and 
lamed  f or  life. 

Meanwhile,  unconscious  either  of  the  manner  in  which  she 
had  been  betrayed,  or  of  the  punishment  awaiting  her  betrayer, 
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Mistreee  BTutter  foUowed  her  conductor  in  silence.  For  awhile 
the  road  continued  by  the  side  of  the  brook,  and  tben  quitting 
it,  commenced  a  long  and  tedious  ascent,  ranning  between  high 
banks  fringed  with  trees.  The  overhanging  boughs  rendered  it 
80  dark  that  Mistress  Nutter  coold  ecarcelj  distinguish  the  old 
hnntsman,  thoügh  he  was  not  many  yards  in  advance  of  her, 
but  she  heard  the  tramp  of  his  horse,  and  ih&t  was  enough. 

All  at  once,  where  the  boughs  were  thickest  and  the  road 
darkest,  she  perceired  a  small  fiery  object  on  the  bank,  and  in 
her  alarm  called  out  to  the  huntsman,  who  looMng  back  for  a 
moment,  laughed,  and  told  her  not  to  be  uneasy,  for  it  was  pnlj" 
a  glow-worm.  Ashamed  of  her  idle  fears  «he  rode  on,  but  had 
not  proceeded  far,  when,  looMng  again  at  the  bank,  she  saw 
it  studded  wiili  the  same  lights.  This  time  she  did  not  call 
out  or  scream,  but  gazed  steadily  at  the  twinkling  fires,  hoping 
to  get  ihe  better  of  her  fears.  Her  alarm,  howerer,  rose  to 
absolute  terror,  as  she  beheld  the  glow-worms — ^if  glow-worms 
they  were — twist  together  and  form  themselves  into  a  flaming 
brand,  such  as  she  had  seen  in  her  vision,  grasped  by  the  angel 
who  had  driyen  her  from  the  gates  of  Paradise. 

Averting  her  gaze,  she  woiüd  have  hastened  on,  bttt  a  band 
suddenly  laid  upon  her  bridle,  held  back  her  horse ;  and  sha 
then  p^ceived  a  tall  dark  man,  mounted  on  a  sable  steed,  riding 
beside  her.  The  supematural  character  of  the  horseman  was 
manifest,  inasmuch  as  no  sound  was  caused  by  the  tread  of  his 
steed,  nor  did  he  appear  to  be  visible  to  Crouch  when  the  latter 
looked  back.  Mistress  Nutter  maintained  her  seat  with  difß* 
eulty.     She  well  knew  who  was  her  companion. 

"  Sohj  Alice  Nutter,"  soid  the  horseman  at  length,  in  a  low 
deep  tone,  "  you  have  ohosen  to  shut  yourself  up  in  a  narrow 
cell,  like  a  recluse^  for  more  than  two  months,  denying  yourself 
all  sort  of  enjoyment,  practising  severest  abstinence,  and  passing 
your  whole  tüne  in  useless  prayer — ay,  useless,  for  if  you  were 
to  pray  from  now  tili  doomsday — come  when  it  will,  a  thousand 
years  hence,  or  to-morrow — it.  will  not  save  you.  When  you 
signed  that  bond  to  my  master,  sentence  was  recorded  against 
you,  and  no  powet  can  recall  it.  Why,  then,  these  unavailing 
lamentations  r  Why  utter  prayers  which  are  rejected,  and 
supplications  which  are  scomedP  Shake  ofE  this  weakness, 
Alice,  and  be  yourself  again.  Once  you  had  pride  enough,  and 
a  Httle  of  it  would  now  be  of  Service  to  you.  You  would  then 
see  the  foUy  of  this  abject  conduct — ^humbhng  yourself  to  the 
dust  only  to  be  spurned,  and  suing  for  mercy  only  to  be  derided« 
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Pray  as  loud  and  as  long  as  you  will,  the  ears  of  Heav^n  ynH 
remain  ever  deaf  to  you." 

"  I  hope  otlierwise,"  rejoined  tlie  lady,  meeldy. 
"Do  not  deceive  yourself,"  replied  the  horseman.  "The 
term  granted  you  by  your  compact  will  not  be  abridged,  but 
it  is  your  own  fault  if  it  be  not  extended.  Your  daugbter  is 
degtroying  herseif  in  the  vain  hope  of  saving  you.  Her  prayers 
are  unavailing  as  your  own,  and  recoil  &om  the  Judgment 
Throne  unheard.  The  youth  upon  whom  her  affections  are  fixed 
is  stricken  with  a  deadly  ailment.  It  is  in  your  power  to  save 
them  both." 

Mistress  Nutter  groaned  deeply. 

"  It  is  in  your  power,  I  say,  to  save  them,"  continued  the 
horseman,  "  by  retuming  to  your  aUegiance  to  your  master.  He 
will  forgive  your  disobedience  if  you  prove  yourself  zealous  in 
his  Service ;  will  restore  you  to  your  former  worldly  position ; 
avenge  you  of  your  enemies ;  and  accompHsh  all  you  may  desire 
with  respect  to  your  daughter." 

"  He  cannot  do  it,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter. 
"  Cannot !"  echoed  the  horseman.  "  Try  him !  For  many 
years  I  have  served  you  as  familiär ;  and  you  have  never  set 
me  the  task  I  have  failed  to  execute.  I  am  ready  to  become 
your  servant  again,  and  to  offer  you  a  yet  larger  ränge  of 
control.  Put  no  limits  to  your  desires  or  ambition.  If  you  are 
tired  of  this  narrow  sphere,  take  a  wider.  Look  abroad.  But 
do  not  shut  yourself  up  in  a  narrow  cell,  and  persuade  yourself 
you  are  accomplishing  your  ultimate  deliverance,  when  you  are 
only  wasting  precious  time,  which  might  be  more  advantageously 
and  f ar  more  agreeably  employed.  While  laughing  at  your  f olly, 
my  master  deplores  it ;  and  he  has,  theref  ore,  sent  me  as  to  one 
for  whom,  notwithstanding  all  derelictions  from  duty,  he  has 
still  a  regard,  with  an  offer  of  füll  forgiveness,  provided  you 
retum  *,..  h.m  at  once,  and  renew  your  covenant,  proving  your 
sincerit     oy  casting  from  you  the  book  you  hold  under  your 


arm." 


"  Tour  snares  are  not  laid  subtle  enough  to  catch  me,"  replied 
Mistress  Nutter.  "I  will  never  part  with  this  holy  volume, 
which  is  my  present  safeguard,  and  on  which  I  build  my  hopes 
of  salvation — ^hopes  which  your  very  proposals  have  revived  in. 
my  breast ;  for  I  am  well  assured  your  master  would  not  make 
them  if  he  feit  confident  of  his  power  over  me.  No ;  I  defy  him 
and  you,  and  I  command  you  in  Heaven's  name  to  get  hence, 
and  to  tempt  me  no  longer." 

■     ^'  >      -ff   rori.  v'ih  1  ^>nv'^  of  rnore  nnd  raortifica- 
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tion,  like  tHe  roar  of  a  wild  beast,  the  dark  horseman  and  liis 
steed  yanished.  Alarmed  by  the  somid,  Croucb  stopped,  and 
questioned  the  lady  as  to  its  cause ;  but  receiving  no  satisfactorj 
explanation  from  her,  he  bade  her  ride  quickly  on,  affirming  it 
inust  be  the  boggart  of  the  clough. 

Soon  after  this  thej  again  came  upon  Downham  beck,  and 
were  about  to  cross  it,  when  their  purpose  was  arrested  by  a 
joyous  barking,  and  the  next  moment  Grip  came  up.  The  dog, 
it  appeared,  had  been  shut  up  in  the  stable,  his  Company  not 
being  desired  on  the  expedition ;  but  contriving  in  some  way  or 
other  to  get  out,  he  had  scented  his  master's  course,  and  in  the 
end  overtaken  him.  Crouch  did  not  know  whether  to  be  angry 
or  pleased,  and  at  first  gave  utterance  to  an  oath,  and  raised  his 
whip  to  chastise  him,  but  ahnost  instantly  the  latter  feeling 
predominated,  and  he  welcomed  the  faithful  animal  with  a  few 
Idnd  words. 

"  Ey  suppose  theaw  thowt  ey  couldna  do  without  thee,  Grip," 
he  said,  "  and  mayhap  theaw'rt  reet." 

They  are  now  across  the  beck,  and  speeding  over  the  wide 
brown  waste.  The  huntsman  warily  shapes  his  course  so  as  to 
aYoid  any  limestone  quarries  or  turf-pits.  He  points  out  a  jack- 
o'-lantem  dancing  merrily  on  the  surf  ace  of  a  dangerous  morass, 
and  teils  a  dismal  tale  of  a  traveller  lured  into  it  by  the  delusive 
light,  and  swallowed  up. 

Mistress  Nutter  pays  little  heed  to  him,  but  ever  and  anon 
looks  back,  as  if  in  dread  of  sume  one  behind  her.  But  no  one 
is  visible,  and  she  only  sees  the  great  black  cloud  stiU  hovering 
over  Pendle  Hill. 

On— on — ^they  go  ;  their  horses'  hoof  s  now  splashing  through 
the  wet  sod,  now  beating  upon  the  firm  but  elastic  turf .  A 
merry  ride  it  would  be  if  their  errand  were  dijfferent,  and  their 
hearts  free  from  care.  The  air  is  fresh  and  reviving,  and  the 
rapid  motion  exhilarating.  The  stars  shine  out,  and  the  crescent 
moon  is  still  glittering  in  the  heavens,  but  the  black  cloud  hangs 
motionless  on  Pendle  Hill. 

Now  and  then  some  bird  of  night  flies  past  them,  and  they 
hear  the  whooping  of  the  owl,  and  see  him  skimming  like  a 
ghost  over  the  waste.  Then  more  fen  fires  arise,  showing  that 
other  treacherous  quagmires  are  at  hand;  but  Crouch  skirts 
them  safely.  Now  the  bull-frog  croaks  in  the  marsh,  and  a 
deep  booming  teils  of  a  bittem  passing  by.  They  see  the  mighty 
bird  above  them,  with  his  wide  heavy  wings  and  long  neck.  Grip 
howls  at  him,  but  is  instantly  checked  by  his  master,  and  they 
gallop  on, 
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They  are  now  by  tlie  side  of  Pendle  Water,  and  within  sight 
o{  Bough  Lee.  What  tumultuons  thoughts  agitate  the  lady'a 
bxeast  I  The  ground  she  tramples  on  was  onoe  her  own ;  the 
woodfl  by  the  river  side  were  planted  by  her ;  the  manision  be« 
f  ore  her  once  owned  her  as  mistress,  and  now  she  dares  not 
approach  it.  Nor  does  she  desire  to  do  so,  f or  the  sight  of  it 
brings  back  terrible  recoUections,  and  fills  her  ag^gin  witb 
despair. 

They  are  now  dose  upon  it,  and  it  appears  dark,  sUent,  and 
deserted.  How  different  from  what  it  was  of  yore  in  her 
httsband's  days — ^the  husband  she  had  f oully  slain !  Speed  on, 
old  huntsxnan  I — ^lash  yonr  panting  horse,  or  the  remorseful 
lady  will  tsa  outstrip  you,  for  she  rides  as  if  the  avenging  furies 
were  at  her  heels, 

She  is  rattling  orer  the  bridge,  and  Crouch  toiling  after  her, 
and  with  Grip  toiling  after  him,  shouts  to  her  to  moderate  her 
pace.  She  looks  back,  and  beholds  the  grim  old  honse  frowning 
füll  upon  her,  and  hurries  on.  Huntsman  and  dog  are  left 
behind  for  awhile,  but  the  steep  ascent  soon  oompels  her  to 
slacken  speed,  and  they  come  up,  Crouch  swearing  lustüy,  and 
Grip,  with  his  tongue  out  of  his  mouth,  limping  as  if  foot-sore. 

The  road  now  leads  through  a  thicket.  The  horses  fitumble 
frequently,  for  the  stones  are  loose,  and  the  f ooting  consequently 
uncertain.  Crouch  has  a  fall,  and  ere  he  can  remount  the  lady 
is  gone,  It  is  useless  to  hurrj"  after  her,  and  he  is  proceeding 
slowly,  when  Grip,  who  is  a  little  in  advance,  growls  fieycely, 
and  looks  back  at  his  master,  as  if  to  intimate  that  danger  is  at 
band.  The  huntsman  presses  on,  but  he  is  too  late,  if ,  indeed,  he 
eould  at  any  time  have  rendered  efEectual  assistance.  A  Clear- 
ing m  the  thicket  shows  him  the  lady  dismounted,  and  sur- 
rounded  by  several  wild-looking  men  armed  with  calivers.  Part 
of  the  band  bear  her  shrieking  oSt,  and  the  rest  fire  at  him,  but 
without  effect,  and  then  chase  him  as  far  as  the  steepest  part  of 
the  hül,  down  which  he  dashes,  foUowed  by  Grip.  Arrived  at 
the  bottom,  he  pauses  to  listen  if  he  is  pursued,  and  hearing 
nothing  further  to  alarm  him,  debates  with  himself  what  is  bes 
to  be  done  j  and  not  liking  to  alarm  the  village,  for  that  would 
be  to  betray  Mistress  Nutter,  he  gets  off  his  horse,  ties  him  to  a 
tree,  and  with  Grip  close  at  his  heels,  commences  the  ascent  o£ 
the  hiU  by  a  different  road  from  that  he  had  previously  taken. 

Meanwhile,  Mistress  Nutter's  captors  dragged  her  foreibly 
towards  the  tower.  Their  arms  and  appearance  left  her  no 
doubt  they  were  depredators,  and  she  sought  to  conyince  tiiem 
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she  kad  neitlier  monej  nor  valuables  in  lier  possesgion.  They 
laugbed  f^t  lier  assertions,  but  made  no  other  reply.  Her  sola 
consolation  was,  that  tliej  did  not  seek  to  deprive  her  o£  her 
Bibl0. 

On  rea^hing  tiie  tower,  a  signal  was  giren  hj  one  of  the  f ore- 
moft  oi  the  band,  and  the  steps  being  lowered  from  the  high 
döorway  she  was  compelled  to  ascend  them,  and  being  pushed 
along  a  short  passage,  obscured  by  a  piece  of  thick  tapestrj,  bnt 
which  :was  drawn  aside  as  she  advanced,  she  found  hBrself  in  a 
circular  Chamber,  in  the  midst  of  which  was  a  massive  table 
covered  with  flasks  and  drinking-cups,  and  stained  with  wine. 
From  the  roof ,  which  was  crossed  bj  great  black  beams  of  oak, 
was  suspended  a  lamp  with  three  burners,  whose  light  showed 
that  the  walls  were  garnished  with  petronels,  rapiers,  poniards, 
and  other  murderous  weapons ;  besides  these  there  were  hung 
from  pegB  long  riding-cloaks,  sombreros,  vizards,  and  other 
robb^  accoutrements,  including  a  varietj  of  disguises,  from  the 
dowii's  frieze  jerldn  to  the  gentleman*s  velvet  doublet,  ready  to 
be  assumed  on  an  emergency.  Here  and  there  was  an  open  valise, 
or  a  pair  of  saddle-bagi  with  their  eontents  strewn  about  the 
floor,  and  <m  a  beneh  were  a  dice-box  and  shu£3e-board,  showing, 
with  the  flasks  and  goblets  on  the  table,  how  the  occupants  of 
the  tower  passed  their  time. 

A  steep  ladder-like  flight  of  steps  led  to  the  upper  Chamber, 
and  down  these,  at  the  very  moment  of  Mistress  Nutter's 
entrance,  descended  a  stalwart  personage,  who  eyed  her  fiercely 
BJ^  hd  leapt  \kfon  the  floor.  There  was  something  in  the  man'g 
truoulent  physiognomy,  and  stränge  and  oblique  vision,  that 
r^oinded  her  of  Mother  Demdike. 

''  Welc<»»ß  ^  Malkin  Tower,  madam,"  f  aid  the  robber  with  a 
grin,  and  äof&B^  his  cap  with  affected  courtesy.  '^  We  have  met 
before,  but  it  is  many  years  ago,  and  I  dare  say  you  have  foV'- 
gotten  me.  Tou  will  guess  who  I  am  when  I  teil  you  mf 
mother  oocupied  this  tower  before  me." 

Finding  Mistress  Nutter  made  no  remark,  he  went  on. 

"  I  am  Christopher  Demdike,  madam — Captain  Demdike,  I 
should  say.  The  brave  fellows  who  have  brought  you  hither 
are  part  of  my  band,  and  tili  lately  l^orthumberland  and  the 
boraers  of  Seotland  used  to  be  qur  scene  of  action ;  but  chancing 
to  hear  oi  my  worthy  old  motber's  death,  I  thought  we  could 
not  do  better  than  take  possefiMsion  of  bßr  strooghold,  whioh 
dovdved  upon  me  by  right  of  inheritanoft,    ttoo»  aar  «nrival 
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taking  us  f  or  spirits  or  demons,  never  approach  our  hiding-place ; 
while,  as  all  our  depredations  are  confined  to  distant  paji)S,  our 
retreat  has  never  been  suspected." 

"  This  concems  me  little,"  observed  Mistress  Nutter,  coldly. 

"  Pardon  me,  madam,  it  concems  you  much,  as  you  will  leam 
anon.  But  be  seated,  I  pray  you,"  he  said,  with  mock  civility. 
"  I  am  keeping  you  standing  all  this  while." 

But  as  the  lady  declined  the  attention,  he  went  on. 

"  I  was  fortunate  enough,  on  first  Coming  back  to  this  part  of 
the  coimtry,  to  pick  up  an  acquaintance  with  your  relative, 
Nicholas  Assheton,  who  invited  me  to  stay  with  him-  at  Down- 
ham,  and  was  so  well  pleased  with  my  society  that  he  could  not 
endure  to  part  with  me." 

"  Indeed !"  exclaimed  Mistress  Nutter,  "  are  you  the  person 
he  called  Lawrence  Fogg  ?" 

"The  same,"  replied  Demdike;  "and  no  doubt  you  would 
hear  a  good  report  of  me,  madam.  Well,  it  suited  my  purpose 
to  stay ;  f or  I  was  very  hospitably  entertained  by  the  squire, 
who,  except  being  rather  too  much  addicted  to  lectures  and 
psalm-singing,  is  as  pleasant  a  host  as  one  could  desire ;  besides 
which,  he  was  obHging  enough  to  employ  me  to  borrow  money 
for  him,  and  what  I  got,  I  kept,  you  may  be  sure." 

"  I  would  willingly  be  spared  the  details  of  your  knavery," 
said  Mistress  Nutter,  somewhat  impatiently. 

"I  am  Coming  to  an  end,"  rejoined  Demdike,  "and  then, 
perhaps,  you  may  wish  I  had  prolonged  them.  All  the  squire's 
secrets  were  committed  to  me,  and  I  was  f  uUy  aware  of  your 
conceahnent  in  the  Hall,  but  I  could  never  ascertain  precisely 
where  you  were  lodged.  I  meant  to  carry  you  ofE,  and  only 
awaited  the  opportunity  which  has  presented  itself  to-night." 

"  K  you  thmk  to  obtain  money  firom  me,  you  will  find  your- 
self  mistaken,"  said  Mistress  Nutter.  "  I  have  parted  with  all 
my  possessions." 

"But  to  whom,  madam?"  cried  Demdike,  with  a  sinister 
smile — "  to  your  daughter.  And  I  am  sure  she  is  too  gentle, 
too  tender-hearted,  to  allow  you  to  sulEer  when  she  can  relieve 
you.  You  must  get  us  a  good  round  sum  from  her,  or  you  will 
be  detained  here  long.  The  dungeons  are  dark  and  unwhole- 
Bome,  and  my  band  are  apt  to  be  harsh  in  their  treatment  of 
captives.  They  have  foimd  in  the  vaults  some  instruments  of 
torture  belonging  to  old  Blackbum,  the  freebooter,  the  efficacy 
of  which  in  an  obstinate  case  I  fear  they  might  be  inclined  to 
try,  Tounow  begin  to  see  the  drift  of  my  discourse,  madam,  and 
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understand  tHe  sort  of  men  jou  have  to  deal  with — barbarous 
fellows,  madaTn — inhiiTna.Ti  dogs !" 

And  he  laughed  coarsely  at  bis  own  jocularity. 

"  It  may  put  an  end  to  tbis  discussion,"  said  Mistress  Nutter, 
firmly,  "  if  I  declare  tbat  no  torture  sball  induce  me  to  make 
any  sucb  demand  from  mj  daugbter." 

"  Tou  tbink,  perbaps,  I  am  jesting  witb  you,  madam/'  re- 
joined  Demdike. 

"  Ob !  no ;  I  believe  you  capable  of  any  atrocity,"  replied  tbe 
lady.  "You  do  not,  eitber  in  feature  or  deeds,  belle  your 
parentage." 

"  Ab !  say  you  so,  madam  ?*'  cried  Demdike.  "  Tou  bave  a 
sbarp  tongue,  I  find.  Courtesy  is  tbrown  away  upon  you. 
Wbat,  bo !  Tads — ^Kenyon  and  Lowton,  take  tbe  lady  down  to 
tbe  vaults,  and  tbere  let  ber  bave  an  bour  for  solitary  reflection. 
Sbe  may  cbange  ber  mind  in  tbat  time." 

"  Do  not  tbmk  it,"  cried  Mistress  Nutter,  resolutely. 

"  If  you  continue  obstinate,  we  will  find  means  to  move  you," 
rejoined  Demdike,  in  a  taimting  tone.  "  But  wbat  bas  sbe  got 
beneatb  ber  arm  ?  Give  me  tbe  book.  Wbat's  tbis  ? — ^a  Bible  ! 
A  witcb  witb  a  Bible !    It  sbould  be  a  grimoire.    EEa !  ba !" 

"  Give  it  me  back,  I  implore  of  you,"  sbrieked  tbe  lady.  "  I 
sball  be  destroyed,  soul  and  body,  if  I  bave  it  not  witb  me." 

"  Wbat !  you  are  afraid  tbe  devil  may  carry  you  off  witbout  it 
— ^bo !  bo  !"  roared  Demdike.  "  Well,  tbat  would  not  suit  my 
purpose  at  present.  Here,  take  it — and  now  off  witb  ber,  lads, 
witbout  more  ado !" 

And  as  be  spoke,  a  trapdoor  was  opened  by  one  of  tbe  robbers, 
disclosing  a  fligbt  of  steps  leading  to  tbe  subterranean  cbambers, 
down  wlucb  tbe  miserable  lady  was  dragged. 

Presently  tbe  two  men  reappeared  witb  a  grim  smile  on  tbeir 
ruffianly  countenances,  and,  as  tbey  closed  tbe  trapdoor,  one  of 
tbem  observed  to  tbe  captain  tbat  tbey  bad  cbained  ber  to  a 
piUar,  by  removing  tbe  band  from  tbe  great  skeleton,  and  pass- 
mg  it  round  ber  body. 

**  Tou  bave  done  well,  lads,"  replied  Demdike,  approvingly ; 
''  and  now  go  all  of  you  and  scour  tbe  bill-top,  and  retum  in 
an  bour,  and  we  will  decide  upon  wbat  is  to  be  done  witb  tbis 
woman." 

Tbe  two  men  tben  joined  tbe  rest  of  tbeir  comrades  outside, 
and  tbe  wbole  troop  descended  tbe  steps,  wbicb  were  afterwards 
drawn  up  by  Dem<fike.  Tbis  done,  tbe  robber  captain  retumed 
to  tbe  circular  cbamber,  and  for  some  time  paced  to  and  fro, 
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revolymg  Hi  dark  schemes.  He  tben  paused,  and  placiiig  bia 
ear  near  the  trapdoor,  listened,  but  as  uq  sound  reacbed  büx^ 
be  sat  down  at  tbe  table,  and  soon  grew  so  mucb  absorbed  as  to 
b€i  unoonficious  tbat  a  daork  figure  was  creeping  stealtbily  down 
tbe  narrow  Btaircase  bebind  bim. 

"  I  cannot  get  rid  of  Nicbolas  Assbeton/'  be  exclaimed  at 
Jengtb.  ''  I  somebow  f ancy  we  sball  meet  again  \  ajiid  yet  all 
sbould  be  over  witb  bim  by  tbis  time." 

"  Look  round  1"  tbundered  a  voice  bebind  bim.  "  ißTieHolas 
Aftsbeton  is  not  to  be  got  rid  of  so  easily." 

At  tbis  unexpected  summons,  Demdike  started  to  bis  feet, 
and  recoiled  agbast  as  be  saw  wbat  be  took  to  be  tbe  gbost  of 
the  murdered  squire  standing  be£ore  bim.  A  second  look,  bow«^ 
ever,  convineed  bim  tbat  it  was  no  pbantom  be  beheld,  but  a 
Uvi^  man,  armed  f  or  yengeaace,  and  determined  upon  it. 

"  Get  a  weapon,  villain,"  cried  Nicbpla«,  in  tones  of  ooucen- 
trated  f ury.  ^  I  do  npt  wisb  to  take  unfair  adyantage,  eyen  of 
thee." 

Witbout  a  Word  of  reply,  Demdike  snatcbed  a  sword  from  ibe 
waU,  and  tbe  next  moment  was  engaged  in  deadly  strife  witb 
tbe  squire.  Tbey  were  well  matcbed,  for  botb  were  powerful 
men,  botb  expert  in  tbe  use  of  tbeir  weapons,  and  tbe  (3ombat 
migbt  baye  been  protracted  and  of  doubtf ul  issue  but  for  tbe 
irresistible  f  ury  of  Nicbolas,  wbQ  ^ssaulted  bis  adyersajry  witb 
sucb  yigour  and  detemünation  tbat  be  spe^dÜy  droye  bim 
agaiüst  tbe  wall,  wbere  tbe  latter  made  an  attempt  to  seize  a 
petronel  banging  beside  bim,  but  bis  purpose  being  diyixied,  hß 
receiyed  a  tbrust  tbrougb  tbe  arm,  a^x^,  dropping  bis  b}ade,  lay 
at  tbe  squire's  meroy. 

Kicbolas  sbortened  bis  sword»  but  f orbore  to  strike.  Seizing 
bis  ^nepiT  by  tbe  tbroat,  be  burled  bim  to  tbe  ground»  and, 
planting  Ua  We  on  bis  cbest,  called  out,  "  Wbat,  bo,  Nance  I" 

"  Nance !"  exclaimed  Demdike, — **  tben  it  was  tbat  misc^eyous 
jade  wbo  brou^t  vou  bere." 

"  Ay,"  replied  tbe  squire,  as  tbe  young  woman  came  quicHy 
down  tbe  steps, — "  and  I  refused  ber  aid  m  tbe  conflict  because 
I  feit  certain  of  Diastering  tbee,  and  because  I  would  not  take 
pddfi  eyen  against  sucb  a  treacberous  yillain  as  tbou  art." 

"  Better  desßatcb  bim,  squire,"  said  Nance ;  "be  may  do  you 
a  mJÄcbief  yet." 

"  ITo— no,"  replied  Nicbolas,  *^  be  is  unwortby  of  a  ^entlemftn's 
»Word.  Besides,  I  baye  sworn  to  bang  bim,  and  I  will  keep  my 
Word«    Qo  dorm  ü^to  tbe  yault«  mi  Ubdrate  MistresB  Nutter^ 
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wliile  I  bind  Tn'ni,  for  we  must  take  him  with  us.  To«morrow, 
he  sliall  lie  in  Lancaster  Castle  with  his  kinefolk." 

"  That  remains  to  be  seen,"  muttered  Demdike. 

"  Be  on  your  guard,  eqnire,"  cried  Nance,  as  she  lifted  a  small 
lamp,  and  raised  the  trapdoor. 

with  this  caution,  she  descended  to  the  vaulta,  whüe  Nicholas 
looked  about  for  a  tiiong,  and  pereeiving  a  rope  dangling  down 
the  wall  near  him,  he  seized  it,  drawing  it  with  some  force 
towards  him. 

A.  iudden  soimd  leached  his  ears — elang!  clang!  He  had 
mng  the  alarm-bell  violentlj, 

CÜang !  dang !  clang !     Would  it  never  stop  ? 

Taking  advantage  of  his  surprise  and  constemation,  Demdiice 
got  from  nnder  lum,  sprang  to  his  feet,  and  rucdiing  to  the 
ooorwaj,  instanüj  let  fall  the  steps,  roari^g  out : 

"  Treason  I  to  the  rescue,  my  men !  to  the  Teacqe !" 

His  crieswere  immediatelj  answered  fromwithout,  and  it  was 
eyident  from  the  tumult  that  the  whole  of  the  band  were  hurrj- 
ing  to  his  assistance. 

Not  a  moment  was  to  be  lost  by  the  squire.  Plunging  throngh 
the  trapdoor,  he  dosed  it  af  ter  him,  and  bolted  it  undemeath 
at  the  very  moment  the  robbers  entered  the  Chamber.  Demdike's 
rage  at  finding  him  gone  was  increased,  when  all  the  combined 
efforts  o{  his  men  failed  in  f orcing  open  the  trapdoor. 

"  Take  hatchets  and  hew  it  öpen !"  he  cried  ;  "  we  must  have 
them.  I  have  heard  there  is  a  secret  outlet  below,  aoid  though 
1  hare  never  been  able  to  discover  it,  it  may  be  known  to  Nance. 
I  will  go  outside,  and  watch.  If  you  hear  me  whistle,  come 
forth  instantly." 

And,  rushing  forth,  he  was  making  the  circuit  of  the  tower» 
and  examining  some  bushes  at  it^  base,  when  his  throat  was 
ßuddenly  seized  by  a  dog,  and  before  he  could  even  utter  an 
exdamation,  much  less  sound  his  whistle,  or  use  his  aarms,  he 
was  grappled  by  the  old  huntsman,  and  dragged  o£E  to  a  con«* 
siderable  distance,  the  dog  still  clinging  to  his  throat. 

Meanwhile,  Nicholas  had  hurried  down  into  the  vaults,  where 
he  found  Nanoe  sustaining  Mistress  Nutter,  who  was  half  faint- 
ing,  and  haßtily  explaining  what  had  occurred,  she  oonsigned 
the  lady  to  him,  and  then  led  the  way  through  the  central  rangQ 
of  piUars,  and  past  the  eben  image,  until  she  approached  the  wall, 
when,  holding  up  the  lamp,  she  revealed  a  black  marble  slab 
between  the  statues  of  Blackburn  and  Isole.  Pressing  against 
it,  the  slab  moved  on  one  side,  and  disclosed  a  flight  of  steps. 
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"  öo  up  there,"  cried  Nance  to  tlie  squire,  "  and  when  ye  get 
to  th'  top,  yo'n  find  another  stoan,  wi'  a  nob  in  it.  Yo  canna 
miss  it.     Go  on." 

"  But  yoTi !"  cried  the  squire.    "  Will  yon  not  come  with  us?'* 

"  Ey'n  come  presently,"  replied  Nance,  with  a  stränge  smile. 
**  Ej  ha  summat  to  do  first.  That  cnnning  f ox  Demdike  lias  set 
a  trap  fo'  himsel  and  aw  bis  f ollowers, — and  it's  f o'  me  to  ketch 
'em.  Weit  fo*  me  about  a  hundert  yorts  &o'  th'  tower.  Nah 
nearer — yo  onderstand  ?" 

Nicholas  did  not  very  clearly  understand,  but  concluding 
Nance  had  some  hidden  meaning  in  what  she  said,  he  resolved 
imhesitatingly  to  obey  her.  Having  got  clear  of  the  tower,  aa 
directed,  witn  Mistress  Nutter,  he  ran  on  with  her  to  some 
distance,  when  what  was  his  surprise  to  find  Crouch  and  Grip 
keeping  watch  over  the  prostrate  robber  chief.  A  few  words 
from  the  himtsman  sufficed  to  explain  how  this  had  come  about, 
but  they  were  scarcely  uttered  when  Nance  rushed  up  in  breath- 
less  haste,  crying  out — "  Off!  further  off!  as  yo  value  your 
lives !" 

Seeing  from  her  manner  that  delay  would  be  dangerous, 
Nicholas  and  Crouch  laid  hold  of  the  prisoner  and  bore  him 
away  between  them,  while  Nance  assisted  Mistress  Nutter 
along. 

They  had  not  gone  far  when  a  rumbling  sound,  like  that 
prece£ng  an  earthquake,  was  heard. 

All  looked  back  towards  Malkin  Tower.  The  structure  was 
Seen  to  rock — firmes  burst  from  the  earth — and  with  a  tremen- 
dous  explosion,  heard  for  miles  around,  and  which  shook  the 
ground  where  Nicholas  and  the  others  stood,  the  whole  of 
the  unhallowed  f abric,  from  base  to  summit,  was  blown  into  the 
air,  some  of  the  stones  being  projected  to  an  extraordinary 
distance. 

A  mine  charged  with  gunpowder,  it  appeared,  had  been  laid 
beneath  its  vaults  by  Demdike,  with  a  view  to  its  destruction 
at  some  future  period,  and  this  circumstance  being  known  to 
Nance,  she  had  &red  the  train. 

Not  one  of  the  robbers  within  the  tower  escaped.  The  bodies 
of  all  were  f ound  next  day,  crushed,  bumed,  or  f rightfully  mu« 
tilated. 


^ 
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HOOHTON  TOWEB. 

Abottt  a  month  after  the  occnrrence  last  described,  and  early 
on  a  fine  moming  in  August,  Kicholas  AssHeton  and  Bicliard 
Sherbome  rode  fortli  together  from  the  proud  town  of  Preston. 
Both  were  gaily  attired  in  doublets  and  hose  of  yellow  velvet, 
slashed  with  white  silk,  with  mantles  to  match,  the  latter  being 
somewhat  conspicuouslj  embroidered  on  the  Shoulder  with  a 
wild  bull  worked  in  gold,  and  undemeath  it  the  motte,  "  Malgri 
le  Tort,**  Followed  at  a  respectful  distance  by  four  mounted 
attendants,  the  two  gentlemen  had  crossed  the  bridge  over  the 
Bibble,  and  were  wending  their  waj  along  the  banks  of  a  tribu- 
tarj  sixeam,  the  Darwen,  within  a  short  distance  of  the  charm- 
ing  yillage  of  Walton-le-Dale,  when  thej  perceived  a  horseman 
adyancing  slowlj  towards  them,  whom  thej  instantlj  hailed  as 
Bichard  Assheton,  and  pushing  forward,  were  soon  beside  him. 
Both  were  much  shocked  by  the  young  man's  haggard  looks, 
and  inquired  anziously  as  to  his  health,  but  Eichard  bade  them, 
with  a  melancholy  smile,  not  be  uneasy,  f or  all  would  be  weU 
with  him  ere  long. 

"  All  will  be  over  with  you,  lad,  if  you  don't  mind ;  and  that's, 
perhaps,  what  you  mean,"  replied  I^icholas ;  ''  but  as  soon  as  the 
royal  f estivities  at  Hoghton  are  over,  I'U  set  about  your  eure ; 
and,  what*s  more,  I'll  accomplish  it — ^for  I  know  where  the  seat 
of  the  disease  lies  better  than  Doctor  Morphew,  your  f amily  phy- 
sician  at  Middleton.  'Tis  near  the  heart,  Dick — ^near  the  heart. 
Ha !  I  see  I  have  touched  you,  lad.  But,  beshrew  me,  you  are 
very  strangely  attired — in  a  suit  of  sable  velvet,  with  a  black 
Spanish  hat  and  feather,  for  a  festival  I  You  lock  as  if  going 
to  a  funeral.  I  am  fearful  his  Majesty  may  take  it  amiss.  Why 
not  wear  the  livery  of  our  house  ?" 

"  Nay,  if  it  comes  to  that,*'  rejoined  Eichard,  "  why  do  not 
you  and  Sherborne  wear  it,  instead  of  flaunting  like  daws  in 
Dorrowed  plumage  ?  I  scarce  know  you  in  your  stränge  garb, 
and  certalnly  should  not  take  you  for  an  Assheton,  or  aught 
pertaining  to  our  family,  from  your  gaudy  colours  and  the 
Strange  badge  on  your  Shoulder." 

"  I  don't  wonder  at  it.  Dick,"  said  Nicholas ;  "I  scarce  know 
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myself ;  and  though  the  clothes  I  wear  are  well  made  enougli, 
they  seem  to  sit  awkwardly  on  me,  and  trouble  me  as  much 
as  the  Shirt  of  Nessus  did  Hercules  of  old.  For  the  nonce  I  am 
Sir  Eichard  Hoghton's  retainer.  I  must  own  I  was  angry  with 
myself  when  I  saw  Sir  Ealph  Assheton  with  his  long  train  of 
gentlemen,  all  in  murrey-coloured  doaks  and  doublets,  at  Myers- 
cough  Lodge,  while  I,  his  cousin,  was  habited  like  one  of  an- 
other  hoTise.  And  when  I  would  haye  excufled  my  appaitot 
defection  to  Sir  Balph,  he  answered,  coldly,  *  It  was  better  as  it 
was,  for  he  conld  scarcely  haye  found  room  fpr  me  aoaong  lui 
friends.' " 

"Do  not  fret  yourself,  Nicholas,"  rejoined  ßherbcwne;  "Sir 
Balph  cannot  reasonably  take  offence  at  a  mere  piece  oi  good' 
nature  on  yonr  part.  But  this  does  not  explain  why  Bicbard 
afEects  a  colour  so  sombre." 

"  I  am  the  retainer  of  one  whose  livery  is  sombrei"  repliad 
the  young  man,  with  a  ghastly  smile.  "  But  enough  of  tiils,** 
he  added^  endeavouring  to  assume  a  ÜTeli^  air ;  "I  euppose 
Tou  are  on  the  way  to  Hoghton  Tower.  I  thought  tö  reach 
tVeston  before  you  were  up,  but  I  might  have  recioUeeted  you 
are  no  lag-a-bed,  Kicholas.  not  even  after  hard  dridyäng  oVei> 
night,  as  witness  your  feats  at  Whalley.  Tö  be  frank  wrbh  t^a^ 
I  f  eared  being  led  into  like  excesses,  and  so  pref  erred  paseing  the 
night  at  the  quiet  little  inn  at  Waiton-le-Dale,  to  coining  oa  to 
you  at  the  Castle  at  Preston,  which  I  knew  would  be  füll  of 
noisy  roysterers/ ' 

"  Füll  it  was,  even  to  overflowing,"  replied  the  squire ;  "bufc 
you  should  have  come,  Dick,  for,  by  my  troth  !  we  had  a  rigkt 
merry  night  of  it.  Stephen  Hamerton,  of  Hellyfield  Peel,  with 
his  wif e,  and  her  sister,  sweet  Mistress  Doli  Lister,  suj^ned  wiih 
US ;  and  we  had  music,  dancing,  and  singing,  and  abundanee  of 
good  cheer.  Nouns  !  Dick,  DoU  Lister  is  a  delightful  lass,  änd 
if  you  can  only  get  Alizon  out  of  your  head,  would  be  just  the 
wife  for  you.  She  sings  like  an  angel,  has  the  most  captivating 
sigh-and-die-away  manner,  and  the  prettiest  rounded  figure  ever 
bodice  kept  in.  Were  I  in  your  place,  I  should  know  where  to 
choose.  But  you  will  see  her  at  Hoghton  to-day,  for  she  is  to  be 
at  the  banquet  and  masque." 

"  Tour  description  does  not  tempt  me,"  said  Eichard ;  "  I  have 
no  taste  for  sigh-and-die-away  damsels.  Dorothy  Lister,  how- 
ever,  is  accounted  fair  enough  ;  but  were  she  f ascinating  as  Venu» 
herseif,  in  my  present  mood  I  should  not  regard  her.*' 

"  I'  feith,  lad,  I  pity  you,  if  such  be  the  case,"  shrugging 
his  Shoulders,  more  in  contempt  than  in  compassion. 
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"  Waste  not  your  aympatliy  upon  me,"  replied  Eichard ;  "  but, 
teil  me,  how  went  the  show  at  Preston,  yesterday  F" 

"  Excellently  well,  and  much  to  his  Majesty's  satisfaction," 
answered  the  sqmre.  "  Proud  Preston  was  never  so  proud 
bef ore,  and  nerer  with  such  good  reason :  f  or  i£  the  people  be 
poor,  according  to  the  proverb,  they  take  good  care  to  hide 
their  poverty.  BombaroB  were  fired  from  the  bridge,  and  the 
church  bells  rang  lond  enough  to  crack  the  steeple,  and  bring  it 
down  about  the  eara  of  the  deafened  lieges.  The  houses  were 
hiing  wiih  carpets  and  arras ;  the  streets  strewn  ankle  deep  with 
sand  and  sawdust ;  the  cross  in  the  market-place  was  bedecked 
with  garlands  of  flower«  üke  a  May-pole ;  and  the  condnit  near 
it  ran  wine.  At  noon  there  was  more  firing;  and,  amidst 
flouridhes  of  trumpets,  rolling  of  drums,  sqtiealDng  of  fife«,  and 
prodigions  shonting,  boimie  King  Jamie  came  to  the  cross, 
where  a  speech  was  made  him  by  Master  Breares,  the  recorder ; 
after  which  the  corporation  presented  his  Majesty  wiih  a  huge 
silver  bowl,  in  token  of  their  love  and  loyalty.  The  King  seemed 
highly  pleased  with  the  gift,  and  observed  to  the  Duke  of 
Buckinghain,  loud  enongh  to  be  heard  by  the  bysianders,  who 
reported  his  speech  to  me,  '  God's  santie !  it's  a  braw  bicker, 
Steenie,  and  might  serre  for  a  ehristening-cup,  if  we  had  need 
of  siccan  a  vessel,  which,  Heaven  be  praised,  we  ha'e  na !'  Aft^ 
this  there  was  a  grand  banquet  in  the  town-hall ;  and  when  the 
heat  of  the  day  was  over,  the  King  left  with  his  train  for 
Hoghton  Tower,  visiting  the  alum  mines  on  the  way  thither. 
We  are  biddento  l»-eakfast  by  SirBichard,  so  we  must  push  on, 
Bick,  ior  his  Majesty  is  an  eaarly  riser,  like  myself.  We  are  to 
haTe  rare  Sport  to-day.  Hunting  in  the  morning,  a  banquet, 
and,  a«  I  haFe  already  intimated,  a  masque  at  night,  in  which 
äir  George  Goring  and  Sir  John  Finett  will  play,  and  in  whick 
I  have  been  solicited  to  take  the  droUing  part  of  Jem  Tospot«^ 
nay,  laugh  not,  Dick,  Sherbome  says  I  shall  play  it  to  the  life*^- 
as  well  as  to  find  some  mirthful  ^me  to  enact  the  companion 
part  of  Doli  Wango.  l  have  spoken  with  two  or  three  on  the 
subject,  and  fancy  one  of  them  will  oblige  me.  There  is  onother 
matter  in  which  I  am  engaged.  I  am  to  present  a  petition  to 
his  Majesty  from  a  great  number  of  the  lower  Orders  in  thii 
oounty,  praying  they  be  allowed  to  make  their  diversions,  as  of 
old  accustomed,  after  divine  serrice  on  Sundays ;  and,  though  I 
am  the  last  man  to  desire  any  vic^tion  of  the  Sabbath,  being^ 
somewhat  Puritanically  inclined,  as  they  now  phrase  it,  yet  I 
iSaanot  ihink  any  härm  can  ensue  from  lawful  recreaÜKm  «nd 
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honest  excercise.  Still,  I  would  any  one  were  chosen  to  present 
the  Petition  rather  than  myself ." 

**jB[ave  no  misgivings  on  tlie  subject,"  said  Bicliard,  "  but 
tirge  the  matter  strongly :  and  if  you  need  support,  I  will  give 
you  aU  I  can,  f or  I  f eel  we  are  best  observing  Öie  Divine  man- 
date  by  making  the  Sabbath  a  day  of  rest,  and  observing  it 
cheerfiQly.  And  tbis,  I  apprehend,  is  tbe  snbstance  of  your 
Petition  r  * 

"The  whole  sum  and  substance,*'  replied  Nicholas;  "and  I 
have  reason  to  believe  his  Majesty's  wishes  are  in  accordance 
with  it." 

"  They  are  known  to  be  so,"  said  Sherbome. 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  it,"  cried  Eichard.  "  God  save  King 
James,  the  friend  of  the  people !" 

"  Ay,  God  save  King  James  !"  echoed  Nicholas  ;  "  and  if  he 
grant  this  petition,  he  will  prove  himself  their  friend,  for  he 
will  have  all  the  clergy  against  him,  and  will  be  preached  against 
from  half  the  pulpits  in  the  kingdom." 

"  LitÜe  härm  will  ensue  if  it  should  be  so,"  replied  Bichard ; 
"  for  he  will  be  cheered  and  protected  by  the  prayers  of  a  grate- 
ful  and  happy  people." 

They  then  rode  on  for  a  few  minutes  in  silence,  after  which 
Bichard  inqnired : 

"You  had  brave  doings  at  Myerscough  Lodge,  I  suppose, 
Nicholas  ?" 

"  Ay,  marry  had  we,"  answered  the  sqnire,  "  and  the  feasting 
must  have  cost  Ned  Tyldesley  a  pretty  penny.  Besides  the  King 
and  his  own  particular  attendants,  there  were  some  dozen  noble- 
men  and  their  followers,  including  the  Duke  of  Buckingham, 
who  moves  about  like  a  king  himself,  and  I  know  not  how  many 
knights  and  gentlemen.  Sherborne  and  I  rode  over  from  Dun- 
now,  and  reached  the  forest  immediately  after  the  King  had 
entered  it  in  his  coach!  so  we  took  a  short  cut  through  the 
woods,  and  came  up  just  in  time  to  join  Sir  Bichard  Hoghton's 
train  as  he  was  riding  up  to  his  Majesty.  Fancy  a  wide  glade, 
down  which  a  great  gilded  coach  is  slowly  moving,  drawn  by 
eight  horses,  and  foUowed  by  a  host  of  noblemen  and  gentlemen 
in  splendid  apparel,  their  esquires  and  pages  equally  richly 
arrayed,  and  equally  well  mounted ;  and,  after  these,  numerous 
falconers,  himtsmen,  prickers,  foresters,  and  yeomen,  with  stag- 
hoxmds  in  leash,  and  hawk  on  fist,  all  ready  for  the  sport.  Fancy 
all  this,  if  you  can,  Dick,  and  then  conceive  what  a  brave  sight 
it  must  liave  been.   Well,  as  I  said,  we  came  up  in  the  very  nick 
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of  time,  for  presently  the  royal  coacli  stopped,  and  Sir  Bichard 
Hoghton,  calling  all  his  gentlemen  around  him,  and  bidding  us 
dismount,  we  followed  him,  and  drew  up,  bareheaded,  before 
the  King,  while  Sir  Eicbard  pointed  ont  to  bis  Majestj  the 
boundaries  of  the  royal  forest,  and  told  him  he  would  find  it  as 
well  stocked  with  deer  as  anj  in  his  kingdom.  Before  putting 
an  end  to  the  Conference,  the  King  complimented  the  worthy 
knight  on  the  gallant  appearance  of  his  train,  and  on  leaming 
we  were  all  gentlemen,  graciouslj  signified  his  pleasure  that 
some  of  US  should  be  presented  to  him.  Amon^t  others,  I  was 
brought  forwardbj  Sir  Bichard,  and  lilring  mj  looks,  I  snppose, 
the  King  was  condescending  enongh  to  enter  into  conversation 
with  me ;  and  as  his  discourse  chiefly  tumed  on  sporting  mat- 
ters, I  was  at  home  with  him  at  once,  and  he  presentlj  grew  so 
familiär  with  me,  that  I  almost  forgot  the  presence  in  which  I 
stood.  However,  his  Majesty  seemed  in  no  way  offended  by  my 
freedom,  bnt,  on  the  contrary,  clapped  me  on  the  Shoulder,  and 
Said,  '  Maister  Assheton,  for  a  country  gentleman,  you're  weel- 
mannered  and  weel-informed,  and  I  shall  be  glad  to  see  more  of 
you  while  I  stay  in  these  parts.'  After  this,  the  good-natured 
monarch  mounted  his  horse,  and  the  hunting  began,  and  a 
famous  d^'s  work  we  made  of  it,  his  Majesty  killing  no  fewer 
than  five  mie  bucks  with  his  own  band." 

"  You  are  dearly  on  the  road  to  preferment,  Nicholas,"  ob- 
serred  Bichard,  with  a  smile.  "  You  will  outstrip  Buckingham 
himself,  if  you  go  on  in  this  way." 

"  So  I  teil  lum,"  observed  Sherbome,  laughing ;  "  and,  by 
my  faith !  yoimg  Sir  Gilberfc  Hoghton,  who,  owing  to  his  con- 
nezion  by  marriage  with  Buckingham,  is  a  greater  man  than  his 
father,  Sir  Bichard,  looked  quite  jealous ;  for  the  King  more 
than  once  called  out  to  Nicholas  in  the  chase,  and  took  the 
wood-knife  from  him  when  he  broke  up  the  last  deer,  which  is 
accounted  a  mark  of  especial  favour." 

"  Well,  gentlemen,"  said  the  squire,  "  I  shall  not  stand  in 
my  own  light,  depend  upon  it ;  and,  if  I  should  bask  in  court- 
sunshine,  you  shall  partake  of  the  rays.  If  I  do  become  master 
of  the  household,  in  lieu  of  the  Duke  of  Bichmond,  or  master  of 
the  horse  and  cupbearer  to  his  Majesty,  in  place  of  his  Grace 
of  Buckingham,  I  will  not  f orget  you." 

"We  are  greatly  indebted  to  you,  my  Lord  Marquess  o£ 
Downham  and  Duke  of  Pendle  Hill,  that  is  to  be,"  reioined 
Sherbome,  taking  off  his  cap  with  mock  reverence  ;  "  and,  per- 
haps,  for  the  sake  of  your  sweet  sister  and  my  spouse,  Dorothy, 
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jovL  will  make  interest  to  hare  me  appointed  gentleman  of  the 
bedchamber  ?" 

"  Doubt  it  not — doubt  it  not,"  replied  Nicholas,  in  a  patro« 
nizing  tone. 

"My  ambition  soars  higher  than  yoitre,  Sherbome,"  said 
Eichard ;  "I  mnst  be  lord-keeper  of  the  privy  seal,  or  nothing/* 

"Oh!  what  yon  will,  gentlemen— what  you  will!"  cried 
Nicholas ;  "  yon  can  ask  me  nothing  I  will  not  gmnt — alway» 
provided  I  have  the  means." 

A  tnm  in  the  road  now  showed  them  Hoghton  Tower,  crown- 
ing  the  sommit  of  an  isolated  and  conical  hill  abotzt  two  miles 
off.  Eising  prondly  in  the  midst  of  a  fair  and  fertile  piain, 
watered  by  the  Eibble  and  the  Darwen,  the  stately  edi£oe 
seemed  to  command  the  whole  country.  And  so  Sing  James 
thonght,  as,  from  the  window  of  hi»  Chamber,  he  looked  down 
upon  the  magnificent  prospect  aronnd  him,  comprehending,  on 
the  one  band,  the  yast  forests  of  Myerscongh  and  Bowland, 
stretching  as  f ar  as  the  felis  near  Lancaster ;  and,  on  the  other, 
an  open  but  still  undulating  country,  bcatttifoll^  dirersified 
with  wood  and  water,  well-peopled  and  well-cnltiTated,  grecn 
with  lorariant  pastnres,  yello  ^  with  golden  grain,  or  embowered 
with  orchards,  boasting  many  rillages  and  smaU  towns,  as  well 
as  two  lovely  rivers,  which,  combining  their  cnrrents  at  Walton- 
le-Dale,  gradually  expanded  tili  they  neared  the  sea,  whidi  eould 
be  Seen  gleaming  throngh  openings  in  the  distant  hills.  As  the 
Eing  surveyed  this  fair  scene,  and  thonght  how  streng  wa» 
the  Position  of  the  mansion,  situated  as  it  was  npon  high  eliffs 
springing  abmptly  from  the  Darwen,  and  how  farourably  cir- 
cnmstanced,  with  its  f orests  and  park,  f or  the  enjoyment  of  the 
chase,  of  which  he  was  passionately  f  ond,  how  capable  of  defenee, 
and  how  well  adapted  for  a  hnntmg-seat,  he  sighed  to  think  it 
did  not  belong  to  the  Crown.  Nor  was  he  wrong  in  his  estimate 
of  its  strength ;  for  in  after  years,  during  the  (Sril  Wem,  it 
held  out  stoutly  against  the  parliamentary  f  orces,  and  was  only 
reduced  at  last  by  treachery,  when  part  of  its  gate-tower  wa« 
blown  up,  destroying  an  oflBkjer  and  two  hundred  men,  "  in  that 
blast  most  wofully." 

Though  the  hour  was  so  early,  the  road  was  already  thronged, 
not  only  with  horsemen  and  pedestrians  of .  every  degree  from 
Preston,  but  with  rüde  lumbering  vehicles  from  the  neighbour- 
ing  -villages  of  Plessington,  Brockholes,  and  Cuerden,  driren 
by  farmers,  who,  with  their  buxom  dames  and  cherry-cheeked 
^ughters,  decked  out  in  holiday  fineiy,  hoped  to  gain  admit- 
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tkta^  tö  Hogbton  tower,  ot^  at  all  events,  to  obtain  a  peep  o£ 
the  Sing  aci  he  rode  to  the  hunt.  Most  of  these  wäre  saluted 
hj  Kidiola«,  who  scnipled  not  to  promise  them  admisaion  to  the 
outer  coxirt  of  the  tower,  and  eren  went  so  far  as  to  oiSer  some 
of  the  comelier  damsels  a  pi^esentation  to  the  King.  Occasion- 
ally  the  road  wa0  enlivened  by  strauui  of  mnsic  from  a  band  of 
minstrels,  hj  a  song  or  a  choros  from  others,  or  hj  the  game« 
some  tricks  of  a  partj  d  mummers.  At  one  place  a  couple  of 
ttimblers  and  a  clown  wcrre  performhig  their  feats  on  a  cloth 
stretched  on  the  gtass  beneath  a  tree.  Here  the  crowd  collected 
for  a  few  mintites,  bnt  presentlj  gave  way  to  loud  shouts,  at- 
teiided  \fj  the  craekin^  cf  whips,  procee^ng  from  two  grooms 
in  the  ydllow  and  white  Hrerj  of  8ir  j^ichard  Hoghton,  who 
headed  soine  half^ozen  carts  filled  with  provisions,  earcasses 
of  sheep  and  oxen,  turkeys  and  geese,  puUets  and  capons,  fish, 
bread,  and  regetables,  all  bent  for  Hoghton  Tower ;  for  though 
l%r  Bkhard  had  made  va»t  preparations  for  bis  guests,  he  fonnd 
hjs  stipplies,  great  as  they  were,  wholly  inadeqnate  to  their 
wants.  Cracking  their  whips  in  answer  to  the  shonts  with  whieh 
they  were  greeted,  the  ptirreyors  galloped  on,  many  a  hungry 
wight  lookmg  wistftdly  after  them. 

ITicholas  and  bis  eompanions  were  now  at  the  enl^anoe  tö 
Hoghton  Park,  throngh  whieh  the  Darwen  coursed,  after  wash« 
ing  the  base  of  the  rocky  heights  on  whieh  the  mansion  wM 
sitttated.  H^e  f otlr  yeoinen  of  ihe  gaard,  armed  with  halberds^ 
and  an  ofieer,  were  stationed,  and  no  one  was  admitted  withottt 
an  Order  from  Bir  Bichard  Hoghton.  Possessing  a  pass,  the 
sqnire  and  bis  companions  with  their  attendants  were,  of  course, 
allowed  to  enter ;  but  the  throng  accompanying  them  were  sent 
orer  the  bridge,  and  along  a  devioas  road  skirting  the  park, 
whieh,  though  it  went  more  than  a  mile  roimd^  erentnally 
brought  them  to  their  destination. 

Hoghton  Park,  though  not  very  extensive,  boasted  a  great 
deal  of  magnificent  timber,  and  in  some  places  was  so  thickly 
wooded,  that,  according  to  Dr.  £uerden,  "a  man  passing 
through  it,  could  scarcely  have  seen  the  sun  shine  ai  middle 
of  day."  Into  one  of  these  tenebrous  groves  the  horsemen 
now  plunged,  and  for  some  moments  were  buried  in  the  gloom 
produeed  by  matted  and  over-hanging  botighs.  Issning  oioee 
mote  into  the  warm  sunshine,  they  trarersed  a  looog  amd  beauti- 
ful  srlvan  glade,  skirted  by  ^uoicient  oaki,  with  tuffatf  maüm  Md 
gtiaried  limbs — the  patriarchs  of  the  f «itest  Im  w 
on  the  left  were  scattered  a  lew  a«h4nM%  m4 
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byowsed  a  herd  of  f allow  deer ;  wHile  crossing  the  lower  end  of 
the  glade  was  a  large  herd  of  red  deer,  f or  wliich  the  park  was 
famous,  the  hinds  tripping  nimbly  and  timidly  away,  but  the 
lordly  stags,  with  their  branchin g  antlers,  standing  f  or  a  moment 
at  gaze,  and  disdainfullj  regarding  the  intruders  on  their  domain. 
Little  did  they  think  how  soon  and  severely  their  conrage  would 
be  tried,  or  how  soon  the  mort  would  be  sounded  f or  their  pryee 
by  the  huntsman.  But  if,  happily  for  themselves,  the  poor 
leathem-coated  fools  could  not  fores'ee  their  doom,  it  was  not 
equally  hidden  from  Nicholas,  who  predicted  what  would  ensue, 
and  pointed  out  one  noble  hart  which  he  thought  worthy  to  die 
by  the  Eong's  own  band.  As  if  he  understood  him,  the  statelj 
beast  tossed  bis  antlered  head  aloft,  and  plunged  into  the  ad- 
joining  thicket :  but  the  squire  noted  the  spot  where .  he  had 
disappeared. 

The  glade  led  them  into  the  chase,  a  glorious  hunting-ground 
of  about  two  miles  in  circumference,  surrounded  by  an  amphi- 
theatre  of  wood,  and  studded  by  noble  forest  trees.  Variety 
and  beauty  were  lent  to  it  by  an  occasional  knoll  crowned  with 
timber,  or  by  numerous  femy  dells  and  dingles.  As  the  horse- 
men  entered  upon  the  chase,  they  observed  at  a  short  distance 
from  them  a  herd  of  the  beautiful,  but  fierce  wild  cattle,  origi- 
nally  from  Bowland  Forest,  and  still  preserved  in  the  park. 
White  and  spangled  in  colour,  with  short,  sharp  homs,  fine 
eyes,  and  small  shapely  limbs,  these  animals  were  of  untameable 
fierceness,  possessed  of  great  cunning  and  ever  ready  to  assault 
any  one  who  approached  them.  They  would  often  attack  a 
sofitary  individual,  göre  him,  and  trample  him  to  death.  Con- 
sequently,  they  were  f ar  more  dreaded  than  the  wild-boars,  with 
which,  as  with  every  other  sort  of  game,  the  neighbouring  woods 
were  plentifully  stocked.  Well  aware  of  the  danger  they  ran, 
the  party  watched  the  herd  narrowly  and  distrustfully,  and 
would  have  galloped  on;  but  this  would  only  have  provoked 
pursuit,  and  the  wild  cattle  were  swifter  than  any  horses, 
Suddenly  a  milk-white  bull  trotted  out  from  the  rest  of  the 
herd,  bellowing  fiercely,  lashing  bis  sides  with  bis  tail,  and 
lowering  bis  head  to  the  ground,  as  if  meditating  an  attack. 
His  example  was  speedily  foUowed  by  the  others,  and  the  whole 
herd  began  to  beat  the  ground  and  roar  loudly. 

Much  alarmed  by  these  hostile  manifestations,  the  party  were 
debating  whether  to  stand  the  onset,  or  trust  to  the  fleetness  d 
their  steeds  for  safety,  when  just  as  the  whole  herd,  with  taila 
erect  and  dilated  nostrils,  were  galloping  towards  them,  assist« 
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ance  appeared  in  tlie  persona  of  some  ten  or  a  dozen  moimted 
prickers,  who,  armed  with  long  poles,  pointed  with  iron,  issued 
with  loud  shouts  from  an  avenue  opening  upon  the  chase.  At 
sight  of  them,  the  whole  herd  wlieeled  round  and  fled,  bnt  were 
pnrsued  by  the  prickers  tili  they  were  driven  into  the  depths  of 
the  furtbest  thicket.  Six  of  the  prickers  remained  watching 
over  them  during  the  day,  in  order  that  the  royal  hunting-party 
might  not  be  distnrbed,  and  the  woods  echoed  with  the  beUowing 
of  the  angry  brutes. 

While  this  was  going  f orward,  the  sqnire  and  his  companions, 
congratulating  themselves  on  their  narrow  escape,  gaUoped  off, 
and  entered  the  long  avenue  of  sycamores,  from  which  the 
prickers  had  emerged. 

At  the  head  of  a  steep  ascent,  partly  hewn  out  of  the  rock, 
and  partly  skirted  by  venerable  and  majestic  trees,  forming  a 
continuation  of  the  avenue,  rose  the  embattled  gate-tower  of 
the  proud  edifice  they  were  approaching,  and  which  now  held  the 
monarch  of  the  land,  and  the  highest  and  neblest  of  his  court, 
as  guests  within  its  walls.  From  the  top  of  the  central  tower 
of  the  gateway  floated  the  royal  banner,  while  at  the  very 
moment  the  party  reached  the  f  oot  of  the  hill,  they  were  saluted 
by  a  loud  peal  of  ordnance  discharged  from  the  side-towers, 
proclaiming  that  the  king  had  arisen ;  and,  as  the  smoke  from 
the  culverins  wreathed  roimd  the  Standard,  a  flourish  of  trum- 

Eets  was  blown  from  the  walls,  and  martial  music  resounded 
rom  the  court. 

!Roused  by  these  stirring  sounds,  Nicholas  spurred  his  horse 
up  the  rocky  ascent,  and  f  ollowed  closely  by  his  companions,  who 
were  both  nearly  as  much  excited  as  himself ,  speedily  gained  the 
great  gateway — a  massive  and  majestic  structure,  occupying 
tiie  centre  of  the  westem  front  of  the  mansion,  and  consisting 
of  three  towers  of  great  strength  and  beauty,  the  mid-tower  far 
overtopping  the  other  two,  as  in  the  arms  of  Old  Castile,  and 
sustaining,  as  was  its  right,  the  royal  Standard.  On  the  plat- 
form  stood  the  trumpeters,  with  their  silk-fringed  clarions,  and 
the  iron  mouths  of  the  culverins,  which  had  been  recently  dis- 
charged, protruded  through  the  battlements.  The  arms  and 
motto  of  the  Hoghtons,  carved  in  stone,  were  placed  upon  the 
gateway,  with  the  letters  t^.  '^.,  the  Initials  of  the  founder  of 
tiie  tower.  Immediately  above  the  arched  entrance  was  the  sculp- 
tured  figure  of  a  knight  slaying  a  dragon. 

In  front  of  the  gateway  a  large  crowd  of  persöns  were  assem- 
Medf  consisting  cl  the  inferior  gentry  of  the  neighbourhood. 
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witb  tbßir  wiy«8,  daughters,  aud  »ervojitii,  clergjmta,  atiorn^j«, 
^binu^eomi,  formers,  and  tradesmezi  of  all  kmd  from  tba  ad< 
loining  town«  of  Blackbum,  Preston,  Chorla^,  Haslwgdm« 
Garptaixg,  and  ey^n  Lanoaster.  Bepresentativef  in  iK>me  sort  or 
othar  of  almost  eveiy  town  and  village  in  tho  aount j  migbt  ba 
£ouiid  amongBt  tb£  motley  asBemblage,  whicb,  early  ao  it  wai, 
numbered  several  huudreds,  many  of  those  from  the  monQ 
distant  place«  having  quitted  tbeir  homes  soon  after  midAiglit, 
Admittaiice  was  naturallj  sought  by  all;  but  bera  Üie  samd 
rule  was  obserred  as  at  the  park  gate,  an^d  uo  one  was  aUowed 
to  enter,  even  the  base  court,  without  autbority  from  the  lord  of 
the  mansion.  The  great  gates  were  closedi  and  two  filas  of  hal* 
berdiers  were  drawn  up  under  the  deep  arcbway,  to  kaep  tba 
passage  clear,  and  queU  disturbance  in  oasa  anj  should  oaeur, 
while  a  gigantic  porter,  stationed  in  front  of  tha  wickat,  rigo« 
rously  scrutinised  the  passes.  These  pracautions  naturallj  pro- 
duced  delay :  and,  though  many  of  tha  bettar  part  of  tha  crowd 
wäre  entitM  to  admission,  it  w^  not  without  ^h  pushing  and 
«queazing,  and  considerable  detriment  to  tbeir  gay  appacal,  that 
they  wäre  enablad  to  efßect  their  object. 

The  comfort  of  those  outsida  tha  walls  bad  not,  bowayar, 
bean  altogether  neglected  by  Sir  Eichard  Hogbton,  for  sheds 
were  reared  under  the  trees,  where  stout  March  beer,  togathar 
with  cheese  and  bread,  or  oaten  cakes  and  butter,  were  freely 
distributed  to  all  applicants ;  so  that,  if  some  were  diisappointad. 
few  were  discontented,  especially  when  told  that  tba  gftte*  would 
be  thrown  open  at  noon,  when,  during  tha  time  tba  king  wd  the 
nobles  f  easted  in  the  graat  banquet-ball,  they  migbt  partake  of 
a  wild  bull  from  the  park,  slaughtered  expressly  for  tba  oeoft* 
sion,  which  was  now  being  roast^  whole  within  the  basa  oourt. 
That  tba  latter  was  no  idie  promise  they  had  tha  assnranae  of 
tbick  smoke  rising  above  the  walls,  laden  witb  tiia  ßoant  of 
roast  meat,  and,  moreover,  they  could  sae  througb  tba  wiaj^t  a 
great  fira  blazing  and  crackling  on  the  green,  with  a  huge  0area4äi0 
on  an  immenBa  spit  before  it,  and  a  coupla  pf  turn^broaöba« 
basting  it. 

As  ^icholas  and  bis  companions  foroed  tbeir  way  througb 
tbis  crowd,  which  was  momently  receiving  addition«  as  frasb 
arriyfJs  tpok  place,  tbe  squira  recognised  many  old  aoquaintanaes, 
siXiä  was  nodding  familiarly  right  and  left,  when  ba  encountered 
a  woman's  eye  fixed  keenly  upon  bim,  and  to  bis  surprise  bebeld 
^ance  Bedfeme.  BTance,  who  had  lost  none  of  her  good  looks, 
ym  T^Tj  giiily  attirad,  witb  her  fina  pbestnut  b^ir  knpttad  wi^b 
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ribbons,  her  stomacher  similairly  adomed,  and  her  red  petticoat 
looped  up  so  as  to  digplay  an  exoeedinglj  ta*im  ankle  and  smaU 
foot ;  and,  ander  other  drcumstanoes,  Nicholas  might  not  haye 
minded  staying  to  chat  with  her,  but  just  now  it  was  out  of  the 
question,  and  he  hastilj  tumed  his  head  another  waj.  As  ill 
luck,  however,  wonld  have  it,  a  stoppage  occurred  at  the  moment, 
during  which  Nance  forced  her  waj  up  to  him,  and  taking  hola 
of  his  arm,  said  in  a  low  tone  : 

"  To  mun  tae  me  in  wi'  ye,  squoire." 

*'  Take  you  in  with  me — ^impossible !"  cried  Nicholas. 

"  Nah !  it's  neaw  impossible,"  rejoined  Nance,  pertinaciously : 
**  yo  con  do  it,  an*  yo  shau.  Yo  owe  me  a  good  tum,  and  mun 
repay  it  now." 

"  But  why  the  dernl  do  you  want  to  go  in  ?"  cried  Nicholas, 
impaUenÜy.  **  Tou  know  the  King  is  the  swom  enemy  of  all 
witche»,  and,  amongst  this  concourse,  some  one  i«  sure  to  recog- 
nise  you  and  betray  you.  I  cannot  answer  for  your  «afety  if  I 
do  take  you  in.  In  my  opinion,  you  were  extremely  unwise  to 
venture  here  at  all.'* 

"  Ne'er  heed  my  wisdom  or  my  foUy,  boh  do  ae  ey  bid  yo,  or 
yo*n  repent  it,"  said  Nance. 

"  Why,  you  can  get  in  without  my  aid,"  obserred  the  squire, 
trying  to  laugh  it  off.     "  You  can  easily  fly  over  the  waUs." 

"  Ey  ha'  left  my  broomstick  a-whoam,"  replied  Nance — "  boh 
uo  more  jesting.    Win  yo  do  it  P" 

"  Well,  well,  I  Buppose  I  must,"  replied  Nicholas,  "  but  I 
wash  my  hands  of  the  consequences.  If  iU  comes  of  it,  I  am 
not  to  blame.  You  must  go  in  as  Doli  Wango — that  is,  as  a  cha- 
racter  in  the  masque  to  be  enacted  to-night---d*ye  mark  ?" 

Nance  signified  that  she  perfectly  understoöd  him. 

The  whole  of  this  hurried  discourse,  conducted  in  an  under- 
tone,  passed  unheard  and  unnoticed  by  the  bystanders.  Just 
then  an  opening  took  place  amid  the  crowd,  and  the  squire 
pushed  through  it,  hoping  to  get  rid  of  his  companion,  but  he 
hoped  in  vain,  for,  clinging  to  his  saddLe,  she  went  on  along  with 
him. 

They  were  soon  under  the  deep  groined  and  ribbed  arch  of 
the  gate,  and  Nance  would  have  been  here  tumed  back  by  the 
foremost  halberdier,  if  Nicholas  had  not  signified  somewhat 
hastily  that  she  belonged  to  his  partr.  The  man  smiled,  and 
offered  no  further  Opposition;  and  the  gigantic  porter  next 
advancing,  Nicholas  exhibited  bis  pass  to  him,  which  appearing 
siifficientty  comprehensive  to  prooure  admifflioii  t&t  Bichflard  öna 
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Sherbome,  they  instanüy  ayailed  themselves  o£  the  license, 
while  the  squire  fumbled  in  bis  doublet  for  a  further  order 
for  Nance.  At  last  he  produced  it,  and  after  reading  it,  the 
gigantic  warder  exclaimed,  with  a  smile  illumining  bis  broad 
leatures : 

''  Ah !  I  see ; — ^this  is  an  order  from  bis  worship,  Sir  Eichard, 
to  admit  a  certain  woman,  who  is  to  enact  DoU  Wango  in  the 
masque.     This  is  she,  I  suppose?"  he  added,  looking  at  Nance. 

"  Ay,  ay  !'*  replied  the  squire. 

"  A  comely  wench,  by  the  mass !"  exckimed  the  porter. 
"  Open  the  gate." 

"No  —  not  yet — not  yet,  good  porter,  tili  my  claim  be 
adjusted,"  cried  another  woman,  pushing  forward,  quite  ais  youD^ 
and  comely  as  Nance,  and  equaUy  gaily  dressed.  "  I  am  the 
real  Doli  Wango,  though  I  be  generally  Imown  as  Dame  Tetlow. 
The  squire  engaged  me  to  play  the  part  before  the  long,  and  now 
this  saucy  hussy  has  taken  my  place.  But  I'U  have  my  rights, 
thatlwill.» 

"  Odd's  heart !  two  Doli  Wangos  l"  exclaimed  the  porter, 
opening  bis  eyes. 

"  Two ! — Nay,  beleedy !  boh  there  be  three !"  exclaimed  an 
immensely  taU,  stoutly  proportioned  woman,  stepping  up,  to  the 
increased  confusion  of  the  squire,  and  the  infinite  merriment  of 
the  bystanders,  whose  laughter  had  been  already  excited  by  the 
previous  part  of  the  scene.  "  Didna  yo  teil  me  at  Myerscough 
to  come  here,  squoire,  an'  ey,  Bess  Baldwyn,  should  play  Doli 
Wango  to  your  Jem  Tospot  r ' 

"  Play  the  devil !  for  that*s  what  you  all  seem  bent  upon 
doing,"  exclaimed  the  squire,  impatiently.  "  Away  with  you ! 
I  can  have  nothing  to  say  to  you !" 

''  You  gave  me  the  same  promise  at  the  Castle  at  Preston  last 
night,"  Said  Dame  Tetlow. 

"  I  had  been  drinkii^,  and  knew  not  what  I  said,"  rejoined 
Nicholas,  angrily. 

''  Boh  yo  promised  me  a  f ew  minutes  ago,  an'  yo're  sober  enough 
now,"  cried  Nance. 

*^  Ey  dunna  knoa  that,"  rejoined  Dame  Baldwyn,  looking 
reproachfully  at  him.  "  Boh  what  ey  dun  knoa  is,  that  nother 
o'  these  squemous  queans  shan  go  in  efore  me." 

And  she  looked  menacingly  at  them,  as  if  determined  to  oppose 
their  ingress,  much  to  the  alarm  of  the  timorous  Dame  Tetlow, 
though  Nance  retumed  h^r  angry  glances  unmoved. 

"  For  SLeaTen'9  sake,  my  good  fellow,  let  them  aU  three  m !" 
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nid  Nicholas,  in  a  low  tone  io  tlio  port^T,  ut  tlic  samo  time  slip- 
pinga  gold  pieoe  into  bis  band,  **  or  th(*rti*fl  110  sayin^  what  inay  ))o 
theconaequenoe,  for  thcj're  tliree  iiiferual  vira^(N*8.  I'll  tako  ihn 
mponaibility  of  their  admittance  upoii  inysolf  with  Sir  Richard.*' 

"  Welly  ai  joor  wonliip  says,  I  don't  like  to  800  quurrollinfi^ 
aaumgst  women  "  retumed  tbo  portcr,  in  a  bland  tone,  "  ao  all 
tliree  ihall  go  in ;  and  as  to  wbo  is  to  play  Doli  Wango,  tbo 
maiter  of  the  oeremonies  will  settlc  tbat,  so  you  nced  givo  your- 
idf  HO  more  concem  about  it ;  but  if  I  wcrc  calied  on  to  decido," 
lie  added,  with  an  amorous  leer  at  Damo  Baldwyn,  wboso  pro- 
portums  80  well  matcbed  bis  owu,  *'  I  know  wbero  my  cboico 
wonld  light.  Tbere,  now  !*'  be  sbouted,  **  oinm  wido  tbo  pato 
for  Squire  Nicbolas  Assbeton  of  Dowubam,  and  tbo  tbreo  l)oll 
WangOB." 

And,  all  obstacles  being  tbus  rcmoved,  Nicliolas  paHfl<*d  on 
wÜh  tiie  three  feniales  amidst  the  rencwed  liiughter  of  tbo 
byvtanders,  Bnt  he  got  rid  of  bis  plagues  as  sooii  as  ho  conld ; 
for,  dianounting  and  tbrowing  bis  bridle  to  an  attoudant,  bo 
Tonchiafed  not  a  word  to  any  of  tbem,  but  stoppcd  quickly  aftor 
Bichaid  and  Sberbome,  wbo  bad  already  roacned  tbo  groat  fire 
with  the  bull  roasting  bef ore  it. 

Appro^iated  cbiefly  to  stables  and  otber  offices,  the  baso 
oonrt  of  Hogbton  Tower  consisted  of  buildings  of  various  dateSy 
the  greater  part  belonging  to  Elizabctb's  timo,  tbongb  some 
mifffat  be  assigned  to  an  earlier  period,  wbilo  many  alterations 
and  additions  had  been  recently  made,  in  anticipation  of  tbo 
Ejng's  Visit.  Dating  back  as  f ar  as  Henry  tbo  Second,  tbo 
famfly  had  originally  fixed  their  residence  at  tbo  foot  of  the  hill, 
on  tfaie  banks  of  the  Darwen ;  but  in  process  of  time,  swayed  by 

Oider  notions,  they  mounted  the  craggy  beights  above,  wd 
t  a  tower  npon  their  crest. 
It  is  melancholy  to  think  that  so  glorious  a  pile,  teeming  with 
■o  many  historical  recollections,  and  so  magnificenüy  situated, 
ähonld  be  abandoned,  and  suffered  to  go  to  decay ; — the  family 
having,  many  years  ago,  quitted  it  for  Walton  Hall,  near  Walton- 
le-Dale,  and  consigned  it  to  the  occupation  of  a  f ew  gamekeepers. 
Bereft  of  its  venerable  timber,  its  courts  grass-grown,  its  fine 
oak  staircase  rotting  and  dilapidated,  its  domestic  chapel  neg- 
lected,  its  marble  Chamber  broken  and  ruinous,  its  wainscotings 
and  ceilings  cracked  and  mouldering,  its  paintings  mildewed  and 
half  efEaced,  Hogbton  Tower  presents  only  the  wreck  of  its 
former  grandeur.  Desolate  indeed  are  its  halls,  and  their  glory 
for  eyer  departed  1 
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However,  this  hktory  has  to  do  with  it  in  the  «eaioii  of  its 
greatest  gplendour;  when  it  glistened  with  silks  and  velvets, 
toid  resounded  with  loud  laughter  and  blithe  music;  when 
stately  nobles  and  loTelj  dames  were  seen  in  the  gallery,  and 
^  rojal  banquet  was  served  in  the  great  hall ;  when  its  cotmtless 
Chambers  were  filled  to  overflowing,  and  its  patsages  echoed 
with  haftj  feet;  when  the  base  court  was  füll  of  hiintsmen  and 
&lcon0r8,  and  enlivened  hj  tha  neig^ing  of  steeds  and  the  baj- 
ing  of  hounds ;  when  there  was  dailj  hunting  in  the  park,  and 
nightlj  dancing  and  diTersions  in  the  hall, — ^it  is  with  Hoghton 
Tower  at  this  season  that  the  present  tale  has  to  do,  and.  not 
with  it  as  it  is  now — silent,  solitarj,  squalid,  saddening,  but  still 
whispering  of  the  glories  of  the  past,  still  telling  of  the  kingly 
pageant  that  once  graced  it. 

The  base  court  was  divided  from  the  court  of  lodging  bj  the 
great  hall  and  domestic  chapel.  A  narrow  vaulfced  passage  on 
•ither  side  led  to  the  upper  quadrangle,  the  fa^ade  of  which  was 
magnificent,  and  &t  superior  in  unif ormit j  of  design  and  style 
to  tiie  rest  of  the  structure,  the  irregularity  of  which,  however, 
was  not  tmpleasing.  The  whole  frontage  of  the  upper  court 
was  richly  moulded  and  fiUeted,  with  ranges  of  muUion  and 
transom  Windows,  capitals,  and  carved  parapets  crowned  with 
stone  balls.  Marble  pillars,  in  the  Italian  stjle,  had  been 
recentlj  placed  near  the  porch,  with  two  rows  of  pilasters  above 
ihem,  supporting  a  heavy  marble  comice,  on  wmch  rested  the 
earved  escutcheon  of  the  familj.  A  flight  of  stone  steps  led  up 
to  the  porch,  and  within  was  a  wide  oak  staircase,  so  gentle 
of  ascent  that  a  man  on  horseback  could  easily  mount  it— a  feat 
of ten  practised  in  later  dajs  hj  one  of  the  descendants  of  the 
house. 

In  this  part  of  the  mansion  all  the  principal  apartments  were 
situated,  and  here  James  was  lodged.  Here  also  was  the  Green 
£oom,  so  called  from  its  hangings,  which  he  used  f er  private 
<sonferences,  and  which  was  hung  round  with  portraits  of  bis 
nnf ortunate  mother,  Mary,  Queen  of  ßcots ;  of  her  implacable 
enemy,  Queen  Elizabeth;  of  his  consoit,  Anne  of  Bohemia; 
and  of  Sir  Thomas  Hoghton,  the  founder  of  the  tower.  Adjoin- 
ing  it  was  the  Star-Chamber,  occupied  by  the  Duke  of  Buckmg- 
harn,  with  its  napkin  panelling,  and  ceiling  **  fretted  with  golden 
fires ;"  and  in  the  same  angle  were  rooms  occupied  by  the  Duke 
of  Bichmond,  the  Earls  of  Pembroke  and  {Nottingham,  and 
Jtord  Howard  of  Effingham.  Below  was  the  library,  whither 
Doctor  Thomas  Moreton,  Bishop  of  Chester,  and  his  Majesty's 
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dMiplam,  with  ih«  three  paima  jiidgies  of  Um  Kmg*«  BmuSk^  flb 
John  Doddridg«,  Sir  Jolm  Crooke,  and  Sir  Bobert  Hioghton,  all 
öl  whofBa.  wera  gn^tita  of  Sir  Biehard,  veforted^  vnA  in  tibe 
adjdaüag  wiog  waa  the  great  gillerj,  wliere  tjüe  whola  of  the 
nobles  and  courtiers  pasMd  such  of  tiiiair  timie-*««aiil  that  was 
fiot  mwdi-«-««  was  not  ooeupied  in  feaating  or  oot^^doors 
amttfMiients. 

]j<nig  eorridora  «an  roimd  the  m>p«r  «torias  in  this  pari  of  the 
namkm,  and  commmieated  with  an  eadless  seriea  of  room«, 
whioh,  nmneroua  as  thej  wäre,  were  all  occopied  $  and,  aoeom- 
«odaitton  being  fonnd  impossible  for  the  whole  of  the  guests, 
many  were  sent  to  the  new  erections  in  the  baae  court,  whidli 
had  been  plaoned  to  meet  the  emergano j  hj  the  magnificent  and 
profideiit  hoat.  The  nobles  and  gentlemen  were,  howerer,  far 
ontnumbered  hy  their  serrants,  and  the  oonf nsion  occasioned  by 
the  running  to  and  fro  of  the  various  grooms  of  the  ohambers 
waa  indsacribable.  I>oublet8  had  to  be  brnahed,  rdfs  plaited, 
hair  cnrled,  bearda  tfinuned,  and  all  with  the  greateat  posaible 
ezpedition$  ao  that,  as  aoon  aa  day  dawned  upon  Horton 
Tower,  there  was  a  prodigious  racket  f rom  one  end  of  it  to  the 
other.  Meny  fayoured  aerranta  slept  in  tmckle-beds  in  their 
mastera'  rooma  ;  but  othera,  not  ao  f ortunate,  and  unable  to  flnd 
acoomxnoda^ion  even  in  the  garrets-^f  or  the  amallest  rooma,  and 
thoae  neareat  the  roof ,  were  put  in  requiaition-^alept  upon  the 
bendiea  in  the  hall,  while  aeveral  aat  up  all  night  caronaing  in 
the  greai  kitchen,  keepmg  componj  with  the  oooka  and  their 
aaaiatanta,  who  wäre  bnaied  all  the  time  in  preparationa  for  the 
faaating  of  the  morrow. 

Snoh  waa  the  ttate  of  thinga  inaide  Hoghton  Tower  early  on 
the  errentfnl  moming  in  ^ueation ;  and  out  of  doora,  eapeciaUy 
in  the  baae  court  whioh  Nicholaa  waa  traversing,  the  nohie, 
bustle,  and  confusion  were  equally^  great.  Wide  as  waa  the 
area,  it  waa  iilled  with  Taarioua  peraonagea,  aome  newlj  arrired, 
and  seeking  infovmation  aa  to  their  quarters*— not  rerj  easily 
obtained,  for  it  aeemed  everybody'a  buaineas  to  aak  queationa, 
and  no  one'a  to  anawer  theni^^some  gathered  in  groupa  round 
the  faloonera  and  huntamen,  who  had  auddenly  risen  into  great 
importanoe^  othera,  and  theae  were  for  the  most  part  amart 
young  pagea,  in  brilliant  liveries,  chattering,  and  making  love  to 
every  pretty  damsel  they  encountered,  putting  them  out  of 
eountenanoe  by  their  license  and  stränge  oatbs,  and  rouaing  the 
anger  of  their  parents,  and  the  jealousy  of  their  ruatio  ad- 
mirera  |  othera,  of  a  graver  sort,  with  dress  of  formal  cut,  and 
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Puritanical  ezpression  of  countenance,  slirugging  tlieir  sHonlders, 
and  looking  soiirly  on  the  whole  proceedmgs — lucküj  they  were 
in  thQ  minoritjy  f or  the  generalitj  of  the  groups  were  composed 
of  livelj  and  Hght-hearted  people,  bent  apparently  upon  amuse- 
ment,  and  tolerably  certain  of  finding  it. 

Throogh  these  yarions  groups  numerons  lackeys  were  passing 
Bwiftly  and  continuouslj  to  and  fro,  bearing  a  cap,  a  mantle,  or 
a  sword,  and  pushing  aside  all  who  interfered  with  their  pro- 
gress,  with  a  "by  your  leave,  my  masters — ^yonr  pardon,  fidr 
mistress" — or,  "out  of  my  way,  knave!"  and,  as.the  stables 
occupied  one  entire  angle  of  the  court,  there  were  grooms  with- 
oüt  end  dressing  the  horses  at  the  doors,  watering  them  at  the 
troughs,  or  leading  them  about  amid  the  admiring  or  criticising 
bystanders.  The  ging^s  horses  were,  of  course,  objects  of 
special  attraetion,  and  such  as  could  obtain  a  glimpse  of  them 
and  of  the  royal  coach  thought  themselves  especially  &.youred. 
Besides  what  was  going  forward  below,  the  Windows  looking 
into  the  court  were  all  f  uQ  of  curious  observers,  and  müch  loud 
conversation  took  place  between  those  placed  at  them  and  their 
friends  imdemeath. 

From  all  this  some  idea  will  be  formed  of  the  tremendous 
din  that  prevailed ;  but  though  with  much  confusion,  there  was 
no  positive  disorder,  still  less  brawling,  f  or  yeomen  of  the  guard 
being  stationed  at  yarious  points,  peif  ect  order  was  maintained. 
Several  minstrels,  mummers,  and  merry-makers,  in  yarious  fan- 
tastic  habits,  sweUed  the  throng,  enlivening  it  with  their  strains 
or  feats ;  and  amongst  other  privileged  characters  admitted  was 
a  Tom  o'  Bedlam,  a  haK-crazed  licensed  beggar,  in  a  singular 
and  picturesque  garb,  with  a  plate  of  tin  engrayed  with  his 
name  attached  to  his  left  arm,  and  a  great  bx*s  hom,  which  he 
was  continually  blowing,  suspended  by  a  leathem  baldric  from 
his  neck. 

Scarcely  had  Nicholas  joined  his  companions,  than  word  was 

fiyen  that  the  Eong  was  about  to  attend  morning  prayers  in  the 
omestio  chapel.  Upon  this,  an  immediate  rush  was  made  in 
that  direction  by  the  crowd;  but  the  greater  part  were  kept 
back  by  the  guard,  who  crossed  their  halberds  to  preyent  their 
ingress,  and  a  few  only  were  allowed  to  enter  the  ante-chamber 
leading  to  the  chapel,  amongst  whom  were  the  squire  and  his 
companions. 

Here  they  were  detained  within  it  tili  service  was  oyer,  and, 
as  prayers  were  read  by  the  Bishop  of  ehester,  and  the  whole 
Coiwt  was  present,  this  was  a  great  disappointment  to  them. 
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At  tlie  end  of  half  an  hour  two  very  courtly  pergonages  came 
forth,  eacli  bearing  a  white  wand,  and,  announcing  that  the 
King  was  coming  forth,  the  assemblage  immediatelj  divided 
into  two  lines  to  allow  a  passage  for  the  monarch. 

Nicholas  Assheton  informed  Eichard  in  a  whisper  that  the 
f  oremost  and  stateliest  of  the  two  gentlemen  was  Lord  Stanhope 
of  Harrington,  the  vice-chamberlain ;  and  the  other,  a  handsome 
young  man  of  slight  figure  and  somewhat  libertine  expression  of 
countenance,  was  the  renowned  Sir  John  Finett,  master  of  the 
ceremonies.  Notwithstanding  his  licentionsness,  however,  which 
was  the  vice  of  the  age  and  the  stain  of  the  court,  Sir  John  was 
a  man  of  wit  and  address,  and  perfectly  conyersant  with  the 
duties  of  his  ofice,  of  which  he  has  left  satis&ctory  evidence  in 
an  amusing  tractate,  ''Finetti  Philoxenis." 

Some  little  time  elapsed  hefore  the  King  made  his  appear- 
ance,  during  which  the  curiosity  of  such  as  had  not  seen  him,  as 
was  the  case  with  Bichard,  was  greatly  excited.  The  yoimg 
man  wondered  whether  the  pedantic  monarch,  whose  chiuracter 
perplexed  the  shrewdest,  womd  answer  his  preconceived  notions, 
and  whether  it  would  tum  out  that  his  portraits  were  like  him. 
While  these  thoughts  were  passing  through  his  mind,  a  shuffling 
noise  was  heard  without,  and  King  James  appeared  at  the  door- 
way.  He  paused  there  for  a  moment  to  place  his  plumed  and 
jewelled  cap  upon  his  head,  and  to  speak  a  word  with  Sir  John 
Finett,  and  during  this  Richard  had  an  opportunity  of  observing 
him.  The  portraits  were  like,  but  the  artists  had  flattered  him, 
though  not  much.  There  was  great  shrewdness  of  look,  but 
there  was  also  a  vacant  expression,  which  seemed  to  contradict 
the  idea  of  profound  wisdom  generally  ascribed  to  him.  When 
in  perfect  repose,  which  they  were  not  for  more  than  a  minute, 
the  features  were  thoughtful,  benevolent,  and  pleasing,  and 
Bichard  began  to  think  him  quite  handsome,  when  another 
change  was  wrought  by  some  remark  of  Sir  John  Finett. 

As  the  master  of  the  ceremonies  told  his  tale,  the  king's  fine 
dark  eyes  blazed  with  an  unpleasant  light,  and  he  laughed  so 
loudly  and  indecorously  at  the  close  of  the  narrative,  with  his 
great  tongue  hanging  out  of  his  mouth,  and  tears  running  down 
his  cheeks,  that  the  young  man  was  quite  sickened.  The  King's 
face  was  thin  and  long,  the  cheeks  shaven,  but  the  lips  clothed 
with  moustaches,  and  a  scanty  beard  covered  his  chin.  The  hair 
was  brushed  away  from  the  face,  and  the  cap  placed  at  the  back 
of  ,the  head,  so  as  to  exhibit  a  high  bald  f  orenead,  of  which  he 
was  prodigiously  vain.    James  was  fully  equipped  for  the  chasOi 
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and  wore  a  green  silk  doublet,  qmlted,  as  all  bi«  gartnmaim  irete^ 
so  as  to  be  dagger^proof ;  enormous  trtiiik<-hoiei  hkeinae  tkioUy 
stufEed,  aüd  lm&  boots  fitting  closely  to  the  leg^  and  tamed 
slightlj  over  at  the  knee^  with  tbe  edge»  frixiged  irith  gold. 
This  was  almost  tbe  onlj  appeanaaee  o£  finerj  about  the  di!ess, 
•xeept  a  row  of  gold  buitoi&»  doim  the  jerkm«  Attacii^  to  lui 
glrdle  be  wore  a  mrge  poucb,  with  tbe  mouih  dittwn  togetber  hy 
Silken  cords^  and  a  sinall  silrer  bügle  was  Siurpended  from  bis 
steek  bj  a  baldric  of  green  silk.  Stiffly^stoarcbed  bands^  edged 
with  lace,  and  slighüj  tumed  down  on  eiiher  side  of  ihe  £aoe^ 
completed  bis  attire.  Tbere  was  nol^iing  xnajefftie,  bat  tbe  yerj 
xererse^  in  tbe  king's  deportmenty  and  be  seemed  Oalj  kept 
vprigbt  bj  Ha»  eieeeding  stiffness  of  bis  Gmaberscaae  ekytites« 
Witb  tbe  appearance  ol  being  oorpiilent,  be  was  ndi  so  in 
reaütj,  and  bis  weak  legs  and  beut  kneetf  were  scateeij  abl#  to 
0app6ift  bis  frattye^  !ELd  always  nsed  a  srtiidc^  and  getnenülj 
soogbt  tbe  addiüonal  aid  of  a  ^vourite's  arm. 

Hl  um  instaace  tbe  person  seleeted  was  Sir  Gilbert  Hegbian^ 
tbe  eldest  son  of  löir  Bicbard^  and  sobseqnent  ownet  of  Hogbton 
^Tower«  Indebted  f or  tbe  faigb  cotirt  &T0ur  be  enjoyed  partlj 
to  bis  gracefiü  p^so!n  and  aecomplislanentSy  and  pnily  to  bis 
inarriage,  baying  espoused  a  dangbter  of  Sir  Jokn  A^ton,  of 
Cranfordy  wbo^  as  sister  of  tbe  Ducbess  of  Buckingbam,  and  a 
descendant  of  tbe  blood  rojai  of  tbe  Stu£urt8,  was  a  great  belp 
to  bis  rapid  rise,  tbe  bandsome  joveag  knigbt  was  skified  in  au 
manlj  exereises^  and  cited  as  a  model  of  giaee  in  tbe  dance. 
Oonstant  in  attendance  upon  tbe  court,  be  freqnentlr  took  part 
in  tbe  masques  performed  before  it.  Like  tbe  Kmg^  be  wma 
follj  equipped  f or  bnnting  ^  but  greater  contouit  conld  not  bare 
been  fonnd  tban  between  bis  taU  fine  form  and  tbe  King's  m^ 
gainlj  figure.  Sir  Gilbert  bad  remained  bebind  witb  tbe  rest 
of  tbe  conrtiers  in  tbe  cbapel ;  but,  calling  bim,  James  seized  bis 
arm,  and  set  f orward  at  las  nsnal  sbambling  paee^  As  be  went 
on,  nodding  bis  bead  in  retum  to  tbe  prof  ound  MhitatioBS  of 
tbe  assemblage,  bis  eje  roUed  round  tbem  xmtil  it  aligbted  oa 
Bicbard  Ascdieton,  and,  nudging  Sir  Gilbert,  be  asked  $ 

^^  Wba's  tbat  ?-^^  bonnie  lad,  but  waesome  pale/' 

Sir  Gilbert,  bowerer,  was  imable  to  answer  tbe  mqvirj ;  baß 
Nicbolas,  wbo  stood  beeide  tbe  joung  man,  was  dekemined  not 
to  lose  tbe  opportunitj  of  introducing  bim,  and  aeeovdii^j 
moTed  a  Step  forward,  and  made  a  profound  obeisance. 

''Tbis  youib,  may  it  please  your  majestj,"  be  said,  ^'is  jof 
eoB«n,  Bicbard  Assbetos^  son  and  beir  of  Sir  Biebard  Assbetoo^ 


THE  LANCA8HIBB  WITCHES.  495 

of  Middleton,  one  of  your  majesty's  most  loyal  and  devcfted  ser- 
Tants,  and  wbo,  I  trust,  will  have  the  honour  of  being  presented 
to  you  in  Übe  course  of  the  day." 

''  We  trust  BO9  too,  Maiater  Nicholag  Assheton — f or  tbat,  i£ 
we  dinna  forgeti  is  your  ain  name,"  replied  JameB  *,  "  and  if  tbe 
sire  resembles  tbe  son,  wbilk  is  not  always  tbe  eaae,  as  aar  gude 
freend,  Sir  Gilbert,  is  erideuce,  being  as  unlike  bis  wortby  f atber 
as  a  man  weel  can  be ;  if ,  as  we  say,  Sir  Bicbard  resembles  tbis 
callanty  be  must  be  a  weel-faur*d  gentleman.  But,  God's  santie, 
lad !  bow  cam  you  in  sie  sad  and  sombre  abulyiements  ?  Hae 
ye  nae  braw  claes  to  put  on  to  grace  our  coming  ?  Black  isna 
tbe  f asbion  at  our  court,  as  Bir  Gilbert  will  teil  je,  and,  tbougb 
a  suit  o'  sables  may  beeome  you,  it's  no  pleasing  in  our  sigbt. 
Let  US  See  you  in  gayer  apparel  at  dinner/' 

Bicbard,  wbo  was  considerably  embanrassed  by  tbe  royal 
address,  merely  bowed,  and  Niebolas  again  took  upon  bimiall 
to  answer  for  bim. 

''  Tour  Majesty  will  be  pleased  to  pardon  bim/*  be  said ;  **  but 
be  is  unaccustomed  to  court  fasbions,  baving  passed  all  bis  tima 
in  a  wild  and  uncivilized  district,  wbere,  except  on  rare  and 
bappy  occasions  like  tbe  present,  tbe  lefined  graces  of  lif e  seUoni 
reaeb  us." 

"  Weel,  we  wouldna  be  bard  upon  bim^^'  said  tbe  King,  good« 
naturedly ;  "  and  maybap  tbe  family  bas  sustaiiied  scme  rfcent 
loss,  and  be  is  in  monming." 

*'  I  cannot  ofEer  tbat  excuse  for  bim,  sire,"  replied  Nlcbolas^ 
wbo  begon  to  flatier  bimself  be  was  nttking  oonsidersiUa  pro- 
gress  in  tbe  moEoarcb's  good  gipaces.  **  It  is  simply  an  amr  of 
tbe  beart.*' 

''  Puir  cbiel !  we  pity  bim,"  med  tbe  Ein^,  <<  And  sa»  H  is  « 
bopeless  suit,  young  sir  ?"  be  added  to  Bicbard«  '^Caiuüb  we 
tbrow  in  a  good  word  for  ye  ?  Do  we  ken  tbe  lAssie^  and  is  sb» 
to  be  bere  to-day  ?" 

''  I  am  quite  at  a  loss  bow  to  answer  youjp  MajestVs  qUMk 
tions,"  replied  Eicbard,  ^'and  my  cousin  lüicbolas  bas  yerf 
unfairly  betrayed  my  secret." 

^^  Hoot,  toot !  na^  lad,"  exdaimed  James ;  *^  it  wasna  be  wbft 
betrayed  your  secret,  but  our  own  discemment  tbat  re^ealed  ii 
to  US.  We  kenned  your  ailment  at  a  glance.  Pew  tbings  ace 
bidden  from  tbe  King's  eye,  and  we  could  teil  ye  ma'r  aboot 
yoursel',  and  tbe  lassie  you're  deeing  for,  if  we  cared  to  speab 
it ;  but  just  now  we  bare  otber  fisb  to  £ry,  and  must  awa'  and 
break  our  fast,  of  tbe  wbicb^  if  trutb  maun  be  spokeB^  wo  stand 
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greatlj  in  need ;  f or  creature  comf orts  mann  be  aje  looked  to  bb 
weel  as  spiritoal  wants,  though  the  latter  should  be  ever  cared 
f or  first,  as  in  our  ain  rule  ;  and  in  so  doing  we  offer  an  ezample 
to  our  subjects,  which  they  will  do  weel  to  follow.  Later  in  the 
day,  we  will  talk  further  to  you  on  the  subject ;  but,  meanwhiley 
gie  US  the  name  of  your  lassie  loo." 

"  Oh !  spare  me,  your  majesty,"  cried  Bichard. 

"  Her  name  is  AHzon  Nutter,"  interposed  Nicholas. 

"What!  a  daughter  of  Alice  Nutter,  of  Eough  Lee?"  ex- 
daimed  James. 

''The  same,  sire,"  replied  Nicholas,  much  surprised  at  the 
extent  of  information  manifested  by  the  king. 

"  Why,  saul  o*  my  body  !  man,  she's  a  witch — ^a  witch  !  d'ye 
ken  that  ?"  cried  the  Eang,  with  a  look  of  abhorrence ;  "  a  mis- 
chievous  and  malignant  vermin,  with  which  this  pairt  of  our 
realm  is  sair  plagued,  but  which,  with  God's  help,  we  will 
thoroughly  extirpate.  Sae  the  lass  is  a  daughter  of  Alice 
Nutter,  ha !  That  accounts  f or  your  grewsome  looks,  lad.  Odd's 
life !  I  see  it  all  now.  I  understand  what  is  the  matter  with 
you.  Look  at  him,  Sir  Gilbert — ^look  at  him,  I  say!  Does 
naething  strike  you  as  stränge  about  him  ?" 

"  NolSdng  more  than  that  he  is  naturally  embarrassed  by  your 
Majesty's  mode  of  speech,"  replied  the  knight. 

"  You  lack  the  penetration  of  the  King,  Sir  Gilbert,"  cried 
James.  "  I  will  teil  you  what  ails  him.  He  is  bewitchit — ^fore- 
epoken." 

Exclamations  were  uttered  by  all  the  bystanders,  and  every 
eye  was  fixed  on  Eichard,  who  feit  ready  to  sink  to  the  ground. 

"  I  afiGirm  he  is  bewitchit,"  continued  the  King ;  ^*  and  wha  sae 
likely  to  do  it  as  the  glamouring  hizzie  that  has  ensnared  him  ? 
She  has  ill  bluid  in  her  veins,  and  can  chant  deeyil's  cantrips  as 
weel  as  the  mither,  or  ony  gyre-carline  o*  them  a*." 

"  You  are  mistaken,  sire,"  cried  Eichard,  eamestly.  "  Alizon 
will  be  here  to-day  with  my  father  and  sister,  and,  if  you  deign 
to  receive  her,  I  am  sure  you  will  judge  her  differently." 

"  We  shall  perpend  the  point  of  receiving  her,"  replied  the 
King,  gravely.  "  But  we  are  rarely  mista'en,  young  man,  and 
seldom  change  our  opinion  except  upon  gude  grounds,  and  those 
you  arena  like  to  offer  us.     Belike  ye  hae  been  lang  ill  ?" 

"  Oh !  no,  your  Majesty,  I  was  suddenly  seized,  about  a  month 
ago,  replied  Eichard." 

"  Suddenly  seized — eh !"  exclaimed  James,  winking  cunninglj 
at  those  near  him;  "and  ye  swarfit  awa'  wi'  the  pain?  1 
guessed  it.    And  whaur  was  Alizon  the  while  ?" 
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"  At  that  time  slie  was  a  guest  at  Middleton,"  replied  Eicliard ; 
"  but  it  is  impossible  my  iUness  can  in  any  way  be  attributed  to 
her.     I  will  answer  with  my  life  for  her  perfect  innocence." 

"  You  may  have  to  answer  wi'  your  life  for  your  misplaced 
faith  in  her,"  said  the  King ;  "  but  I  teil  you  naething — naathing 
wicked,  at  all  events — is  impossible  to  witches,  and  the  haill  case, 
even  by  your  own  showin',  is  very  suspicious.  I  have  heard 
ßomewhat  of  the  story  of  Alice  Nutter,  but  not  the  haill  truth 
— ^but  there  are  f olk  here  wha  can  enlighten  us  mair  fully.  Thus 
much  I  do  ken — ^that  she  is  a  notorious  witch,  and  a  f  ugitive 
from  iustice ;  thaugh  aiblins  you,  Maister  Nicholas  Assheton, 
could  giye  an  inklinl  of  her  hiinglpkce  if  jou  were  so  disposed! 
Nay,  never  look  doited,  man,"  he  added,  laughing.  "  I  bring 
nae  charges  against  you.  You  arena  on  your  tnal  noo.  But 
this  is  a  serious  matter,  and  maim  be  seriously  considered  before 
we  dismiss  it.  You  sayAlizon  will  be  here  to-day.  Sae  far 
weel.  Oanna  you  contrive  to  produce  the  mother,  too,  Maister 
Nicholas?" 

"  Sire !"  exclaimed  Nicholas. 

"  Nay,  then,  we  mann  gang  our  ain  way  to  wark,"  continued 
James.  "  "We  are  tauld  ye  hae  a  petition  to  offer  us,  and  our 
will  and  pleasure  is  that  you  present  it  afore  we  go  forth  to  the 
chase,  and  after  we  have  partaken  of  our  matutinal  refection, 
whilk  we  will  nae  longer  delay ;  for,  sooth  to  say,  we  are  weel 
nigh  famished.  Look  ye,  sirs.  Neither  of  you  is  to  quit 
Hoghton  Tower  without  our  permission  had  and  obtained.  We 
do  not  place  you  under  arrest,  neither  do  we  inhibit  you  from 
the  chase,  or  from  any  other  sports ;  but  you  are  to  remain  here 
at  our  sovereign  pleasure.  Have  we  your  word  that  you  will 
not  attempt  to  disobey  the  injunction  ?" 

"  You  have  mine,  undoubtedly,  sire,"  replied  Eichard. 

"And  mine,  too,"  added  Nicholas.  "And  I  hope  to  justify 
myself  before  your  Majesty." 

"  We  shall  be  weel  pleased  to  hear  ye  do  it,  man,"  rejoined 
the  King,  laughing,  and  shujBüng  on.  "  But  we  hae  our  doubts 
— ^we  hae  our  doubts !" 

"  His  Majesty  talks  of  going  to  breakfast,  and  says  he  is 
famished,"  observed  Nicholas  to  Sherborne,  as  the  King  de- 
parted ;  "  but  he  has  completely  taken  away  my  appetite." 

"  No  wonder,"  replied  the  other. 


2  E 


498  THE  LANCASHJBB  WJTOÄBS. 


^ 


THE   ROYAL   DECLABATION    CONCBRNIWö   LAWFTJL   SPOBTS 

ON   THB    SimDAY. 

Not  many  paces  after  the  King  m^<^^ed  the  Duke  of  B^okr 
ingham,  then  in  the  zenith  of  his  power,  and  in  the  füll  per? 
fection  of  his  unequalled  beauty,  eclipsing  all  the  resit  ^f  the 
nobles  in  splendour  of  apparel,  as  he  did  in  s^^telinesi^  of  der. 
portment.  Hanghtilj  returning  the  salutations  ms4e  him,  whicb 
were  scarcelj  less  reyerential  than  those  ^dres^d  to  the  nionß>rch 
himgelf,  the  prime  favourite  moved  on,  all  ey^s  foUowing  his 
majestic  figure  to  the  door.  Buckingham  walked  alone,  as  if 
he  had  been  a  prinee  of  the  blood ;  but  after  him  c^me  a  throng 
of  nobles,  consisting  of  the  Earl  of  Pembroke,  high  chamberlf^in  ; 
the  Duke  of  Eichmond,  master  of  the  household  j  tjie  Earl  oi 
Nottingham,  lord  high  admiral ;  Viscount  Brackley,  Lord  Howard 
of  EfSngham,  Lord  Zouche,  presideiit  of  Wales ;  with  the  Lorda 
Knollys,  Mordaunt,  Compton,  and  Grey  of  Groby.  One  or  two 
of  the  noblemen  seemed  inclined  to  question  Richard  as  to  what 
had  passed  between  him  and  the  King ;  but  the  young  man*s 
reserved  and  somewhat  stem  manner  deterred  them.  Next  camo 
the  three  judges,  Doddridge,  Orooke,  and  Hoghton,  whose  couijt 
tenances  wore  an  enforced  gravity;  for  if  any  faith  could  be 
placed  in  rubicund  cheeks  and  portly  persons,  they  were  not 
mdisposed  to  self-indulgence  and  conviviality.  After  the  judgep 
came  the  Bishop  of  Chester,  the  king's  chaplain,  who  had 
officiated  on  the  present  occasion,  and  who  was  in  his  füll  pon- 
tifical  robes.  He  was  accompanied  by  the  lord  of  the  m^Jision, 
Sir  Eichard  Hoghton,  a  hale  handsome  man  between  fifty  and 
gixty,  with  silvery  hair  and  beard,  a  robust  but  commanding 
person,  a  fresh  complexion,  and  features,  by  no  means  warrant- 
ing,  from  any  marked  dissimilarity  to  those  of  his  son,  the  King*s 
Bcandalous  jest. 

A  crowd  of  baronets  and  knights  succeeded,  including  Sir 
Arthur  Capel,  Sir  Thomas  Brudenell,  Sir  Edward  Montague, 
Sir  Edmund  Trafford,  sheriff  of  the  county,  Sir  Edward  Mos- 
ley,  and  Sir  Ealph  Assheton.  The  latter  looked  grave  and 
anxious,  and,  as  he  passed  his  relatives,  said  in  a  low  tone  to 
Richard : 

"  I  am  told  Alizon  is  to  be  here  to-day.     Is  it  so  P" 
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"  She  is,"  replied  the  young  man ;  "  but  whj  do  you  ask  ? 
'  Is  slie  in  danger  ?    If  so,  let  her  be  warned  against  Coming." 

"  On  no  account,"  replied  Sir  Ealph ;  "  that  would  qvHj 
increase  the  suspicion  alreadj  attaching  to  her.  No ;  she  must 
face  tbe  danger,  and  I  bope  will  be  able  to  avert  it." 

"  But  what  18  the  danger  ?"  asked  Eichard.  "  In  ^eaven's 
name,  speak  more  plainly." 

"I  cannot  do  so  now,"  replied  Sir  Ealph.  "We  will  talte 
counsel  together  anon.  Her  eneifties  are  at  work  j  ai^d,  if  you 
tarry  here  a  few  minutes  loÄgey,  you  will  ipiderstand  wl^om  J 
meai;." 

And  he  passed  oq. 

Ä  hwfge  crowd  now  poured  indiscriminately  out  of  the  chapeL 
and  amongst  it  Nicholas  perceived  many  of  his  friendß  mä 
neighbours,  Mr.  Townley  of  Townlev  Park,  Mr.  Parkey  pf  Brows- 
holme,  Mr.  Shuttleworth  of  Q^iirthorpe,  Sir  ^omas  Metcajfe. 
and  Boger  iCfowell.  Witt  the  latter  was  Master  Potts,  aiwl 
Eichard  was  then  at  no  Ipss  to  i^^derstand  against  whopi  ßir 
Ealph  had  wamad  him.  A  fierce  Ught  bla^d  in  Ep^r  ^owell's 
keen  eyes  as  he  first  remarked  the  two  4-sshetoQs,  ß^  a  SQiil^  of 
gratified  vengeance  played  about  his  lips ;  but  he  qij^lled  the  firi^ 
in  a  moment,  and,  compressipg  bis  hard  monib  wore  clojaely, 
bowed  coldly  and  ceremoniously  to  them.  JV^etoalfe  did  tj^ 
same.  iKTot  so  Master  Potts.  £|!alting  for  a  ^nopißnt,  h&  said, 
with  a  spiteful  look,  '^  Look  to  yourself,  Master  ^ioholas  ;  and 
you  too,  Master  Bichard.  A-  i»>j  of  reckonin^  is  comi^g  ^r 
both  of  yon." 

And  with  this  he  sprung  nimbly  after  his  dient. 

"What  means  the  fellov?"  cned  Nicholas.  "But  tbp»t  we 
are  here,  as  it  were,  in  the  precincts  of  a  palace,  I  woul4  after 
him  and  cudgel  him  soundly  for  his  insolei^ce." 

"  And  wh£?s  that  y e'd  be  after  4i4ging,  Daan  ?'*  cried  a  ßjiaa:p 
voice  behind  him.  "  No  that  puir  feckless  body  tfeat  has  jist 
skippit  äff.  If  sae,  ye'U  tak  the  wxmg  soo  \)f  the  lugg,  and  I 
counsel  you  to  let  bim  bide,  for  he'ß  l^h  i*  favour  wi'  the 
King." 

Tumingat  this  address,  Nicholas  recogniBed  t^eSüng^s  jiester, 
Archle  Armstrong,  a  jubitj  little  kna^e,  -with  ligbt  blue  ejeß, 
long  yellow  hair  hinging  about  hifi  ears,  a^  a  sandy  beard. 
There  was  a  great  deal  of  mother  wit  ^bout  Archie,  and  quite  as 
mucji  shrewdness  as  f oUy.  He  wore  no  distinctive  dress  as  jester 
— ^the  bauble  and  coxeomb  having  jong  beea  di^continued — bw.t 
was  simply  clad  in  the  royal  üvery. 
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*'And  so  Master  Potts  is  in  favour  witli  his  Majesty,  eh, 
Archie  ?"  asked  the  squire,  hoping  to  obtain  some  information 
from  ibim. 

"  And  sae  war  you  tlie  day  efore  yesterday,  wlien  you  hunted 
at  Myerscough,"  replied  the  jester. 

"  But  how  have  I  forfeited  the  King's  good  opinion  ?*'  asked 
Nicholas.    "  Come,  you  are  a  good  fellow,  Archie,  and  will  teil 


me. 


"Pinna  think  to  fleech  me,  man,"  replied  the  jester,  cun- 
ningly. — "  I  ken  what  I  ken,  and  that's  mair  than  you'll  get  frae 
me  wi*  a'  your  speering.  The  Eing^s  secrets  are  safe  wi*  Archie 
— ^and  for  a  good  reason,  that  he  is  never  tanld  them.  You*re  a 
gude  hnntsman,  and  sae  is  his  Majesty ;  but  there's  ae  kind  o' 
game  he  likes  better  than  anither,  and  that's  to  be  f ound  maistly 
'i  these  pairts — ^I  mean  witches,  and  sie  like  fearfu'  carlines. 
We  mann  hae  the  country  rid  o*  them,  and  that's  what  his 
Majesty  intends ;  and  if  you're  a  wise  man  you'll  lend  him  a 
helping  hand.    But  I  mann  in  to  disjune." 

And  with  this  the  jester  capered  oIe,  leaving  Nicholas  like  one 
stupefied.  He  was  roused,  howeyer,  by  a  smart  slap  on  the 
Shoulder  from  Sir  John  Finett. 

"What!  pondering  oyer  the  masque,  Master  Nicholas,  or 
thinking  of  the  petition  you  have  to  present  to  his  Majesty  ?" 
cried  the  master  of  the  ceremonies.  "  Let  neither  trouble  you. 
The  one  will  be  well  played,  I  doubt  not,  and  the  other  well 
received,  I  am  sure,  for  I  know  the  King's  sentiments  on  the 
Bubject.  But  touching  the  dame,  Master  Nicholas — ^have  you 
found  one  wiüing  and  able  to  take  part  in  the  masque  ?*' 

"  I  have  fouiid  several  wiUing,  Sir  John,"  replied  Nicholas ; 
"  but  as  to  their  abihty  that  is  another  question.  However,  one 
of  them  may  do  as  a  makeshift.  They  are  all  in  the  base  court, 
and  shall  wait  on  you  when  you  please,  and  then  you  can  make 
your  election." 

"  So  far  well,"  replied  Finett ;  "  it  may  be  that  we  shall  have 
Ben  Jonson  here  to-day — rare  Ben,  the  prince  of  poets  and 
masque- writers.  Sir  Eichard  Hoghton  expects  him.  Ben  is 
preparing  a  masque  for  Christmas,  to  be  called  *  The  Vision  of 
Dehght,'  in  which  his  Highness  the  Prince  is  to  be  a  principal 
actor,  and  some  verses  which  have  been  recited  to  me  are  amongst 
the  daintiest  ever  indited  by  the  bard." 

"It  will  be  a  singular  pleasure  to  me  to  see  him,"  said 
Nicholas ;  "  for  I  hold  Ben  Jonson  in  the  highest  esteem  as  a 
poet — ay,  above  them  all,  unless  it  be  Will  Shakspeare." 

"Ay,  youdo  well  to  except  Shakspeare,"  rejoined  Sir  John. 
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Finett.  **  Great  as  Ben  Jonson  is,  and  for  wit  and  learning  no 
man  surpasses  him,  he  is  not  to  be  compared  with  Shakspeare, 
wlio  for  profound  knowledge  o£  nature,  and  of  all  the  lüghest 
qualities  of  dramatic  art,  is  xinapproacliable.  But  ours  is  a 
leamed  conrt,  Master  Nicholas,  and  therefore  we  have  a  leamed 
poet ;  bnt  a  rigbt  good  fellow  is  Ben  Jonson,  and  a  boon  com- 
panion,  thongh  somewbat  prone  to  sarcasm,  as  you  will  find  i£ 
you  drink  witb  bim.  Over  bis  cups  be  will  rail  at  courts  and 
courtiers  in  good  set  terms,  I  promise  you,  and  I  myself  bave 
come  in  for  bis  gibes.  However,  I  love  bim  none  tbe  less  for  bis 
quips,  for  I  know  it  is  bis  bumour  to  utter  tbem,  and  so  overlook 
wbat  in  anotber  and  less  deserving  person  I  sbould  assuredly 
resent.  But  is  not  tbat  young  man,  wbo  is  now  going  fortb, 
your  Cousin,  Bicbard  Assbeton  ?  I  tbougbt  so.  Tbe  Eüng  bas 
bad  a  stränge  tale  wbispered  in  bis  ear,  tbat  tbe  youtb  bas  been 
bewitcbed  by  a  maiden — ^AHzon  Nutter,  I  tbink  sbe  is  named — 
of  wbom  be  is  enamoured.  I  know  not  wbat  trutb  may  be  in 
tbe  cbarge,  but  tbe  youtb  bimseK  seems  to  Warrant  it,  for  be 
looks  gbastly  ill.  A  letter  was  sent  to  bis  Majesty  at  Myers- 
cougb,  communicating  tbis  and  certain  otber  particulars  witb 
wbicb  I  am  not  acquainted;  but  I  know  tbey  relate  to  some  pro- 
fessors  of  tbe  black  art  in  your  conntry,  tbe  seil  of  wbicb  seems 
favourable  to  tbe  growtb  of  sucb  noxious  weeds,  and  at  first  be 
was  mucb  disturbed  by  it,  but  in  tbe  end  decided  tbat  botb  par- 
ties  sbould  be  brougbt  bitber  witbout  being  made  aware  of  bis 
design,  tbat  be  migbt  see  and  judge  for  bimself  in  tbe  matter. 
Accordingly  a  messenger  was  sent  over  to  Middleton  Hall  as 
from  Sir  Bicbard  Hogbton,  inviting  tbe  wbole  family  to  tbe 
tower,  and  giving  Sir  Bicbard  Assbeton  to  understand  it  was 
tbe  Bjng's  pleasure  be  sbould  bring  witb  bim  a  certain  yoimg 
damsel,  named  Aiizon  ITutter,  of  wbom  mention  bad  been  made 
to  bim.  Sir  Bicbard  bad  no  cboice  but  to  obey,  and  promised 
compliance  witb  bis  Majesty's  injunctions.  An  officer,  boweyer, 
was  left  on  tbe  watcb,  and  tbis  very  moming  reported  to  bis 
Majesty  tbat  yoimg  Bicbard  Assbeton  bad  already  set  out  witb 
tbe  intention  of  going  to  Freston,  but  bad  passed  tbe  nigbt  at 
Walton-le-Dale ;  and  tbat  Sir  Bicbard,  bis  daugbter  Dorotby, 
and  Aiizon  Nutter  would  be  bere  before  noon.'* 

"  His  Majesty  bas  laid  bis  plans  carefuUy,"  replied  Nicbolas, 
"  and  I  can  easüy  conjecture  from  wbom  be  received  tbe  Infor- 
mation, wbicb  is  as  false  as  it  is  malicious.  But  are  you  aware, 
Sir  Jobn,  upon  wbat  evidence  tbe  cbarge  is  supported — ^f or  mere 
suspicion  is  not  enougb.** 

"In  cases  of  witcbcraft  suspicion  is  enougb,"  replied  tbe 
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knight,  grarely.  "Slender  proofs  äre  required.  The  girl  is 
the  dau^ter  of  a  notorious  Tritch — that  ia  a^lnst  het.  The 
toting  man  is  ailing — ^that  is  against  her,  too.  But  a  witnesä,  I 
beUere,  irill  beproduced,  though  -^ho  I  eaimot  say.'* 

"Gtaciouft  Hearen!  what  wickedness  there  must  be  iü  the 
World  When  such  a  Charge  can  be  brought  ägaiüst  one  so  goöd 
and  so  tinoffending/*  cried  Nicholasl.  "  A  tiiaiden  niote  de¥otit 
than  Alizon  never  existed,  nor  one  holding  the  crilne  she  is 
charged  with  in  greater  abhorrence.  She  injilre  Bichard!  öhe 
irould  lajr  dowü  her  lif e  for  him — atid  would  hare  been  his  trife 
but  for  sclniples  the  most  delicate  and  disinterested  on  her  part. 
But  we  will  establish  her  innocence  before  his  Majesty,  and  con- 
fonnd  hei^  enemies." 

"  It  is  "writh  that  hope  that  I  have  giten  you  this  infortüatidn, 
teir,  of  which  I  am  sure  you  will  make  no  improper  üse/'  replied 
Sil*  John.  "  I  hare  heard  a  similar  character  to  that  yoti  häte 
given  of  Alizon,  and  am  unwilllng  she  shoüld  f all  a  Yictillito  ärt 
or  malice.  Be  npon  your  guard,  too,  Maöter  Nicholas }  for  other 
inrestigations  will  take  place  at  the  same  time,  and  some  inattfers 
may  come  forth  in  which  you  are  concemed.  The  King's  ärms 
are  long,  and  reach  and  strike  f ar — and  his  eyes  see  clearly  Wheh 
not  hoodwinked — or  when  other  people  see  f  ol:  him.  And  now, 
good  sir,  you  must  want  breakfast.  Here  Faryngton,"  he  added 
to  an  altendant,  "  show  Master  Nicholas  Assheton  to  his  lodging 
in  the  base  court,  and  attend  upon  him  as  if  he  were  your  master. 
I  will  come  for  you,  sir,  when  it  is  time  to  present  the  petition  to 
the  King." 

So  saying,  he  bowed  and  walked  forth,  turning  into  the  Upper 
quadrangle,  while  IfTichölais  foUowed  Färyngton  iüto  the  lower 
toutt,  Where  he  f ötind  his  friönds  wäiting  for  hiin. 

Speedily  ascertäining  where  theit  lodgings  welre  situated, 
Fätyngtoü  led  them  to  a  building  on  the  left,  älmost  opposite  to 
the  greät  bönfite,  änd,  ascending  ä  flight  of  steps,  usheted  them 
into  a  cöiülnodiöttö  aüd  weU-fumished  room,  lookltig  into  the 
(Jötirt.  This  done,  he  disäjpeared,  but  soon  aftetwards  retttmed 
with  tWo  yeometi  of  the  kitchen,  one  carrying  a  ti-äy  of  Jjrotisions 
üpon  his  head,  atid  the  other  sustalnlüg  a  basket  pf  wiHe  under 
his  arm,  and  a  snowy  napkiti  belüg  laid  üpon  the  table,  trenchers, 
tlands,  and  flasks  were  soon  artanged  ih  irety  tetnpting  order — 
öo  tempting,  indeed,  that  the  squlre,  tiotwithstanding  his  asser- 
tiöh,  that  his  äppötite  had  been  täken  awäy,  feil  to  Work  With  his 
feustoliiaiy  tigoitr,  änd  flied  ä  flask  of  excellent  Bordeaux  so 
incessantly,  that  another  had  to  be  placed  befote  him.    flher- 
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botne  did  equal  justice  to  the  good  clieer,  and  Eicliard  not  only 
f  orced  himself  to  eat,  btit  to  the  squire's  great  surprise  swallowed 
more  than  one  deep  draught  of  wine.  Having  thus  administered 
to  the  wants  of  the  guests,  and  seeing  his  presence  was  nö  longer 
either  necessary  or  desired,  Faryngton  vanished,  first  pl*omising 
to  go  and  see  that  all  was  got  ready  f  or  them  in  the  sleeping 
apartments.  Notwithstanding  the  man's  civility,  there  was  an 
over-ofBciousness  about  him  that  made  Nicholas  suspect  he  was 
placed  over  them  by  Sir  John  Finett  to  watch  their  movements, 
and  he  resolred  to  be  upon  his  guard. 

"  I  am  glad  to  see  you  drink,  lad,"  he  observed  to  Eichard,  as 
öoon  as  they  were  alone ;  "  a  cup  of  wine  will  do  you  good." 

"  Do  you  think  so  P"  replied  Bichard,  filling  his  goblet  anew. 
"  I  want  to  get  back  my  spirits  and  strength — ^to  sustain  myself, 
no  matter  how — to  look  weU — ha !  ha !  If  I  can  only  make  this 
frail  machine  carry  me  stoutly  through  the  King's  visit,  I  care 
Hot  hbW  soon  it  falls  to  pieces  afterwards.'* 

"  I  see  your  tiiotive,  Dick,"  replied  Nicholas.  "  You  hope  to 
tum  äway  suspicion  from  Alizon  by  this  device ;  but  you  must 
not  go  to  eicess,  or  you  will  defeat  your  scheme." 

"  I  will  do  something  to  convince  the  King  he  is  mistaken  in 
me — that  I  am  ntrfc  bewitched,"  cried  Richard,  rising  and  striding 
across  the  room.  "  Bewitched !  and  by  Alizon,  too !  1  could 
laugh  at  the  charge,  but  that  jt  is  too  horrible.  Häd  atiy  othör 
than  the  King  brfeathed  it,  I  would  have  slain  him." 

"  His  Majesty  has  been  abused  by  the  malice  of  that  knatish 
attomey,  Potts,  who  has  always  manifested  the  gröatest  hostility 
towards  Alizon,*'  said  Nicholas ;  "  but  he  Will  not  ptevail,  for 
she  has  only  to  show  herseif  to  dispel  all  prejudice." 

"  Tou  are  right,  Mcholas,"  cried  Eichard  ;  "  and  yöt  the  King 
seeins  already  to  have  prejudged  her,  and  his  obstinacy  may  lead 
to  her  destruction." 

"Speäk  not  so  loudly.  Dick,  iil  Heaveil*s  name,"  säid  the 
bquire,  in  alarm ;  "  these  walls  may  have  ears,  and  echoes  may 
repeat  every  word  you  utter." 

"  Then  let  theln  teil  the  Kitig  that  Alizon  is  innocöüt,"  cried 
Eichard,  stopping,  and  replenishing  his  goblet.  "  Het'ö's  to  hisr 
health,  atid  Cöüfusion  tö  her  eüemies  !'* 

"  I'U  drink  that  toast  with  pleäsure.  Dick,'*  replied  the  sqUire ; 
"  but  I  must  forbid  you  more  wine.  You  are  not  used  to  it,  and 
the  fumes  will  mount  to  your  brain." 

"Come  and  sit  down  beside  us,  that  we  may  talk,*'  said 
Öherbome. 


604  THE  LANCASHIRE  WITCHES. 

IMcliard  obeyed,  and,  leaning  over  the  table,  asked  in  a  low 
deep  tone,  "  Where  is  Mistress  Nutter,  Nicholas?" 

The  squire  looked  towards  the  door  bef ore  he  answered,  and 
then  Said : 

"  I  will  teil  you.  After  the  destruction  of  Malkin  Tower  and 
the  band  of  robbers,  she  was  taken  to  a  solitary  hirfc  near  Barley 
Booth,  at  the  f  oot  of  Pendle  Hill,  and  the  next  day  was  conveyea 
across  Bowland  Forest  to  Poulton  in  the  Fyld,  on  the  borders  of 
Morecambe  Bay,  with  the  intention  of  getting  her  on  board  some 
vessel  bound  f or  the  Isle  of  Man.  Arrangements  were  made  f or 
this  pnrpose,  but  when  the  time  came,  she  refused  to  go,  and 
was  brought  secretly  back  to  the  hut  near  Barley,  where  she  has 
been  ever  since,  though  her  place  of  concealment  was  hidden  even 
from  you  and  her  daughter." 

"  The  captain  of  the  robbers,  Fogg  or  Demdike,  escaped-— did 
he  not  ?"   Said  Richard. 

"  Ay,  in  the  confusion  occasioned  by  the  blowing  up  of  the 
tower  he  managed  to  get  away,"  replied  Nicholas,  **  and  we  were 
unable  to  f ollow  him,  as  our  attentions  had  to  be  bestowed  upon 
Mistress  Nutter.  This  was  the  more  unlucky,  as  through  his 
instrumentality  Jem  and  his  mother  Elizabeth  were  liberated 
from  the  dungeon  in  which  they  were  placed  in  Whalley  Abbey, 
prior  to  their  removal  to  Lancaster  Castle,  and  none  of  them 
have  been  heard  of  since." 

"  And  I  hope  will  never  be  heard  of  again,"  cried  Richard. 
"  But  is  Mistress  Nutter's  retreat  secure,  think  you  P — ^may  it 
not  be  discovered  by  some  of  Nowell*s  emissaries  ?'* 

"  I  trust  not,"  replied  Nicholas ;  "  but  her  voluntary  surrender 
is  more  to  be  apprehended,  f  or  when  I  last  saw  her,  on  the  night 
bef  ore  starting  f or  Myerscough,  she  told  me  she  was  determined 
to  give  hersefi  up  f or  trial ;  and  her  motives  could  scarce  be 
combated,  for  she  declares  that,  unless  she  submits  herseif  to 
the  justice  of  man,  and  expiates  her  offence,  she  cannot  be 
saved.  She  now  seems  as  resolute  in  good  as  she  was  heretof  ore 
resolute  in  evil." 

"  If  she  perishes  thus,  her  self-sacrifice,  for  thus  it  becomes, 
wiU  be  Alizon's  death-blow,"  cried  Richard. 

"  So  I  told  her,"  replied  Nicholas,  "  but  she  continued  inflex- 
ible. *  I  am  born  to  be  the  cause  of  misery  to  others,  and  most 
to  those  I  love  most,'  she  said;  *but  I  cannot  fly  from  justice. 
There  is  no  escape  for  me.'  " 

"  She  is  right,"  cried  Richard ;  "  there  is  no  escape  but  the 
grave,  whither  we  are  all  three  htirrying.  A  terrible  fatality 
attaches  to  us." 
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"  Nay,  say  not  so,  Dick,"  rejoined  Nicholas ;  "  you  are  young, 
and,  though  this  shock  may  be  severe,  yet  when  it  is  passed  you 
will  be  recompensed,  I  hope,  by  many  years  of  bappiness." 

"I  am  not  to  be  deceived,"  said  Eicbard.  "Look  me  in  tbe 
face,  and  say  bonestly  if  you  tbink  me  long-lived.  You  cannot 
do  it.  I  bave  been  smitten  by  a  mortal  illness,  and  am  wasting 
graduaUy  away.  I  am  dying — I  feel  it — ^know  it ;  but  thougb 
it  may  abridge  my  brief  term  of  life,  I  wiU  purchase  present 
bealth  and  spirits  at  any  cost,  and  save  Alizon.  Ab  !"  be  ex- 
claimed,  putting  bis  band  to  bis  beart,  witb  a  f earful  expression 
of  anguisn. 

"Wbat  is  tbe  matter?"  cried  tbe  two  gentlemen,  greatly 
alarmed,  and  springing  towards  bim. 

But  tbe  young  man  could  not  reply.  Anotber  and  anotber 
agonising  spasm  sbook  bis  frame,  and  cold  damps  broke  out 
upon  bis  pallid  brow,  sbowing  tbe  intensity  of  bis  suffering. 
Nicbolas  and  Sberbome  regarded  eacb  otber  anxiously,  as  if 
doubtful  bow  to  act. 

"  Sball  I  summon  assistance  P"  said  tbe  latter,  in  a  low  tone. 

But,  softly  as  tbe  words  were  uttered,  tbey  reacbed  tbe  ears 
of  Eicbard.    Eousing  bimself  by  a  great  effort  be  said : 

"  On  no  account — tbe  fit  is  over.  I  am  glad  it  bas  seized  me 
now,  for  I  sball  not  be  liable  to  a  recurrence  of  it  tbrougbout 
tbe  day.    Lead  me  to  tbe  window.    Tbe  air  will  presently 


revive  me." 


His  &iends  complied  witb  tbe  request,  and  placed  bim  at  tbe 
open  casement. 

Great  bustle  was  obserrable  below,  and  tbe  cause  was  soon 
manifest,  as  tbe  cbief  buntsman,  clad  in  green,  witb  bu£E  boots 
drawnbigb  up  on  tbe  tbigb,  a  bom  about  bis  neck,  and  mounted 
on  a  strong  black  curtal,  rode  fortb  from  tbe  stables.  He  was 
attended  by  a  noble  bloodbound,  and  on  gaining  tbe  middle  of 
tbe  court,  put  bis  bügle  to  bis  lips,  and  blew  a  loud  blitbe  call 
tbat  made  tbe  walls  ring  again.  Tbe  summons  was  immediately 
answered  by  a  number  of  grooms  and  pages,  leading  a  multitude 
of  richly-caparisoned  borses  towards  tbe  upper  end  of  tbe  court, 
wbere  a  gallant  troop  of  dames,  nobles,  and  gentlemen,  all 
attired  for  tbe  cbase,  awaited  tbem ;  and  wbere,  amidst  mucb 
mirtb,  and  bandying  of  lively  jest  and  compliment,  a  general 
moimting  took  place,  tbe  ladies,  of  course,  being  placed  first  on 
tbeir  steeds.  Wbile  tbis  was  going  forward,  tbe  bounds  were 
brougbt  from  tbe  kennel  in  couples — relays  baving  been  sent 
down  into  tbe  park  more  tban  an  bour  before — and  tbe  yard 
resounded  witb  tbeir  joyous  baying,  and  tbe  neigbing  of  tbe 
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impatient  steeds.  Bj  tbis  time,  also,  the  cliief  tnUtsinaii  liad 
coUected  bis  forces,  consisting  öf  a  dozen  prickers,  six  liö<bit6d 
like  biitiself  in  green,  and  six  in  irusset,  aüd  aU  monnted  dh 
Btout  curtals.  Tflioae  in  green  trere  inteiided  td  ntint  the  bart, 
and  tboße  in  nisset  tbe  wild-boar,  tbe  f onner  beihg  ptovidi^  wiwi 
buntingipolea,  and  tbe  lattfei'  t^itb  speiEtrö.  Tbeib  girdles  w&te 
■well  lined  witb  beef  and  pUdding,  and  eabh  oi  tbem,  äctihg  up(?li 
tbe  adviee  of  irortby  Mastei*  Q^örge  Tntbötville.  bad  ä  öxoto 
bettle  of  good  i/rine  at  tbe  puininel  oi  bis  säddle.  ^sides  tbese, 
tbete  were  a  irbole  tost  of  räJi^ets  of  tbe  cbase  oti  foot.  Tne 
cbief  falconer,  witb  a  long-winged  bawk  in  ber  bood  änd  jesseis 
upon  bis  Wrist,  iras  lätätioned  soixiewbät  near  tbe  gat6way,  and 
dose  to  bim  were  bis  attendähts,  eacb  barin?  oti  bis  fist  a  falcoii 
gentle,  a  Barbarj  f alcon,  a  merliti,  a  gosbawk,  or  a  8pafit>wbawk. 
Tbus  all  was  in  readiness,  and  bonnd;  bawk,  äüd  üiaiL  seemed 
eqüally  impatient  for  tbe  sport. 

At  tbis  juncture,  tbe  doof  IVtus  tbitown  öpen  hy  Fä^yngtoii, 
wbo  announced  Sir  Jobn  Finett. 

"  It  iö  time,  Mastef  Nicbolas  Assketon,'*  said  tbe  niäster  of 
tbe  öeteitioiliesi 

"  I  am  teäfdy  to  iättend  yöu,  Sit  Jobü,**  röplied  Wicboläs^  täkilig 
a  pä^bment  froln  bis  doublet,  and  unf olding  it, "  tbe  Petition  is 
well  signed." 

"  So  I  see,  sir,"  replied  tbe  kliigbt,  glaticing  at  it.  "  Will  not 
your  friends  come  witb  you  ?" 

"Most  assnredly,"  replied  Rlchätd,  wbo  bäd  riöeh  oü  tbe 
knigbt's  appearance.  And  be  followed  tbe  otbefö  down  the 
Btaircase. 

By  diteetion  of  tbe  mästet  of  tbe  cörfemonieö,  bearty  fthnndred 
of  tbe  more  iliipottant  gentleinen  of  tbö  coütity  baä  beeh  got 
togetker,  aüd  tbis  ttain  i^us  subseqtiently  öii^reÜed  to  tttfiiee  tbe 
amototi  Örwn  tbe  äöcessiobs  it  tedeived  ttom  betsons  of  irietiör 
tank  wbön  itd  öbjeöt  becäme  kbowb.  At  tbe  n6ad  öf  tbiö  large 
assemblftge  Fieboläs  Was  lioW  pläced,  AhA  äcöötnpäjoied  by  Sir 
Jobn  Finett,  Wbo  gaire  tbe  word  tö  the  proöeeöiöü  to  f  ollöW  thein, 
be  Inoted  slowly  ilp  the  court.  Päösili&  tbtoügb  tbe  brilliant 
erowd  of  equfestrians,  tbe  procession  balted  at  a  sbort  distänce 
ftom  tbe  döorway  of  tbe  gteat  hall,  äüd  Jätiies,  Wbo  tad  been 
Wiadtibg  for  its  Vippfo&ch  WitbÜinöW  cäme  fortb,  öiüid  tbe  öbeeirs 
änd  piaüditfl  of  tbe  speötatorö. 

Sir  Jobü  PiHett  then  led  Mcbölks  f  örW^d,  and  tke  lättfer, 
dtoppittg  0h  öüe  knee,  said : 

»  Mäy  it  j|>lea8e  jrout  Majesty,  t  hold  in  mf  bäüd  a  petition^ 
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signed  as  (if  you  will  deign  to  cast  Toiir  eyes  over  it)  yoü  will 
perceive,  by  many  htmdreds  of  tlie  Iower  ordefs  ot  your  loviüg 
subjects  in  tliis  your  coimty  of  Lancaster,  representilig  that  they 
are  debarred  from  lawful  röcreations  upon  Sunday  after  after- 
noon  sel^vice,  and  upon  holidays,  and  praying  that  tbe  irestriö- 
tions  ünposed  in  1579,  by  tbe  Earls  of  Derby  and  Hüntingdon, 
and  by  William,  Bisbop  of  Cbester,  commissioners  to  bet  late 
Higbness,  Elizabeth,  oi  gloiious  memory,  your  Majesty's  prede- 
cessor,  may  be  withdrawn. 

And  with  tbis  be  placed  in  tbe  king's  bands  tbe  petition, 
wbicb  was  very  graciously  received. 

"  Tbe  compfitint  of  our  loving  subjects  iü  Lancäshire  shall  not 
pass  unnoticed,  sir,"  said  James.  "  Sorry  are  we  to  say  it,  but 
tbis  coimtry  of  ours  is  sair  inf ested  "V^'  f olk  inclining  to  Pilri- 
tanism  and  Papiötry,  baitb  of  wbicb  sects  are  adverse  to  tbe 
cause  of  true  religion.  Honest  mirth  is  not  only  tolerable  but 
praisewortby,  and  tbe  probibitioil  of  it  is  likely  to  bl'eed 
discontent,  and  this  our  enelnies  ken  fu*  weel ;  for  -^hen,'*  be 
continued,  loudly  and  empbatically,  "  wben  sball  thö  com- 
mon people  have  leave  to  exörcise  if  not  upon  Sundays  and 
hoHdiays,  seeing  they  inust  labour  and  win  tbeir  litlng  on  all 
otber  days  ?** 

"  iToür  Majesty  speäks  like  King  Solomon  bimself ,**  observed 
Nicbolas,  amid  tbe  loud  cbeering. 

"  Our  will  and  pleasute  tben  is,**  fuifsued  Jatnes,  "  that  our 
good  people  be  not  deprived  of  aiiy  mwful  reciteatiön  thät  stall 
not  tend  to  a  bteäch  öf  the  laws,  or  a  violation  of  tbe  Kirk; 
but  that.  after  tbe  end  of  divine  Service,  they  sball  not  be  dis- 
tuirbed,  fetted,  Or  disöouraged  from  any  lawrul  recreätion-r-as 
dancing  aüd  sld  like,  eitber  of  men  or  women,  arcbery,  leaping, 
raiilting,  or  oüy  itber  harmless  recreation ;  nor  fi'a  thö  havihg 
of  Mäy-gaines,  Wbitsun  ales,  or  mörris  dancing ;  npr  ffft  öötting 
up  of  May-poles,  änd  itber  sports,  thetewith  tiöed,  ptövided  the 
same  be  bad  in  due  and  conVehieüt  titiie,  Withoüt  impedimeüt 
ör  neglect  of  diviiie  Service.  And  our  Mll  fürthfei*  is,  that 
womeü  sbail  have  leave  to  cärtv  rusbes  to  the  chttf öh,  fpr  the 
decorilig  öf  it,  acdörding  to  auld  custom.  Büt  we  pröhibit  all 
unlawful  games  on  Sundays,  as  beaar-baiting  and  bull-bftiting, 
interludes,  and,  by  the  common  f  olk — mark  y©  that,  sir^— playi^ 
at  bowls."* 

The  royal  declaration  was  received  with  lotid  ähd  f elteräted 

*  This  Speech  is  in  substanoe  the  Monarch*s  actual  Declaratloii  66hb4hii&g 
LawM  Sports,  promulgated  in  1618,  in  a  little  Tractate,  gSnorally  knöWh  äs 


508  THE  iiANCASHIBE  WITCHES. 

cheers,  amidst  wbich  James  mounted  liis  steed,  a  large  black 
docile-looking  charger,  and  rode  out  of  the  coiirt,  foUowed  by 
tlie  whole  cavalcade. 

Trumpets  were  sounded  from  tlie  battlements  as  be  passed 
tbrough  the  gateway,  and  sbouting  crowds  attended  lum  all 
tbe  way  down  the  hill,  nntil  he  entered  the  avenue  leading  to 
the  park. 

At  the  conclusion  of  the  royal  address,  the  procession  heacLed 
by  Nicholas  immediately  dispersed,  and  such  as  meant  to  join 
the  chase  set  off  in  quest  of  steeds.  Foremost  amongst  these 
was  the  squire  himself ,  and  on  approaching  the  stables,  he  was 
glad  to  find  Eichard  and  Sherborne  abready  mounted,  the  former 
iolding  his  horse  by  the  bridle,  so  that  he  had  nothing  to  do 
but  vault  upon  his  back.  There  was  an  impatience  about 
Bichard,  very  different  from  his  ordinary  manner,  that  sur- 
prised  and  startled  bim,  and  the  expression  of'the  young 
man' 8  coimtenance  long  afterwards  baimted  bim.  The  face 
was  deathly  pale,  except  that  on  either  cheek  burned  a  red 
feverish  spot,  and  the  eyes  blazed  with  unnatural  ligbt.  So 
much  was  the  squire  Struck  by  his  cousin's  looks,  that  he 
would  have  dissuaded  bim  from  going  forth ;  but  he  saw 
from  his  manner  that  the  attempt  would  fail,  wbile  a  signi- 
ficant  gesture  from  his  brother-in-law  told  bim  he  was  equally 
uneasy. 

Scarcely  had  the  principal  nobles  passed  through  the  gateway, 
than,  in  spite  of  all  efforts  to  detain  bim,  Eichard  Struck  spurs 
into  his  horse,  and  dashed  amidst  the  cavalcade,  creating  great 
disorder,  and  rousing  the  ire  of  the  Earl  of  Pembroke,  to  whom 
the  marshaUing  of  the  train  was  entrusted.  But  Bichard  paid 
little  heed  to  his  wrath,  and  perhaps  did  not  hear  the  angry  ex- 
pressions  addressed  to  bim ;  for  no  sooner  was  he  outside  the 
gate,  than,  instead  of  pursuing  the  road  down  wbich  the  King 
was  proceeding,  and  wbich  has  been  described  as  bewn  out  of 
the  rock,  he  Struck  into  a  thicket  on  the  right,  and,  in  defiance 
of  all  attempts  to  stop  bim,  and  at  the  imminent  risk  of  break- 
ing  hiß  neck,  rode  down  the  precipitous  sides  of  the  hill,  and 
reaching  the  bottom    in  safety,  long  before  the  royal  caval- 

tbe  <*  Book  of  Sports  ;**  by  -whioh  he  would  have  conferred  a  great  boon  on  the 
lower  Orders,  if  his  kindly  purpose  had  not  been  misapprehended  by  some,  and 
nltimately  defeated  by  bigots  and  f anatics.  King  James  deserves  to  be  remem- 
bered  with  gratitude,  if  only  for  this  manif estation  of  sympathy  with  the  enjoy- 
xnents  of  the  people.  He  had  himself  discovered  that  the  restriotions  imposed 
npon  them  had  **  set  up  filthy  tipplings  and  dninkenness,  and  bred  a  nomber 
of  idle  and  discontented  speeches  in  the  alehonses." 
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cade  had  attained  the  same  point,  took  tlie  direction  of  the 
park. 

His  friends  watched  him  commence  this  perilous  descent  in 
dismaj ;  but,  though  much  alarmed,  thej  were  unable  to  f oUow 
him. 

"  Poor  lad !  I  am  fearful  he  has  lost  his  senses/'  said  Sher- 
bome. 

"  He  is  what  the  King  wonld  call '  fej/  and  not  long  f or  this 
World/'  repHed  Nicholas,  shaking  his  head. 


vm. 

HOW    KINO  JAICSS  HTTNTED   THB    HABT  AND  THB  WILD  BOAB  IN 

HOOHTON  PABK. 

Gallopikg  on  fast  and  furionslj,  Eichard  tracked  a  narrow 
patii  of  greensward  Ijing  between  the  tall  trees  composing  the 
right  line  of  the  avenue  and  the  adjoining  wood.  Within  it  grew 
manj  fine  old  thoms,  diverting  him  now  and  then  from  his 
course,  but  he  still  held  on  nntil  he  came  within  a  short  distance 
of  the  chase,  when  his  attention  was  caught  bj  a  very  singolar 
fi^ure.  It  was  an  old  man,  clad  in  a  robe  of  coarse  brown  serge, 
with  a  cowl  drawn  partly  over  his  head,  a  rope  girdle  like  thEit 
used  by  a  cordelier,  sandal  shoon,  and  a  venerable  white  beard 
descending  to  his  waist.  The  features  of  the  hermit,  for  such 
he  seemed,  were  majestic  and  benevolent.  Seated  on  a  bank 
overgrown  with  wild  thyme,  beneath  the  shade  of  a  broad- 
armed  elm,  he  appeared  so  intently  engaged  in  the  perusal  of 
a  large  open  yolume  laid  on  his  knee,  that  he  did  not  notice 
Bichard's  approach.  Deeply  interested,  however,  by  his  ap- 
pearance,  the  young  man  determined  to  address  him,  and.  rein- 
mg  in  his  horse,  said  respectfully,  "  Save  you,  father !" 

"  Pass  on,  my  son,"  replied  the  old  man,  without  raising  his 
eyes,  "  and  hinder  not  my  studies." 

But  Eichard  would  not  be  thus  dismissed. 

"  Perchance  you  are  not  aware,  father,"  he  said,  "  that  the 
"King  is  about  to  hunt  within  the  park  this  morning.    The  loyal 
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oavalcade  haa  already  left  Hogliton  Tower,  and  will  be  here  ere 
manyiniiiutes." 

''  The  King  and  his  retinue  will  pass  along  tlie  broad  avenue, 
afl  you  should  haye  done,  a^d  not  through  this  ^etired  road," 
replied  tlie  hermit.     "  They  will  not  disturb  me." 

"I  would  fain  know  the  ßubject  of  your  studies,  fatherP" 
inquired  Bicbard. 

*  •  Tou  are  inquißitive,  yonng  man,"  retumed  tbe  hermit,  look- 
ing  up,  and  fixmg  a  pair  of  keen  grey  eyes  upon  binj,  "  Bnt  I 
will  satisfy  your  curiosity,  if  by  so  doing  I  shall  rid  me  of  your 
presence.    I  am  reading  the  Book  of  Fate." 

Bichard  uttered  an  exclamation  of  astonishment. 

"  And  in  it  your  destiny  is  written,"  pursued  the  old  man ; 
**  and  a  sad  one  it  is.  Consumed  by  a  stränge  and  incurable 
disease,  which  may  at  any  moment  prove  fatal,  you  are  scarcely 
likely  to  surrive  the  next  three  days ;  in  which  case,  she  you 
love  better  than  existence  will  perjsh  miserably,  being  adjudged 
to  have  destroyed  you  by  witchcraft." 

"  Jt  must  indeed  be  the  Book  of  Fate  that  teils  yqu  this/' 
cried  Richard,  springing  frolji  his  horpe,  and  approacning  close 
to  the  old  man.     "  May  I  cast  eyes  upon  it  ?" 

*^Wo,  my  Bon,"  replied  the  old  man,  closing  the  volume. 
w  You  would  not  comprehend  the  piystic  char^ters- — but  nq 
^e,  except  my  own,  must  look  upon  them.  WbM  ifif  written 
will  be  fulfilled.  Again,  I  bid  you  pass  on»  I  i?iust  jsipeedily 
fetum  to  my  hermit  cell  in  the  forest." 

'^  May  I  attend  you  thither,  fftliher  ?"  asked  Eichard» 

^^  To  what  purpose  ?"  rejoined  t)ie  old  man.  "  You  haye  not 
many  hours  of  lifo.  Q-o,  then,  and  pa^s  them  in  the  fierce 
excitement  of  the  chase.  Pull  down  the  lordly  stag — slaughter 
the  savage  boar ;  and,  as  you  see  the  poqr  denizen^  of  the  forest 
perish,  IJbink  that  your  owft  mi  is  not  far  off.  Hark !  Do  you 
near  that  boding  cry  ?" 

**  It  is  the  croak  of  a  raven  aewly  alighted  in  the  tree  above 
US,"  replied  Eichard.  "  The  sagacious  bird  will  ever  attend  the 
huntsma^  in  the  chase,  in  the  hope  of  pbtaini^g  a  morsel  when 
tiiey  break  up  deer." 

"  Such  is  the  custom  of  the  bird  I  wot  weU,"  said  the  old 
man ;  '*  but  it  is  not  in  joyoui  expectation  qf  the  raven'Sfbone 
that  he  croaks  now,  but  becau^e  bift  feil  instinct  informs  biiji 
that  the  living-dead  is  beneath  hivß^" 

And,  as  if  in  answer  to  the  rema^ic,  the  rav^ii  Qroakcd  exult- 

ingly;  and,  risiog  fxQm  the  tjrte,  w^i^W  i^  ^  circle  Oibore 
them. 
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"  Is  there  no  way  of  aveiting  my  terrible  destiny,  fatlier  ?" 
cried  Eichard,  despairingly. 

"  Ay,  if  you  choose  to  adopt  it,"  replied  tlie  old  man.  "  When 
I  Said  yoTir  ailment  was  incurable,  I  meant  ty  ordinary  reme- 
dies,  but  it  will  yield  to  such  as  I  alone  can  employ.  The 
malignaiit  and  fatal  influence  under  which  you  labour  may  bo 
removed,  and  then  your  instant  restoration  to  health  and  Tigour 
wiU  follow." 

*'  But  hqw,  father — ^bow  ?"  cried  Richard,  eagerly. 

"  You  have  simply  to  sign  your  name  in  this  book,"  rejoined 
the  hermit,  "a^d  what  you  desire  shall  be  done.  Here  is  9k 
pen,"  be  added,  taking  one  from  bis  girdle. 

"  But  the  ink  ?"  cried  Eichard. 

"  Prick  your  arn^  witb  your  dagge^:,  and  dip  the  pen  in  tbe 
blood,"  replied  the  old  ma».    "  That  will  suffice." 

"Aiidwhat  folJQws  if  I  sign?"  deman(Jed  Eichardj  ptaring 
at  bim. 

"  Your  instant  eyye,  J  wUl  give  you  to  dri^ik  of  a  wqndrouft 
elipT." 

"  But  tp  vbat  dö  I  td^d  mysßlf  ?"  aßked  Bicbard.     .  ^ 

'*  Tq  serye  me,"  yepjißd  the  herwit,  smili^g  j  <*  but  it  is  9t  Ugbt 
Service,  and  only  involves  your  appearance  in  this  woq4  once 
a  year.    Are  you  ^(greed  ?" 

"  I  know  not,"  r^pßed  tjie  young  mai^,  distractedlyt 

"  Yoii  must  n^^kß  up  youi?  rnind  speedHy,"  said  the  hejrmit; 
"  for  I  hear  tbe  appro^ch  qf  the  roypi  cavajca^." 

And  aß  be  ppoto  tbe  weUow  uotep  of  a  bügle,  f oUowed  by  the 
baji^g  pf  bpunds,  tbe  jingling  of  bridjes,  ^d  the  tyampling  of 
a  targe  troop  of  borse,  werß  beard  at  a  short  dista;ice  down  the 
ayenue. 

"  Teil  me  who  you  are  ?"  cried  Bicbard.  ' 

"  I  am  the  hermit  of  tbe  wood,"  replied  tb^  old  man.  "  Some 
people  call  me  JEobthuTst,  ^d  sonie  by  otber  napies,  but  yoii 
will  have  no  difficulty  in  fiftdiftg  m.e  out.  Look  ypnder  1"  bö 
added,  poiuting  tbrougb  the  trees. 

And  glancing  i^  tbe  direption  indicated,  Ei^hard  beheld  4 
small  party  on  börselm.ek,  ^4Tanping  ftcroas  the  pl^,  coBsißtiiig 
of  bis  father,  bis  sipter,  apd  ÄliüöJRa  ^i0^  tbeir  ftttendant», 

"  'Tis  she !— 'tiß  she !"  be  cried, 

"  Cän  you  hesitate,  when  it  is  to  save  her  ?"  desi^^ed  th^  q]4 
man. 

'^  ^eaven  belp  pa^,  or  X  am  lost  p'  f en^tlj  eji(Q|i]ftted  EiQ|[|u4i 
&kmg  on  bigh  wbile  «^»g  tbe  M>peal, 
'  When  he  looked  down  again  t£e  o}^  xsam  ITW  gODf^  ap4  hii 
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eaw  onlj  a  large  black  snake  gliding  aif  among  the  buslies. 
Mutt^ring  a  few  words  of  tliankCulaess  for  his  deliverance,  he 
sprang  upon  bis  horse. 

"  It  may  be  tbe  arcb-tempter  is  rigbt,"  be  cried,  "  and  tbat 
but  few  bours  of  life  remain  to  me ;  but  if  so,  tbey  sball  be 
employed  in  endeavours  to  vindicate  Alizon,  and  defeat  the 
gnares  by  whicb  sbe  is  beset." 

Witb  tbis  resolve,  be  Struck  spurs  into  bis  borse,  and  set  oft 
in  tbe  direction  of  tbe  little  troop.  Before,  bowever,  be  coiild 
come  np  to  tbem,  tbeir  progress  was  arrested  by  a  pursuivant, 
wbo,  riding  in  advance  of  tbe  royal  cavalcade,  motioned  tbem  to 
stay  tili  it  bad  passed,  and  tbe  same  person  also  perceiving 
ßicbard's  purpose,  called  to  bim,  autboritatively,  to  keep 
back.  Tbe  young  man  migbt  bave  disregarded  tbe  injunction, 
but  at  tbe  same  moment  tbe  King  bimseK  appeared  at  tbe  bead 
of  tbe  avenue,  and  remarking  Eicbard,  wbo  was  not  more  tbon 
fifty  yards  off  on  tbe  rigbt,  instantly  recognised  bim,  and  sbouted 
out,  "  Come  bitber,  young  man — come  bitber !" 

Tbus  baffled  in  bis  design,  Eicbard  was  f  orced  to  comply ;  and, 
uncovering  bis  bead,  rode  slowly  towards  tbe  monarcb.  As 
be  approacbed,  James  fixed  on  bim  a  glanoe  of  tbe  sbarpest 
ßcrutiny. 

"  Odds  life !  ye  bae  been  ganging  a  fine  gait,  young  sir,"  he 
cried.  "Te  maun  be  demented  to  ride  down  a  bill  i'  tbat 
fasbion,  and  as  if  your  craig  war  of  nae  account.  It's  weel  ye 
bae  come  afE  scaitbless.  Are  ye  tired  of  life — or  was  it  the 
muckle  deil  bimsel'  tbat  drove  ye  on  ?  Canna  ye  find  an  excuse, 
man  ?  Kay,  tben,  TU  gi'e  ye  ane.  Tbe  loadstane  will  draw 
nails  out  of  a  door,  and  there  be  lassies  wi'  een  sträng  as  load- 
ßtanes,  tbat  drag  men  to  tbeir  perdition.  Stands  tbe  magnet 
yonder,  eb  ?"  be  added,  glancing  towards  tbe  little  group  before 
tbem.  "  Öude  faitb !  tbe  lass  maun  be  a  potent  witcb  to 
exercise  sie  influence  and  we  wad  f ain  see  tbe  efEect  sbe  bas  on 
you  wben  near.  Sir  Eicbard  Hogbton,"  be  called  out  to  the 
knigbt,  wbo  rode  a  few  paces  bebind  bim,  "  we  pray  you  pre- 
sent  Sir  Eicbard  Assbeton  and  bis  daugbter  to  us." 

Had  he  dared  so  to  do,  Eicbard  would  bave  tbrown  himself  at 
tbe  King's  feet,  but  all  be  could  venture  upon  was  to  say,  in  a 
low  earnest  tone,  "  Do  not  prejudge  Alizon,  sire.  On  my  soul 
ehe  is  innocent !" 

"  Tbe  King  prejudges  nae  man,"  replied  James,  in  a  tone  of 
rebuke ;  "  and  like  the  wise  prince  of  Israel,  whom  it  is  bis  wish 
to  resemble,  he  sees  witb  bis  ain  een,  and  hears  with  bis  ain  ears, 
afore  he  forms  conclusions.'* 
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"  That  is  all  I  can  desire,  sire,"  replied  Eichard.  "  Far  be 
it  from  me  to  doubt  your  Majesty's  discriminatioii  or  love  of 
justice." 

"  Ye  shall  hae  proofs  of  baith  man,  afore  we  bae  done,"  said 
James.  "  Ab !  bere  comes  our  bost,  and  tbe  twa  lassies  wi*  bim. 
Sbe  wi'  tbe  lintwbite  locks  is  your  sister,  we  guess,  and  tbe  itber 
is  Alizon — and,  by  our  trotb,  a  weel-faur'd  lass.  But  Satan  is 
aye  delusive.    We  mann  resist  bis  snares." 

Tbe  party  now  came  on,  and  were  formally  presented  to  tbe 
monarcb  by  Sir  Eicbard  Hogbton.  Sir  ßicbard  Assbeton,  a 
middle-aged  gentleman,  witb  bandsome  featnres,  tbougb  some- 
wbat  baugbty  in  expression,  and  stately  deportment,  was  veiy 
graciously  received,  and  James  tbougbt  fit  to  pay  a  few  compb- 
ments  to  Dorotby,  covertly  regarding  Alizon  tbe  wbile,  yet  not 
neglecting  Eicbard,  being  ready  to  intercept  any  signal  tbat 
sbould  pass  between  tbem.  None,  bowever,  was  attempted,  for 
tbe  young  man  feit  be  sbould  only  alarm  and  embarrass  Alizon 
by  any  attempt  to  caution  ber,  and  be  tberef ore  endeavoured  to 
assume  an  unconcerned  aspect  and  demeanour. 

"  We  bae  beard  tbe  beauty  of  tbe  Lancasbire  lasses  bigbly 
commended,"  said  tbe  King;  "but,  faitb!  it  passes  expectation. 
Twa  lovelier  damsels  tban  tbese  we  never  bebeld.  Baitb  are  rare 
specimens  o'  Nature's  bandiwark." 

"  Your  Majesty  is  pleased  to  be  complimentary,"  rejoined  Sir 
Eicbard  Assbeton. 

"  Na,  Sir  Eicbard,"  retumed  James.  "  We  ama  gien  to  flicb- 
tering,  tbougb  aften  beflummed  oursel'.  Baitb  are  bonnie  lassies, 
we  repeat.  An  sae  tbis  is  Alizon  Nutter — ^it  wad  be  Ailsie  in 
our  ain  Scottisb  tongue,  to  wbicb  your  Lancasbire  vemacular 
closely  approximates,  Sir  Eicbard.  Aweel,  fair  Alizon,"  be 
added,  eyeing  ber  narrowly,  "  ye  bae  lost  your  mitber,  we  under- 
stand?" 

Tbe  young  girl  was  not  discomposed  by  tbis  question,  but 
answered  in  a  firm,  melancboly  tone — "  Your  Majesty,  I  fear,  is 
too  well  acquainted  witb  my  imfortunate  motber's  bistory." 

"  Aweel,  we  winna  deny  baving  beard  somewbat  to  ber  disad- 
vantage,"  replied  tbe  King — ^''but  your  ain  looks  gang  far  to 
contradict  tbe  reports,  fair  maid." 

"  Place  no  faitb  in  tbem,  tben,  sire,"  replied  Alizon,  sadly. 

"  Eb !  wbat ! — tben  you  admit  your  motber's  guilt  ?"  eried  tbe 
King,  sbarply. 

" I  neitber  admit  it  nor  deny  it,  sire,"  sbe  replied.  "It  must 
be  for  your  lif ajesty  to  judge  ber." 
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**  Weel  answered,"  muttered  James -^"  but  I  mustna  forget, 
that  the  deil  himser  can  quote  Scripture  to  serve  bis  purpose. 
But  you  hold  in  abborrence  tbe  crime  laid  to  your  mx)tber'9 
Charge — eh  ?"  he  added  aloud. 

"  In  utter  abborrence,"  replied  Alizon. 

"  Gude — ^vera  gude,"  rejoined  tbe  King.  "  But,  entertaining 
this  feeling,  how  comes  it  you  screen  bo  heinous  an  offender  frae 
justice  ?  Nae  natural  feeling  sbould  be  aUowed  to  weigh  in  sie 
a  case." 

"  Nor  sbould  it,  aire,  witb  me,"  replied  Alizon — **  becauge  I 
believe  my  poor  motber's  eternal  welfare  would  be  best  consulted 
if  ehe  underwent  temporal  punishment.  Neither  is  she  herseif 
anxious  to  avoid  it." 

"  Then  why  does  she  keep  out  of  the  way-.-why  does  she  not 
surrender  herseK?"  cried  the  King. 

"  Because^ "  and  Alizon  stopped. 

^'  Because  what  P"  demanded  James. 

"  Pardon  me,  sire,  I  must  decline  answering  further  questions 
on  the  subject,"  replied  Alizon.  "  Whatever  concerns  myself  or 
my  motber  alone,  I  will  State  freely,  but  I  cannot  compromise 
others." 

"  Aha !  then  there  are  others  concemed  in  it  ?"  cried  James. 
"  We  thougbt  as  mueb.  We  will  interrogate  you  further  here- 
after — but  a  word  mair.  We  trust  ye  are  devout,  and  constant 
in  your  religious  exercises,  damsel." 

"  I  will  answer  for  that,  sire,"  interposed  Sir  Richard  Assbeton. 
**  Alizon' s  whole  time  is  spent  in  prayer  for  her  unfortunate 
motber.  If  there  be  a  fault,  it  is  that  she  goes  too  far,  and 
injures  her  health  by  her  zeal." 

**  A  gude  fault  that,  Sir  Richard,"  observed  the  King,  ap- 
provingly. 

"  It  beseems  me  not  to  speak  of  myself,  sire,"  said  Alizon, 
"  and  I  am  loth  to  do  so — but  I  beseech  your  Majesty  to  believe, 
that  if  my  life  might  be  offered  as  an  atonement  for  my  motber, 
I  would  freely  yield  it." 

"  r  gudet  faith  she  staggers  me  in  my  opinion,"  muttered 
James,  **  and  I  maun  look  into  the  matter  mair  closely.  The  lass  is 
far  different  frae  what  I  imagined  her.  But  the  wiles  o'  Satan 
arena  to  be  comprebended,  and  he  will  put  on  tbe  semblance  of 
righteousness  when  seeking  to  beguile  the  righteous.  Aweel, 
damsel,"  be  added  aloud,  "  ye  speak  feelingly  and  properly,  and 
as  a  daugbter  sbould  speak,  and  we  respect  your  feelings — pro- 
vided  they  be  sie  as  ye  represent  them.  And  now  dispose  your- 
selves  for  tbe  chase." 
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"  I  must  pray  your  Majesty  to  dismiss  me,"  said.Alizon.  "  It 
is  a  Bight  in  whioh  at  any  time  I  take  Bmall  pleasure,  and  now 
it  is  especially  digtaßteful  to  me.  Witli  your  permission,  I  will 
proceed  to  Hoghton  Tower." 

"  I  also  crave  your  Majesty'»  leave  to  go  with  her,"  said 
Dorothy. 

"  I  will  attend  them,"  interposed  Richard. 

"  Na,  you  maun  stay  wi'  us,  young  sir,"  cried  the  King.  "  Your 
gude  father  will  gang  wi'  'em.  Sir  John  Finett,"  he  added, 
calling  to  the  master  of  the  ceremonies,  and  speaking  in  his  ear» 
'^  See  that  thay  be  followed,  and  that  a  special  watch  be  kept  over 
Alizon,  and  also  over  this  youth — d'ye  mark  me  ? — ^in  f act,  ower 
a'  theAssheton  clan.  And  now,"  he  cried  in  a  loud  voice,  '*let 
them  blaw  the  strake." 

The  Chief  huntsman  hairing  placed  the  bügle  to  his  lips,  and 
blown  a  strike  with  two  winds,  a  short  consultation  was  held  be- 
tween  him  and  James,  who  loved  to  display  his  knowledge  a9  a 
woodsman ;  and  while  this  was  going  forward,  Nicholas  and 
Sherborne  having  come  up,  the  squire  dismoiiiited,  and  commit- 
ting  Eobin  to  his  brother-in-law,  approached  the  monarch. 

"  If  I  may  be  so  bold  as  to  put  in  a  word,  my  liege,"  he  said, 
"  I  can  show  you  where  a  hart  of  tan  is  assuredly  harboured.  I 
viewed  him  as  I  rode  through  the  park  this  moming,  and  cannot, 
theref ore,  be  mistaken.  His  head  is  high  and  well  palmed,  great 
beamed  and  in  good  proportion,  well  burred  and  well  pearled, 
He  is  stately  in  height,  long,  and  well  fed." 

"  Did  you  mark  the  slot,  sir  ?"  inquired  James. 

"  I  did,  my  liege,"  rephed  Nieholas.  "  And  a  long  slot  it  was ; 
the  toes  great,  with  round  short  joint-bones,  large  shin-bone», 
and  the  dew-claws  close  together,  I  will  uphold  Mm  f or  a  great 
old  hart  as  ever  proffered,  and  one  that  shall  show  your  Majesty 
rare  sport." 

"  And  we'U  tak  your  word  for  the  matter,  sir,"  said  James ; 
**  for  ye're  as  gude  a  woodman  as  any  we  hao  in  our  dominions. 
Bring  us  to  him,  then." 

"  Will  it  please  your  Majesty  to  ride  towards  yon  glade  ?" 
said  Nicholas,  '^  and,  before  you  reach  it,  the  hart  shall  be 
roused." 

James  assenting  to  the  arrangement,  Nicholas  sprang  upon 
his  steed,  and,  calling  to  the  chief  huntsman,  they  galloped  oft 
together,  accompanied  by  the  bloodhound,  the  royal  cavalcadd 
f oUowing  somewhat  more  slowly  in  the  same  direction.  A  fair 
sight  it  was  to  seo  that  sple»di4  coiapany  ^»areemg  over  tb^o 
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plain,  their  feathered  caps  and  gay  mantles  glittering  in  the  sun, 
which  shone  brightly  upon  them.  The  moming  was  lovely, 
giving  promise  that  the  day,  when  f urther  advanced,  would  be 
intensely  hot,  but  at  present  it  was  fresh  and  delightful,  and  the 
whole  Company,  exhilarated  by  the  exercise,  and  by  animated 
conversation,  were  in  high  spirits;  and  perhaps  amongst  the 
huge  party,  which  numbered  nearly  three  hiindred  persons,  one 
alone  was  a  prey  to  despair.  But  though  Eichard  Assheton 
siiffered  thus  intemally,  he  bore  his  anguish  with  Spartan  firm* 
ness,  resolved,  if  possible,  to  let  no  trace  of  it  be  visible  in  his 
f eatures  or  deportment ;  and  he  so  f ar  succeeded  in  conquering 
himself,  that  the  King,  who  kept  a  watchful  eye  lipon  him,  re* 
marked  to  Sir  John  Finett,  as  they  rode  along,  that  a  singular 
improvement  had  taken  place  in  the  young  man's  appearance. 

The  cavalcade  was  rapidly  approaching  the  ghide  at  the  lower 
end  of  the  chase,  when  the  lively  notes  of  a  hörn  were  heard 
from  the  adjoining  wood,  followed  by  the  deep  baying  of  a  blood* 
hound. 

"  Aha !  they  have  roused  him,"  criedthe  King,  joyfully  placing 
his  own  bügle  to  his  lips,  and  sounding  an  answer.  TJpon  this 
the  whole  Company  halted  in  anxious  expectation,  the  hounds 
baying  loudly.  The  next  moment,  a  noble  hart  bnrst  from  the 
wood,  whence  he  had  been  driven  by  the  shouts  of  Nicholas  and 
the  chief  huntsman,  both  of  whom  appeared  immediately  after- 
wards. 

"  By  my  faith !  a  great  hart  as  ever  was  hunted,"  exclahned 
the  King.     "  There  boys,  there  !  to  him !  tohim  !*' 

Dashing  after  the  flying  hart,  the  hounds  made  the  welkin 
ring  with  their  cries.  Many  lovely  damsels  were  there,  but  none 
thought  of  the  cruelty  of  the  sport — none  sympathised  with  the 
noble  animal  they  were  running  to  death.  The  cries  of  the 
hounds— now  loud  and  ringing— now  deep  and  doling,  accom- 
panied  by  the  whooping  of  the  huntsmen,  formed  a  stirring 
concert,  which  found  a  response  in  many  a  gentle  bosom.  The 
whole  cavalcade  was  spread  widely  about,  for  none  were  allowed 
to  ride  near  the  King.  Over  the  piain  they  scoured,  fleet  as  the 
wind,  and  the  hart  seemed  making  for  a  feil,  f orming  part  of 
the  hill  near  the  mansion.  But  ere  he  reached  it,  the  relajs 
stationed  within  a  covert  burst  forth,  and,  tuming  him  aside,  he 
once  more  dashed  fleetly  across  the  broad  expanse,  as  if  about  to 
retum  to  his  old  lair.  Kow  he  was  seen  plimging  into  sonie 
bosky  dell ;  and,  after  being  lost  to  view  for  a  moment,  bounding 
up  the  opposite  bank^  and  stretching  across  a  tract  thiokfy 
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covered  with  fem.  Here  he  gained  upon  tlie  lioimds,  wlio  were 
lost  in  the  green  wildemess,  and  their  crieswere  hushed  for  a 
brief  space — ^but  anon  they  burst  forth  anew,  and  tbe  pack  were 
80on  again  in  füll  crj,  and  speeding  over  the  open  ground. 

At  first  the  cavalcade  had  kept  pretty  well  togetber,  but  on  the 
retum  the  case  was  very  different ;  and  many  of  the  dames, 
being  unable  to  keep  up  with  the  hounds,  feil  o&,  and,  as  a 
natural  consequence,  many  of  the  gallants  lingered  behind,  too. 
Thus  only  the  keenest  huntsmen  held  on.  Anaongst  these,  and 
about  fifty  yards  behind  the  Bling,  were  Richard  and  Nicholas. 
The  squire  was  right  when  he  predicted  that  the  hart  wonld 
show  them  good  sport.  Plunging  into  the  wood,  the  hard- 
pressed  beast  knocked  up  another  stag,  and  took  possession  of 
his  lair,  but  was  speedily  roused  again  by  Kicholas  and  the  chief 
huntsman.  Once  more  he  is  crossing  the  wide  piain,  with  hounds 
and  huntsmen  after  him — once  more  he  is  tumed  by  a  new  relay ; 
but  this  time  he  shapes  his  course  towards  the  woods  skirting 
the  Darwen.  It  is  a  piteous  sight  to  see  him  now ;  his  coat 
black  and  glistening  with  sweat,  his  mouth  embossed  with  foam, 
his  eyes  dull,  big  tears  coursing  down  his  cheeks,  and  his  noble 
head  carried  low.  His  end  seems  nigh — ^f or  the  hounds,  though 
weary  too,  redouble  their  energies,  and  the  monarch  cheers  them 
on.  Again  the  poor  beast  erects  his  head — if  he  can  only  reach 
von  coppice  he  is  safe.  Despair  nerves  him,  and  with  gigantic 
boimds  he  clears  the  intervening  space,  and  disappears  beneath 
the  branches.  Quickly  as  the  hounds  come  after  him,  they  are 
at  fault. 

"  He  has  taken  to  the  soil,  sire,"  cried  Nicholas,  coming  up. 
"To  the  river — ^to  the  river!  You  may  see  by  the  broken 
branches  he  has  gone  this  way." 

Forcing  his  way  through  the  wood,  James  was  soon  on  the 
banks  of  the  Darwen,  which  here  ran  deep  and  slow.  The  hart 
was  nowhere  to  be  seen,  nor  was  there  any  slot  on  the  further 
side  to  denote  that  he  had  gone  forth.  It  was  evident,  there- 
fore,  that  he  had  swam  down  the  stream.  At  this  moment  a 
shout  was  heard  a  hundred  yards  lower  down,  proceeding  from 
Nicholas ;  and,  riding  in  the  direction  of  the  sound,  the  King 
f ound  the  hart  at  bay  on  the  further  side  of  the  stream,  and 
nearly  up  to  bis  haunches  in  the  water.  The  King  regarded  him 
for  a  moment  anxiously.  The  poor  animal  was  now  in  his  last 
extremily,  but  h^  seemed  determined  to  seil  his  lif e  dearly.  He 
ttood  on  a  buEik  prQJectmg  into  the  stream,  round  which  the 
naiter  fiOlMi  4iii|[|||^  «ra  could  not  be  approached  without  diffi- 
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CTilty  and  danger.  He  liad  already  gored  several  toiinds,  whose 
bleeding  bodies  were  swept  down.the  current;  and,  thougli  the 
others  bayed  round  him,  they  did  not  dare  to  approach  him,  and 
Could  not  get  beliind  him,  as  a  blgb  bank  arose  in  bis  rear. 

"  Have  1  your  Majesty's  permission  to  despatcb  bim  f "  asked 
Kicbolaä. 

"  Ay,  marry,  if  you  can,  sir/'  replied  Jamee.  **  Btit  Vare  tbe 
lyties  I — 'wäre  tbe  tynes ! — *  If  tbou  be  bürt  witb  hart  it  brings 
tnee  to  tby  bier/  as  tbe  auld  ballad  batb  it^  and  tbe  adage  is 
true,  as  we  oursers  bave  seen." 

"  Nicbolas,  bowever,  beeded  not  tbe  caution,  but,  drawing  bis 
Wood-knif  e,  and  disencumbering  bimself  of  bis  cloak,  be  plunged 
into  tbe  stream,  and  witb  one  or  two  strokes  reacbed  the  bcmk. 
The  hart  watched  bis  approach«  as  if  diyining  bis  purpose,  witb 
a  look  half  menacing,  half  reproacbful,  and  when  be  eame  neat, 
dashed  bis  antlered  head  at  bim.  Nimbly  eluding  the  blow, 
Which,  if  it  had  taken  effect,  might  have  proved  seriouB,  Nicbolas 
plunged  bis  weapon  into  tbe  poor  brut^'s  throat,  wbo  inatantly 
feil  witb  a  beavy  splash  into  tbe  water. 

"Weel  stricken!  weel  stricken!"  shouted  James,  wbo  had 
Witnessed  the  Performance  from  the  opposite  bank«  "  But  how 
shall  we  get  the  carcass  bere  ?** 

"That  is  easily  done,  sire,**  replied  Nicbolas*  And  taking 
hold  of  the  horns.  be  guided  the  body  to  a  low  bank,  a  little 
below  wbere  the  King  stood. 

As  soon  as  it  was  dragged  asbore  by  the  prickers,  James  put 
hls  bügle  to  bis  lips  and  blew  a  mort.  A  pryse  was  thrice 
sounded  by  Nicbolas,  and  soon  afterwards  tbe  wbole  Company 
<!ame  flocking  round  tbe  spot,  wbooping  the  death-note. 

Meanwbile,  tbe  hounds  had  gathered  round  the  fallen  hart, 
and  were  allowed  to  wreak  their  fury  on  bim  by  tearing  bis 
throat,  bappily  after  sensibility  was  gone ;  while  Nicbolas,  again 
baring  bis  knif e,  cut  off  the  right  f ore-f  oot,  and  presented  it  to 
the  King.  While  this  ceremony  was  performed,  tbe  varlets  of 
the  kennel  having  cut  down  a  great  heap  of  green  branches,  and 
strewn  them  on  tbe  ground,  laid  the  hart  upon  them,  on  big 
back,  and  tben  bore  him  to  an  open  space  in  the  wood,  wbere  be 
was  broken  tip  by  tbe  King,  wbo  prided  bimself  upon  bis  skill  in 
aU  matters  of  woodcraft.  While  this  office  was  in  oourse  of 
eiecution  a  bowl  of  wine  was  poured  out  f or  the  monarchj  wbicb 
he  took,  adverting  as  he  did  so,  to  tbe  common  superstition,  tbat 
if  a  huntsman  should  break  up  a  deer  without  drinking,  tbe 
renison  wotild  puttefy.    Having  drained  the  cup»  he  caused  it  to 
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be  filled  again,  and  gave  it  to  Nicholas,  saying  the  liquor  was 
needful  to  him  after  the  drenching  lie  had  iindergone.  James 
then  proceeded  with  his  task,  and  just  before  be  completed  it,  be 
was  reminded,  by  a  loud  croak  above  bim,  tbat  a  mven  was  at 
band,  and  accordingly  taking  a  piece  of  gristle  from  tbe  spoon 
of  tbe  brisket,  be  cast  it  on  tbe  ground,  and  tbe  bird  immediately 
pounced  down  upon  it,  and  carried  it  oft  in  bis  buge  beak. 

After  a  brief  interval,  tbe  seek  was  again  winded,  anotber  bart 
was  roused,  and  after  a  sbort  but  swift  cbase,  pulled  down  by 
tbe  bounds,  and  despatcbed  witb  bis  own  band  by  James.  Sir 
Riebard  Hogbton  tben  besougbt  tbe  King  to  f oUow  bim,  and  led 
tbe  way  to  a  verdant  boUow  surrounded  by  trees,  in  wbicb  sbady 
and  delicious  retreat  preparations  bad  been  made  for  a  sligbt 
sylvan  repast.  XJpon  a  mossy  bank  beneatb  a  tree,  a  cnsbion 
was  placed  for  tbe  King,  and  before  it  on  tbe  sward  was  laid  a 
cloth  spread  with  many  dainties,  including 

"  Neats'  tongues  powdered  well,  and  jambons  of  the  hog, 
With  sausages  and  sayonry  knacks  to  set  men's  minds  agog,'* 

cold  capons,  and  pigeon  pies.  Close  at  band  was  a  clear  cold 
spring,  in  wbicb  numerous  flasks '  of  wine  were  immersed.  A 
few  embers,  too,  bad  been  Kgbted,  on  wbicb  carbonadoes  of 
venison  were  prepared, 

No  great  form  or  ceremony  was  observed  at  tbe  entertainment. 
Sil-  Jobn  Finett  and  Sir  Tbomas  Hogbton  were  in  close  attend- 
ance  npon  tbe  monarcb,  and  ministered  to  bis  wants  ;  but  several 
of  tbe  nobles  and  gentlemen  stretcbed  tbemselves  on  tbe  sward, 
and  addressed  tbemselves  to  tbe  viands  set  before  tbem  by  tbe 
pages.  None  of  tbe  dames  dismounted,  and  few  could  be  pre- 
vailed  upon  to  take  any  refresbment.  Besides  tbe  flasks  of 
wine,  tbere  were  two  barreis  of  ale  in  a  small  cart,  drawn  by  a 
mule,  botb  of  wbicb  were  broacbed.  Tbe  wbole  scene  was  pic- 
turesque  and  pleasing,  and  well  calculated  to  gratify  one  so  f ond 
of  sylvan  sports  as  tbe  monarcb  for  wbom  it  was  provided. 

In  tbe  midst  of  all  tbis  tranquillity  and  enjoyment,  an  incident 
occurred  wbicb  interrupted  it  as  completely  as  if  a  tbunder-storm  i 
bad  suddenly  come  on.     Just  wben  tbe  mirtb  was  at  tbe  bigbest,  ^ 
and  wben  tbe  flowing  cup  was  at  many  a  bp,  a  tremendous  bei- 1. 
lowing,  foUowed  by  tbe  crasbing  of  brancbes,  was  beard  in  tbe 
adjoining  tbicket.     All  started  to  tbeir  feet  at  tbe  appaUing 
soTmd,  and  tbe  King  bimself  tumed  pale. 

"Wbat  in  Heaven's  namo  can  it  be,  Sir  Riebard  P"  be 
inquired. 
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"It  must  be  a  drove  of  wild  cattle,"  replied  the  baronet, 
trembKng. 

**  Wild  catUe !"  ejaculated  James,  in  great  alarm ;  "  and  sae 
near  us.  Zounds  !  we  shall  be  trampled  and  gored  to  death  by 
tliese  bulls  of  Basan.  Sir  Eicbard,  je  are  a  f  ause  traitor  thus 
to  endanger  the  safety  o'  yonr  sovereign,  and  ye  sball  answer 
for  it,  if  härm  comes  o'  it." 

"  I  am  unable  to  account  for  it,  sire,"  stammered  the  f rightened 
baronet.  "  I  gave  special  directions  to  the  prickers  to  drive  the 
beasts  away." 

"  Ye  shouldna  keep  sie  deevils  i'  yonr  park,  man,"  cried  th« 
monarch.     "  Eh !  what's  that  ?" 

Amidst  aU  this  constemation  and  confusion  the  bellowing  was 
redoubled,  and  the  crashing  of  branches  drew  nearer  and  nearer, 
and  Nicholas  Assheton  rushed  forward  with  the  King's  horse, 
saying,  "  Mount,  sire ;  mount,  and  away !" 

But  James  was  so  much  alarmed  that  his  limbs  refused  to 
perform  their  office,  and  he  was  nnable  to  put  f oot  in  the  stimip. 
Seeing  his  condition,  Nicholas  cried  out,  "  Pardon,  my  liege  ; 
but  at  a  moment  of  peril  like  the  present,  one  must  not  stand 
on  ceremony." 

So  saying,  he  took  the  King  round  the  waist,  and  placed  him 
on  his  steed. 

At  this  juncture,  a  loud  cry  was  heard,  and  a  man  in  ex- 
tremity  of  terror  issued  from  the  wood,  and  dashed  towards  the 
hollow.  Close  on  his  heels  came  the  drove  of  wild  cattle,  and, 
just  as  he  gained  the  very  verge  of  the  descent,  the  foremost  of 
the  herd  overtook  him,  and  lowering  his  curled  head,  caught 
him  on  the  points  of  his  homs,  and  threw  him  forwards  to  such 
a  distance  that  he  alighted  with  a  heavy  crash  almost  at  the 
King's  feet.  Satisfied,  apparently,  with  their  vengeance,  or 
alarmed  by  the  numerous  assemblage,  the  drove  instantly  tumed 
tail,  and  were  pursued  into  the  depths  of  the  forest  by  the 
prickers. 

BLaving  recovered  his  composure,  James  bade  some  of  the 
attendants  raise  the  poor  wretch,  who  was  lying  groaning  upon 
the  ground,  evidently  so  much  injured  as  to  be  unable  to  move 
without  assistance.  His  garb  was  that  of  a  forester,  and  his 
bulk — for  he  was  stoutly  and  squarely  built — had  contributed, 
no  doubt,  to  the  severity  of  the  fall.  When  he  was  lifted  from 
the  ground,  Nicholas  instantly  recognised  in  his  blackened  and 
distorted  features  those  of  Christopher  Demdike. 

"  What  ?"  he  exclaimed,  rushing  towards  him,  "  Is  it  thou, 
viUain  ?" 


THE  LANCASHIBE  WITCHES.  521 

The  sufferer  only  replied  by  a  look  of  intense  malignity. 

"  Eh !  what — d'ye  ken  wha  it  is  ?"  demanded  James.  "  By 
my  saul!  I  fear  the  puir  fellow  has  maist  of  his  banes  br'oken." 

"  No  great  matter  if  they  be/*  replied  Nicholas,  "  and  it  may 
save  the  application  of  torture  in  case  your  Majesty  desires  to 
put  any  question  to  him.  Chance  has  most  strangely  thrown 
into  your  hands  one  of  the  most  heinous  offenders  in  the  king- 
dom,  who  has  long  escaped  justice,  but  who  will  at  length  meet 
the  punishment  of  his  crimes.  The  villain  is  Christopher  Dem- 
dike,  son  of  the  foul  hag  who  perished  in  the  flames  on  the  sum- 
mit  of  Pendle  Hill,  and  captain  of  a  band  of  robbers." 

"  What !  is  the  knave  a  warlock  and  a  riever  ?"  demanded 
James,  regarding  Demdike  with  abhorrence,  mingled  with  alarm. 

"  Both,  sire,"  replied  Nicholas,  "  and  an  assassin  to  boot.  He 
is  a  diabolical  villain." 

"Let  him  be  taken  to  Hoghton  Tower,  and  kept  in  some 
streng  and  secure  place  tili  we  have  leisure  to  examine  him," 
said  James — "  and  see  that  he  be  visited  by  some  skilful  chirur- 
geon,  for  we  wadna  hae  him  dee,  and  sae  rob  the  woodie." 

Demdike,  who  appeared  to  be  in  great  agony,  now  forced 
himself  to  speak. 

"  I  can  make  important  disclosures  to  your  Majesty,"  he  said, 
in  hoarse  and  broken  tones,  "  if  you  will  hear  them.  I  am  not 
the  only  ofEender  who  has  escaped  from  justice,"  he  added, 
glancing  vindictively  at  Nicholas — "  there  is  another,  a  notorious 
witch  and  murderess,  who  is  still  screened  from  justice,  I  can 
reveal  her  hiding-place." 

"  Your  Majesty  will  not  give  heed  to  such  a  villain's  fabrica- 
tions  ?"  said  Nicholas. 

"  Are  they  f abrications,  sir  ?"  rejoined  James,  somewhat 
sharply.  "We  mann  hear  and  judge.  The  snake,  though 
scotched,  will  still  bite,  it  seems.  We  hae  hangit  a  Highland 
cateran  without  trial  af ore  this,  and  we  may  be  tempted  to  tak 
the  law  into  our  ain  hands  again.  Bear  the  villain  hence.  See 
he  be  disposed  of  as  already  directed,  and  take  good  care  he  is 
strictly  guarded.  And  now  gie  us  a  crossbow,  Sir  Eichard 
Hoghton,  and  bid  the  prickers  drive  the  deer  afore  us,  for  we 
wad  try  our  skill  as  a  marksman." 

And  while  Demdike  was  placed  on  the  litter  of  green  boughs 
which  had  recently  sustained  a  nobler  burthen  in  the  fallen  hart, 
aijd  in  this  sort  was  conveyed  to  Hoghton  Tower,  James  rode 
with  his  retinue  towards  a  long  glade,  where,  receiving  a  cross- 
bow from  the  huntsman,  he  took  up  a  f avourable  positiou  be- 
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hind  a  large  oak,  and  8everal  herds  of  deer  being  driven  before 
him,  he  selected  liis  quarries,  and  deliberately  took  aim  at  tbem, 
contriying  in  the  conrse  of  an  hour  to  bring  down  foul*  f at  bucks, 
and  to  maim  as  many  others,  which  were  pulled  down  by  the 
honnds.     And  with  this  slaughter  he  was  content. 

Sil*  Richard  Hoghton  then  informed  his  Majesty  that  a  huge 
boar,  which,  in  sporting  phrase,  had  left  the  sonnder  üte  years, 
had  broken  into  the  park  the  night  before,  and  had  been  routing 
amongst  the  fem.  The  age  and  size  of  the  animal  were  known 
by  the  print  of  the  feet,  the  toes  being  round  and  thick,  the 
edge  of  the  hoof  wom  and  blunt,  the  heel  large,  and  the  guards, 
or  dew-claws,  great  and  open;  from  all  of  which  appearances 
it  was  adjudged  by  the  baronet  to  be  "  a  great  old  boar,  not 
to  be  refused." 

James  at  once  agreed  to  hunt  him,  and  the  hounds  being  taken 
away,  six  couples  of  tnagnificent  mastiffs,  of  the  Lancashire 
breed,  were  brought  forward,  and  the  monarch,  under  the  guid- 
ance  of  Sir  Richard  Hoghton  and  the  chlef  hnntsman,  repaired 
to  an  adjoining  thicket,  in  which  the  boar  fed  and  couched. 

On  arriTing  near  his  den,  a  boar-spear  was  giyen  to  the  King, 
and  the  prickers  advancing  into  the  wood,  presentlr  afterwards 
reared  the  enormous  brüte.  Sallying  forfch,  and  »eaming  f u- 
riously,  he  was  instantly  assailed  by  the  mastiffs ;  but,  notwith- 
«tanding  the  number  of  his  assailants,  he  made  light  of  them, 
«haking  them  from  his  bristly  hide,  crashing  them  beneath  his 
homy  feet,  thnisting  at  them  with  his  sharpened  tusks,  and 
committing  terrible  devastation  among  them. 

Repeated  charges  were  made  upon  the  savage  animal  by 
James,  but  it  was  next  to  impossible  to  get  a  blow  at  him 
for  some  time;  and  when  at  length  the  monarch  made  the 
ttttempt,  he  Struck  too  low,  and  hit  him  on  the  snout  j  upon 
which  the  infuriated  boar,  finding  himself  wounded,  sprang 
towards  the  horse,  and  ripped  him  open  with  his  tusks. 

The  noble  charger  instantly  roUed  orer  on  his  side,  exposing 
the  royal  huntsman  to  the  fury  of  his  merciless  assailant,  whose 
tusks  must  have  ploughed  his  flesh,  if  at  this  moment  a>young 
man  had  not  ridden  forward,  and  at  the  greatest  personal  risk 
approached  the  boar,  and  striking  straight  downwards,  cleft 
the  heart  of  the  fierce  brüte  with  his  spear. 

Meanwhile  the  King,  having  been  disengaged  by  the  prickers 
from  his  wounded  steed,  which  was  instantly  put  out  of  its 
agony  by  the  sword  of  the  chief  huntsman,  fooked  for  his 
deliverer,  and,  discorering  him  to  be  Richard  Assheton,  was 
loud  in  his  expressions  of  gratitude. 
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"  Paitli !  ye  mauü  claim  a  boon  at  oui*  liands,"  said  James. 
"  It  mann  nevet  be  said  tbe  King  is  ungratefnl.  What  can  we 
do  f or  yon,  lad  ?" 

"  For  myself  tiothing,  sir,"  replied  Eicbard. 

"  But  f Ol*  another  meikle— is  that  What  ye  wad  bae  us  infer  ?" 
cried  the  King,  witb  a  smile.  "  Aweel,  the  lassie  shallbae  strict 
justice  done  her ;  but  for  yönt  ain  sake  we  maun  inqtiire  into 
tbe  matter.  Meantime,  wear  this,"  he  added,  taking  a  magni- 
flcent  sappbire  ring  from  bis  finget,  **  and,  if  you  should  ever 
need  our  aid,  setid  it  to  us  as  a  token." 

Eichard  took  the  gift,  and  knelt  to  kiss  the  band  so  gra- 
ciously  extended  to  bim. 

By  this  titne  another  hofne  had  b^tt  provided  for  the  monarch, 
änd  tbe  enormous  boar,  witb  bis  feet  upwards  and  tied  togetber, 
was  suspended  upon  a  pole,  and  bomö  on  tbe  Shoulders  of  four 
stout  yalets  as  the  grand  trophy  of  the  chase. 

Wben  the  royal  Company  issued  from  the  wood  a  strike  of 
nine  was  blown  by  the  cblef  büntsman,  and  such  of  the  cayal- 
cade  as  still  remalned  on  the  field  being  collected  togetber,  the 
party  crossed  the  chase,  and  took  the  direction  of  Hoghtoi 
Tower. 


IX. 

Ok  the  Kittg's  retum  to  Hogbton  Tower,  orders  were  given 
by  Sir  Riebard  for  tbe  immediate  Service  of  the  banquet;  it 
being  tbe  bospitable  baronet's  desire  that  festivities  should 
succeed  each  other  so  rapidly  as  tö  allow  of  no  tedium. 

The  coup'd^o&il  of  tbe  oanquet-ball  on  the  monarcb's  entrance 
was  magnificent.  Panelled  witb  black  lustrous  oak,  and  lighted 
.  by  mullion  Windows,  fiUed  witb  stained  glass  and  emblazoned 
witb  the  armorial  bearings  of  the  family,  the  vast  and  lof ty  hall 
was  hung  witb  banners,  and  decorated  witb  panoplies  and  iaro- 
phies  of  tbe  chase.  Three  long  tables  ran  down  it,  each  con- 
taining  a  hundred  corers.  At  tbe  lower  end  were  stationed  tbe 
beralds,  the  pursuirants,  and  a  band  of  yeomen  of  the  guard, 
witb  tbd  royal  badge,  a  demi-rose  crowned,  impaled  with  a  detail 
tbistle,  woven  in  gold  on  their  doublets,  and  having  fnnged  ^ 
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pole-axes  over  their  Shoulders.  Behind  them  was  a  riclily  carved 
oak  screen,  concealing  the  passages  leading  to  the  buttery  and 
kitchens,  in  wliich  the  clerk  of  the  kitchen,  the  pantlers,  and  the 
yeomen  of  the  cellar  and  ewery,  were  hurrying  to  and  fro. 
Above  the  screen  was  a  gallery,  occupied  by  the  trumpeters  and 
minstrels ;  and  over  all  was  a  noble  rafter  roof .  The  tables  were 
profusely  spread,  and  glittered  with  silver  dishes  of  extraor- 
dinary  size  and  splendour,  as  well  an  with  flagons  and  goblets 
of  the  same  material,  and  rare  design.  The  guests,  all  of  whom 
were  assembled,  were  out-numbered  by  the  prodigious  array  of 
serving-men,  pages,  and  yeomen  waiters  in  the  yellow  and  red 
liveries  of  the  Stuart. 

Flourishes  of  tnunpets  announcedthe  Coming  of  themonarch, 
who  was  preceded  by  Sir  Eiehard  Hoghton,  bearing  a  white 
wand,  and  ushered  with  much  ceremony  to  his  place.  At  the 
Upper  end  of  the  hall  was  a  raised  flopr,  and  on  either  side  of  it 
an  oriel  window,  glowing  with  painted  glass.  On  this  dais  the 
King's  table  was  placed,  underneath  a  canopy  of  state,  embroi- 
dered  with  the  royal  arms,  and  bearing  James's  Mndly  motto, 
"  Beati  Pacifici."  Seats  were  reserved  at  it  for  the  Duke  of 
Buckingham  and  Eichmond,  the  Earls  of  Pembroke  and  Not- 
tingham, the  Lords  Howard  of  EflBngham  and  Grey  of  öroby, 
Sir  Gilbert  Hoghton,  and  the  Bishop  of  Chester.  These  con- 
stituted  the  favoured  guests.  Grace  having  been  said  by  the 
bishop,  the  whole  Company  took  their  seats,  and  the  general 
stillness  hitherto  prevailing  throughout  the  vast  hall  was  broken 
instantaneously  by  the  clatter  of  trenchers. 

A  famous  feast  it  was  and  worthy  of  commemoration.  Masters 
Morris  and  Miller,  the  two  cooks  who  contrived  it,  as  well  as  the 
labourers  for  the  ranges,  for  the  pastries,  for  the  boiled  meats, 
and  for  the  pullets,  performed  their  respective  parts  to  admira- 
tion.  The  result  was  all  that  could  be  desired.  The  fare  was 
solid  and  substantial,  consisting  of  dishes  which  could  be  cut 
and  come  to  again.  Am  engst  the  roast  meats  were  chines  of 
beef,  haunches  of  venison,  gigots  of  mutton,  fatted  geese, 
capons,  turkeys,  and  sucking  pigs  ;  amongst  the  boiled,  pullets, 
lamb,  and  veal ;  but  baked  meats  chiefly  abounded,  and  amongst 
them  were  to  be  found  red-deer  pasty,  hare-pie,  gammon-of- 
bacon  pie,  and  baked  wild-boar.  With  the  salads,  which  were 
nothing  more  than  what  would  now-a-days  be  t^rmed  "vege- 
tables,"  were  mixed  all  kinds  of  soused  fish  arranged  according 
to  the  sewer's  directions — "  the  salads  spread  about  the  tables, 
the  fricassees  mixed  with  them,  the  boiled  meats  among  the 
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fricassees,  roast  meats  amongst  the  boiled,  baked  meats  amongst 
tlie  roast,  and  carbonadoes  amongst  the  baked."  This  was  the 
first  course  merely.  In  the  second  were  all  kinds  of  game  and 
wild-f  owl,  roast  herons  three  in  a  dish,  bittems,  cranes,  bustards, 
curlews,  dottereis,  and  pewits.  Besides  these  there  were  lumbar 
pies,  marrow  pies,  quince-pies,  artichoke  pies,  florentines,  and 
mnumerable  other  gobd  "things.  *  Some  dishes  were  specially 
reserved  for  the  King's  table,  as  a  baked  swan,  a  roast  peacock, 
and  the  jowl  of  a  stnrgeon,  soused.  These  and  a  piece  of  roast 
beef  formed  the  principal  dishes. 

The  attendants  at  the  royal  table  comprised  such  gentlemen 
as  wore  Sir  Richard  Hoghton's  liveries,  and  amongst  these,  of 
course,  were  Nicholas  Assheton  and  Sherbome.  On  seeing  the 
former,  the  King  immediately  inquired  about  his  deliverer,  and 
on  hearing  he  was  at  the  lower  tables,  desired  he  might  be  sent 
for,  and,  as  Richard  soon  afterwards  appeared,  having  on  his 
retum  from  the  chase  changed  his  sombre  apparel  for  gayer 
attire,  James  smiled  graciously  upon  him,  and  more  than  once, 
as  a  mark  of  especial  favour,  took  the  wine-cup  from  his  hands. 

The  King  did  ample  justice  to  the  good  things  before  him,  and 
especially  to  the  beef,  which  he  found  so  excellent,  that  the 
carver  had  to  help  him  for  the  second  time.  Sir  Richard 
Hoghton  ventured  to  express  his  gratification  that  his  Majesty 
foxmd  the  meat  good — "  Indeed,  it  is  generally  admitted,"  he 
Said,  "  that  our  Lancashire  beef  is  well  fed,  and  well  flavoured." 

"  Weel  flavoured !"  exclaimed  James,  as  he  swallowed  the  last 
juicy  morsel ;  "  it  is  delicious !  Finer  beef  nae  man  ever  put 
teeth  into,  an'  I  only  wish  a'  my  loving  subjects  had  as  gude  a 
dinner  as  I  hae  this  day  eaten.  What  Joint  do  ye  ca'  it,  Sir 
Richard  ?"  he  asked,  with  eyes  evidently  twinkling  with  a  pre- 
meditated  jest.  "This  dish,"  repHed  the  host,  somewhat  sur- 
prised,  "  this,  sire,  is  a  loin  of  beef." 

"  A  loin !"  exclaimed  James,  taking  the  carving-knive  from 
the  sewer,  who  stood  by,  "  by  my  faith  that  is  not  title  honour- 
able  enough  for  Joint  sae  worthy.  It  wants  a  dignity,  and  it 
shall  hae  it.  Henceforth,"  he  added,  touching  the  meat  with 
the  flat  of  the  long  blade,  as  if  placing  the  sword  on  the  back  of 
a  knight  expectant,  "  henceforth,  it  shall  be  Sib-Loin,  an'  see  ye 
ca'  it  sae.  Gj-ive  me  a  cup  of  wine,  Master  Richard  Asshe- 
ton." 

AU  the  nobles  at  the  table  laughed  loud];  at  thd  monaxch's 
jest ;  and  as  it  was  soon  past  down  to  those  at  .tbe  .lölrar  taUe» 
the  hall  resoimded  with  laughter,  in  whidi  paga  aaS 
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o£  eve^  degree  joioed,  to  the  great  satisfaction  o£  tbe  good« 
natured  originator  of  the  merriment.* 

**  My  dear  dad  aud  gosBip  appaars  in  unwonted  good  spiiits 
to-day/'  observed  the  Duke  of  Bnckingham. 

"  An'  wi*  gude  reason,  Steenie,"  replied  the  King,  "  for  we 
dinna  mind  when  we  hae  had  better  sport — ^always  excepting  thß 
boar*hunt,  when  we  should  hae  been  rippit  up  by  the  cursed 
creature's  tusks  but  for  thi»  braw  laddie,  he  added,  pointing  to 
Bichard.  ''  Ye  mauii  see  what  can  be  done  for  binii  Steenie, 
We  mann  hae  him  at  court." 

"  Your  Majesty's  wishes  have  only  to  be  expressed  to  be  ful- 
filled,"  replied  Buckingham,  somewhat  drily. 

**  Were  I  the  lad  I  wadna  place  ower  meikle  dependence  on 
the  duke's  promises/'  remarked  Archie  Armstrong,  in  a  low 
tone,  to  Nicholas. 

**  Has  your  Majesty  made  any  further  inquirie»  about  the  girl 
suspected  of  witchcraft  ?"  inquired  Buckingham,  renewing  th^ 
conyersation. 

"Whist,  Steenie,  whist!"  eried  James.  "Didna  ye  see  her 
yourser  this  morning?"  he  added,  in  a  low  tone.  "Ah!  I 
recollect  ye  werena  at  the  chase.  Aweel,  I  hae  conferred  wi' 
her,  an*  am  sair  perplexed  i'  the  matter.  She  is  a  well-faur'd 
lassie  as  ony  i'  the  realm,  and  answers  decorously  and  doucely. 
Sooth  to  say,  her  looks  and  manners  are  mightily  in  her  favour," 

"  Then  you  mean  to  dismiss  the  matter  without  further  inves, 
tigation?"  observed  Buckingham.  "I  always  thought  your 
Majesty  delighted  to  exercise  your  sagacity  in  deteqting  the 
illusions  practised  by  Satan  and  his  worshippers." 

"An'  sae  we  do,"  replied  James.  "But  bend  your  bonni© 
head  this  way  tili  we  whisper  in  your  ear.  We  hae  a  device  for 
finding  it  a'  out,  which  canna  fail ;  and  when  you  ken  it,  you 
will  applaud  your  dear  dad's  wisdom,  and  perfit  maistery  o'  tb^ 
haill  science  o'  kingcraft." 

"  I  would  your  Majesty  would  make  me  acquainted  with  thi» 
notable  scheme,"  replied  Buckingham,  with  ill-concealed  cou- 
tempt.     "  I  might  make  it  more  certain  of  success/* 

"  Na — na — we  shanna  let  the  cat  out  of  the  bag  just  yet,"  r^ 
turned  the  King.     "  We  mean  it  as  a  surprise  to  ye  a/  " 

*  "  There  is  a  laughable  tradition,"  said  Nichols,  **  still  generally  current  in 
Lancashire,  that  our  knight-making  monarch  knighted  at  a  banqust  in  Hoghton 
Tower  a  loin  of  beef,  the  part  over  since  callod  tho  sir-loin."  And,  it  is  added, 
by  the  same  authority, "  If  the  King  did  not  give  the  sir-loin  its  name,  he  might, 
notwithstanding,  have  indulged  in  a  pun  on  the  already  coined  word,  the 
etymology  of  which  w^s  then,  as  now,  aa  little  regarded  as  the  thing  sigoifiad 
is  well  approved." — Nichols' s  Progress  of  James  /.,  yol.  iii. 
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"  Then,  whateyer  be  the  result,  it  ia  certain  to  anewer  tho 
effect  intended,"  obserred  the  duke. 

"  öae  wa' !  ye  are  ever  sceptical,  Steenie — ever  misdaubting 
your  adn  dear  dad  and  gosBip/'  rejoined  James ;  ^'  but  ye  BbaU 
find  we  haena  eamed  the  tiüe  o'  the  British  Solomon  for  nae« 
thing/* 

Soon  after  this  the  King  arose,  and  was  ushered  to  his  apart* 
ments  by  Sir  Bichard  Hoghton  with  the  same  ceremony  as  had 
been  observed  on  his  entrance.  He  was  followed  by  all  the 
nobles ;  and  Nicholas  and  the  others,  being  released  from  their 
duties,  repaired  to  the  lower  end  of  the  hall  to  dine.  The  revel 
was  now  sufficiently  boisterous ;  for,  as  the  dames  had  departed 
at  the  same  time  as  the  monarch,  all  restraint  was  cast  aside. 
The  wine-cup  flowed  freely,  and  the  rafters  rang  with  laughter. 
Ünder  ordinary  circumstajiees,  Eichard  would  have  shrunk  from 
such  a  scene;  but  he  had  now  a  part  to  play,  and  therefore 
essayed  to  laugh  at  each  jest,  and  to  appear  as  reckless  as  his 
neighbours.  He  was  glad,  however,  when  the  signal  for  general 
dispersion  was  given ;  for  though  Sir  Bichard  Hoghton  was  un- 
wiUing  to  stint  his  guests,  he  was  fearful,  if  they  sat  too  long 
over  their  wine,  some  disturbances  might  ensue ;  and,  indeed, 
when  the  revellers  came  forth  and  dispersed  within  the  base 
court,  their  flushed  cheeks,  loud  voices,  and  unsteady  galt, 
showed  that  their  potations  had  already  been  deep  enough. 

Meanwhile,  quite  as  much  mirth  was  taking  place  out  of  doors 
as  had  occurred  within  the  banqueting-hall.  As  soon  as  the 
King  sat  down  to  dinner,  according  to  promise  the  gates  were 
thrown  open,  and  the  crowd  outside  admitted.  The  huge  roast 
was  then  taken  down,  carved,  and  distributed  among  them ;  the 
only  difficulty  experienoed  being  in  regard  to  trenchers,  and 
various  and  extraordinary  were  the  contrivances  resorted  to 
to  supply  the  deficiency,  This  circumstance,  however,  served  to 
beighten  the  f un,  and  as  several  casks  of  stout  ale  were  broached 
at  the  same  time,  universal  hilarity  prevailed.  Still,  in  the 
midst  of  so  vast  a  concourse,  many  component  parts  of  which 
had  now  begun  to  experience  the  eftects  of  the  potent  hquor, 
some  little  manifestation  of  disorder  might  naturally  be  ex- 
pected ;  but  all  such  was  speedily  quelled  by  the  yeomen  of  the 
guard,  and  other  officials  appointed  for  the  purpose ;  and  amidst 
the  uproar  and  confusion,  harmony  generally  prevailed. 

While  elbowing  his  way  through  the  crowd,  Nicholas  feit  his 
sleeve  plucked,  and  turning,  perceived  Nanoe  Redfeme,  who 
signed  him  to  f oUow  her,  and  there  was  something  in  her  mann^ 
that  left  him  no  alternative  but  compliance.    Nance  passed  on 
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rapidly,  and  entered  the  doorway  of  a  building  where  it  might 
be  supposed  they  would  be  free  from  interruption. 

"What  do  you  want  witb  me,  Nance?"  asked  tbe  squire, 
somewliat  impatiently.  "  I  must  beg  to  öbserve  tbat  I  cannot 
be  troubled  furtber  on  your  account,  and  am  greatly  afraid 
aspersions  may  be  thrown  on  my  character,  if  I  am  seen  talking 
witb  you." 

"  A  few  words  wi'mewinna  injure  your  cbaracter,  squoire,'* 
rejoined  Nance  ;  "  an'  it*s  on  your  account  an'  naw  on  my  own 
that  ey  ha'  brougbt  you  bere.  Ey  ha'  important  Information  to 
gie  ye.  What  win  yo  say  when  ey  teil  yo  that  Jem  Device, 
Elizabeth  Device,  an*  her  dowter  Jennet  are  here — aw  breedin' 
mischief  agen  yo,  Ruchot  Ajssheton,  and  Alizon  ?" 

**  The  devil !"  ejaculated  Nicholas. 

"  Eign,  yo'n  find  it  the  devil,  ey  con  promise  ye,  onless  their 
plans  be  frustrated,"  said  Nance. 

**That  can  be  easily  done,"  replied  Nicholas.  "  I'U  cause 
them  to  be  arrested  at  once." 

"Nah,  nah — that  canna  be,"  rejoined  Nance.  "You  mun 
bide  your  time." 

"  What !  and  allow  such  miscreants  to  go  at  large,  and  work 
any  malice  they  please  against  me  and  my  friends?"  replied 
Nicholas.  "  Show  me  where  they  are,  Nance,  or  I  must  make 
you  a  prisoner." 

"  Nah,  yo  winna  do  that,  squoire,"  she  replied,  in  a  tone  of 
good-humoured  defiance.  "  Te  winna  do  it  for  two  good  reasons  : 
first,  becose  yo'd  be  harming  a  freend,  who  wants  to  sarve  yo, 
and  win  do  so,  if  yo'n  let  her ;  and  secondly,  becose  if  yo  wur 
to  raise  a  finger  agen  me,  ey'd  deprive  yo  of  speech  an'  motion. 
When  the  reet  moment  comes  yo  shan  strike — ^boh  it's  nah  come 
yet.  The  fruit  is  nah  ripe  enough  to  gather.  Ey  am  os  anxious 
OS  you  con  be,  that  the  whole  o'  the  Demdike  brood  should  be 
swept  away — an'  it  shan  be,  if  yo'n  leave  it  to  me." 

"  Well„I  commit  the  matter  entirely  to  you,"  said  Nicholas. 
"  Apparently,  it  cannot  be  in  better  hands.  But  are  you  aware 
that  Christopher  Demdike  is  a  prisoner  here  in  Hoghton  Tower  ? 
He  was  taken  this  morning  in  the  park." 

"  Ey  knoa  it,"  replied  Nance ;  "  an*  ey  knoa  also  why  he  went 
there,  an'  it  wur  my  Intention  to  ha'  revealed  his  black  design  to 
yo.  However,  it  has  been  ordert  differently.  Boh  in  respect  to 
t'others  wait  tili  I  gie  you  the  signal.  They  are  disguised ;  boh 
even  if  ye  see  'em,  an'  recognise  'em,  dunna  let  it  appear  tili  ey 
gie  the  word,  or  yo'n  spoil  aw." 
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"Tour  injunctions  stall  be  obeyed  implicitly,  Nance,"  re- 
jolned  Nicholas.  "  I  have  now  perfect  reliance  upon  you.  But 
when  sliall  I  see  you  again  ?" 

"  That  depends  upon  circumstances,'*  she  replied.  "  To-neet, 
may  be — may  be  to-morrow  neet.  My  plans  maun  be  guided 
by  thpse  of  others.  Bon  when  next  yo  see  me  you  win  ha'  to 
act." 

And,  without  waiting  an  answer,  she  rushed  out  of  the  door- 
way,  and,  mingling  with  the  crowd,  was  instantly  lost  to  view ; 
while  Nicholas,  fuU  of  the  intelligence  he  had  received,  betook 
*  himself  slowly  to  his  lodgings. 

Scarcely  were  they  gone  when  a  door,  which  had  been  Stand- 
ing ajar,  near  them,  was  opened  wide,  and  disclosed  the  keen 
visage  of  Master  Potts. 

"  Here*s  a  pretty  plot  hatching — here's  a  nice  discovery  I  have 
made !"  soliloquised  the  attomey.  "  The  whole  Demdike  family, 
with  the  exception  of  the  old  witch  herseif  ^  whom  I  saw  bumt 
on  Pendle  Hill,  are  at  Hoghton  Tower.  This  shall  be  made 
known  to  the  King.  I'U  have  Nicholas  Assheton  arrested  at 
once,  and  the  woman  with  him,  whom  I  recognise  as  Nance 
Redfeme.  It  will  be  a  wonderful  stroke,  and  will  raise  me 
highly  in  his  Majesty's  estimation.  Tet  stay !  Will  not  this 
interfere  with  my  other  plans  with  Jennet  ?  Let  me  reflect.  I 
must  go  cautiously  to  work.  Besides,  if  I  cause  Nicholas  to  be 
arrested,  Nance  will  escape,  and  then  I  shaU  have  no  clue  to  the 
others.  No— no  ;  I  must  watch  Nicholas  closely,  and  take  upon 
myself  all  the  credit  of  the  discovery.  Perhaps  through  Jennet 
I  may  be  able  to  detect  their  disguises.  At  all  events,  I  will 
keep  a  sharp  look-out.  Affairs  are  now  drawing  toa  close,  and 
I  have  only,  like  a  wary  and  experienced  f owler,  to  lay  my  nets 
cleverly  to  catch  the  whole  covey." 

And  with  these  ruminations,  he  likewise  went  forth  into  the 
base  court. 

The  rest  of  the  day  was  one  round  of  festivity  and  enjoyment, 
in  which  all  classes  participatiod.  There  were  trials  of  slall  and 
strength,  running,  wrestling,  and  cudgelling  matches,  with  an 
infinite  variety  of  country  games  and  shows. 

Towards  five  o'clock,  a  rush-cart,  decked  with  flowers  and 
ribbons,  and  bestridden  by  men  bearing  garlands,  was  drawn  up 
in  front  of  the  central  building  of  the  tower,  in  an  open  winde w 
of  which  sat  James — a  well-pleased  spectator  of  the  different 
pastimes  going  f orward ;  and  several  lively  dances  were  executed 
by  a  troop  of  male  and  female  morris-dancers^  accompanied  by 
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a  tabor  and  pipe.  But  though  this  sliow  was  sufficiently  attrac- 
tive,  it  lacked  tbe  spirit  of  that  performed  at  Whalley ;  while 
the  character  of  Maid  Marion,  wHich  then  found  so  cbarming  a 
representative  in  Alison,  was  now  personated  by  a  man— and  if 
Nicholas  Assbeton,  wbo  was  amongst  tbe  bj Standers,  was  not 
deceived,  tbat  man  was  Jem  Device.  Enraged  by  this  discovery, 
tbe  squire  was  about  to  seize  tbe  ruffian ;  but,  calling  to  mind 
Nance's  counfiel,  he  refrained,  and  Jem  (if  it  indeed  were  he) 
retired  with  a  largess,  bestowed  by  the  royal  band,  as  a  reward 
for  bis  uneouth  gambols. 

Tbe  rusb-cart  and  morris-dancers  baving  disappeared^  anotber 
drollery  was  exbibited,  called  tbe  "  Fool  and  bis  Five  Sons,"  tbe 
names  of  the  hopeful  offspring  of  tbe  sapient  sire  being  Piekle 
Herring,  Blne  Hose,  Pepper  Hose,  Ginger  Hose,  and  Jack  All- 
spice.  The  humour  of  this  piece,  thougb  not  particularly  refined, 
seemed  to  be  appreciated  by  tbe  audience  generally,  as  well  as 
by  tbe  monarcb,  wbo  laugbed  heartily  at  its  coarse  buffoonery. 

Next  foUowed  "  Tbe  Plougb  and  Sword  Dance ;"  tbe  principal 
actors  being  a  number  of  grotesque  figures  armed  witb  swords, 
some  of  wbom  were  yoked  to  a  plougb,  on  wbicb  sat  a  piper, 
playing  lustily  wbile  dragged  along.  Tbe  plougb  was  guided 
by  a  man  clotbed  in  a  bear-skin,  witb  a  für  cap  on  bis  bead,  and 
a  long  tail,  like  tbat  of  a  lion,  dangling  bebind  bim.  In  this 
birsute  personage,  wbo  was  intended  to  represent  tbe  wood- 
demon,  Hobtburst,  Nicbolas  again  detected  Jem  Device,  and 
again  was  strongly  tempted  to  disobey  Nance's  injunction»,  and 
denounce  bim — tbe  ratber  tbat  be  recognised  in  an  attendant 
female,  in  a  fantastic  dress,  tbe  ruffian's  motber,  EHzabetb ;  but 
he  once  more  desisted. 

As  soon  as  tbe  mummers  arrived  in  front  of  tbe  King,  tbe 
dance  began.  Witb  tbeir  swords  beld  uprigbt,  tbe  party  took 
hands  and  wbeeled  rapidly  round  tbe  plougb,  keeping  time  to  a 
merry  measure  played  by  tbe  piper,  wbo  still  maintained  bis 
seat.  Suddenly  tbe  ring  was  enlarged  to  double  its  former  size, 
eacb  man  extending  bis  sword  to  bis  neigbbour,  wbo  took  bold 
of  tbe  point ;  after  wbicb  an  bexagonal  figure  was  formed, 
all  tbe  blades  being  brougbt  togetber.  Tbe  swords  were  then 
quickly  witbdrawn,  flasbing  bke  sunbeams,  and  a  four  square 
figure  was  presented,  tbe  dancers  vaulting  actively  over  eacb 
otber's  beads.  Otber  variations  succeeded,  not  necessary  to  be 
specified — and  tbe  sport  concluded  by  a  general  clasbing  of 
swords,  intended  to  represent  a  melee. 

Meanwhile,  Nioholas  had  been  joined  by  Eicbard  Assbeton, 
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and  the  latter  was  not  long  in  detecting  the  two  Devices  through 
their  disguises.  On  making  this  discovery  he  mentioned  it  to 
the  squire,  and  was  surprised  to  find  him  already  aware  of  the 
circnmstance,  and  not  less  astonished  when  he  was  advised  to 
let  them  alone ;  the  squire  adding,  he  was  unable  at  that  time 
to  giye  his  reasons  for  such  counsel,  but,  being  good  and  con- 
dusive,  Eichard  would  be  satisfied  of  their  proprietj  hereafter. 
The  young  man,  howerer,  thought  otherwise,  and,  notwithstand» 
ing  his  relative's  attempts  to  dissuade  him,  announced  his  inten« 
tion  of  causing  the  parUes  to  be  arrested  at  once ;  and  with  this 
design  he  went  in  search  of  an  officer  of  the  guard,  that  the 
captnre  might  be  efEected  without  disturbance.  But  the  thjrong 
was  so  dose  round  the  dancers  that  he  could  not  piax^e  it,  and 
being  compelled  to  retum  and  take  another  course,  he  got  nearer 
to  the  mazy  ring,  and  was  unceremoniously  pushed  aside  by  the 
mimimers.  At  this  moment  both  his  arms  were  forcibly  grasped, 
and  a  deep  voice  on  the  right  whispered  in  his  ear — "  Meddle 
not  with  US,  and  we  will  not  meddle  with  you,"  while  similar 
counsel  was  giyen  him  in  other  equally  menacing  tones,  though 
in  a  different  key,  on  the  left.  Richard  would  have  shaken  o& 
his  assailants,  and  seized  them  in  his  turn,  but  power  to  do  so 
was  wanting  to  him.  For  the  moment  he  was  deprived  of  speech 
and  motion  ;  but  while  thus  situated  he  feit  that  the  sapphire 
ring  given  him  by  the  King  was  snatched  from  his  finger  by  the 
first  Speaker,  whom  he  knew  to  be  Jem  Device,  while  a  fearful 
spell  was  muttered  over  him  by  Elizabeth. 

As  this  occurred  at  the  time  when  the  rattling  of  the  sword« 
engaged  the  whole  attention  of  the  speetators,  no  one  noticed 
what  was  going  forward  except  Nicholas,  and  bef ore  he  could 
get  up  to  the  young  man,  the  two  miscreants  were  gone,  nor 
could  any  one  teil  what  had  become  of  them. 

"  Have  the  wretches  done  you  a  mischief  ?"  asked  the  squire, 
in  a  low  tone,  of  Richard. 

"  They  have  stolen  the  King's  ring,  which  I  meant  to  use  in 
Alizon's  behalf,"  replied  the  young  man,  who  by  this  time  had 
recovered  his  speech. 

"  That  is  unlucky,  indeed,"  said  Nicholas.  "  But  we  can  defeat 
any  ill  design  they  may  intend,  by  acquainting  Sir  John  Finett 
with  the  circnmstance.*' 

"  Let  them  be,"  said  a  voice  in  his  ear.  "  The  time  is  not  yet 
come." 

The  squire  did  not  look  round,  for  he  well  knew  tiiat  the 
caution  proceeded  from  Nance  Redferne. 
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And,  accordingly,  he  observed  to  Eichard— "  Tarry  awhile, 
and  you  will  be  amply  avenged." 

And  with  this  assurance  tlie  young  man  was  fain  to  be 
content. 

Just  tben  a  trumpet  was  sounded,  and  a  herald  stationed  on 
the  summit  of  the  broad  flight  of  steps  leading  to  the  great  hall, 
proclaimed  in  a  loud  voice  that  a  tilting-match  was  about  to 
take  place  between  Archie  Armstrong,  jester  to  his  most  gracious 
Majesty,  and  Dayy  Droman,  who  fiUed  the  same  honourable  office 
to  his  Örace  the  Duke  of  Buckingham,  and  that  a  pair  of  gilt- 
heel'd  chopines  wouldbe  the  reward  of  the  successful  combatant. 
This  announcement  was  received  with  cheers,  and  preparations 
were  instantly  made  f or  the  mock  toumey.  A  large  circle  being 
formed  by  the  yeomen  of  the  guard,  with  an  alley  leading  to  it 
on  either  side,  the  two  combatants,  moimted  on  gaudy-capa- 
risoned  hobby-horses,  rode  into  the  ring.  Both  were  armed  to 
the  teeth,  each  having  a  dish-cover  braced  around  him  in  lieu  of 
a  breastplate,  a  newly-scoured  brass  porringer  on  his  head,  a 
large  pewter  platter  instead  of  a  buckler,  and  a  spit  with  a  bung 
at  the  point,  to  prevent  mischief,  in  place  of  a  lance.  The  duke's 

i'ester  was  an  obese  little  fellow,  and  his  appearance  in  this  war- 
ike  gear  was  so  eminently  ridiculous,  that  it  provoked  roars  of 
laughter,  while  Archie  was  scarcely  less  ridiciilous.  After  cur- 
veting  round  the  arena  in  imitation  of  knights  of  chivalry,  and 
performing  "their  careers,  their  prankers,  their  false  trots,  their 
smooth  ambles,  and  Canterbury  paces,"  the  two  Champions  took 
np  a  Position  opposite  each  other,  with  difficulty,  as  it  seemed, 
feining  in  their  pawing  chargers,  and  awaiting  the  signal  of 
attack  to  be  given  by  Sir  John  Finett,  the  judge  of  the  touma- 
ment.  This  was  not  long  delayed,  and  the  "  laissez  aller"  being 
pronounced,  the  preux  Chevaliers  started  forward  with  so  much 
fury,  and  so  little  discretion,  that  nieeting  half-way  with  a 
tremendous  shock,  and  butting  against  each  other  like  two  rams, 
both  were  thrown  violently  backwards,  exhibiting,  amid  the 
shouts  of  the  spectators,  their  heels,  no  longer  hidden  by  the 
trappings  of  their  steeds,  Mcking  in  the  air.  Encumbered  as 
they  were,  some  little  time  elapsed  before  they  could  regain 
their  feet,  and  their  lances  having  been  removed  in  the  mean- 
time,  by  order  of  Sir  John  Finett,  as  being  weapons  of  too 
dangerous  a  description  for  such  truculent  combatants,  they 
attacked  each  other  with  their  broad  lathen  daggers,  dealing 
gounding  blows  upon  hehn,  habergeon,  and  shield,  but  doing 
little  personal  mischief.    The  strife  raged  furiously  for  some 
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time,  and,  as  the  Champions  appeared  pretty  well  matched,  it 
was  not  easy  to  say  how  it  would  terminate,  when  cliance  seemed 
to  decide  in  f avour  of  Davy  Dröman ;  f  or,  in  dealing  a  heavier 
blow  than  usual,  Archie's  dagger  snapped  in  twain,  leaving  him 
at  the  mercy  of  his  Opponent.  On  this,  the  doughty  Davy, 
crowing  lustily  like  a  chanticleer,  called  upon  him  to  yield ;  but 
Archie  was  so  wroth  at  his  misadventure,  that,  instead  of  com- 
plying,  he  sprang  forward,  and  with  the  hilt  of  his  broken 
weapon  dealt  his  elated  Opponent  a  severe  blow  on  the  side  of 
the  head,  not  only  knocking  off  the  porringer,  but  stretching 
him  on  the  ground  beside  it.  The  punishment  he  had  received 
was  enough  for  poor  Davy.  He  made  no  attempt  to  rise,  and 
Airchie,  crowing  in  his  turn,  trampling  on  the  body  of  his  pro- 
strate foe,  and  then  capering  joyously  around  it,  was  declared 
the  Victor,  and  received  the  gilt  chopines  from  the  judge,  amidst 
the  laughter  and  acclamations  of  the  beholders. 

With  this  the  public  sports  concluded ;  and,  as  evening  was 
drawing  on  apace,  such  of  the  guests  as  were  not  invited  to  pass 
the  night  within  the  tower  took  their  departure  ;  while  shortly 
afterwards,  supper  being  served  in  the  banqueting-hall  on  a 
Scale  of  profusion  and  magnificence  quite  equal  to  the  earlier 
repast;  the  King  and  the  whole  of  his  train  sat  down  to  it. 


•^/r^'^^Km 


X. 

EYENINa  BKTEBTAINMENTS. 

Other  amusements  were  reserved  for  the  evening.  While 
revelry  was  again  held  in  the  great  hall ;  while  the  tables  groaned 
for  the  third  time  since  moming  with  good  cheer,  and  the  ruby 
wine,  which  seemed  to  gush  from  inexhaustible  fountains,  man- 
tled  in  the  silver  flagons ;  while  seneschal,  sewer,  and  pantler, 
with  the  yeoman  of  the  buttery  and  kitchen,  were  again  actively 
engaged  in  their  vocations  ;  while  of  the  three  hundred  guests, 
more  than  half,  as  if  insatiate,  again  vied  with  each  other  in 
prowess  with  the  trencher  and  the  goblet ;  while,  in  the  words 
pf  old  Taylor,  the  water  poet,  but  who  was  no  water  drinker— 
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and  who  thus  sang  of  the  hospitality  of  the  men  of  Mancliester 
in  the  early  part  of  the  seventeenth  Century — ^they  had 

"  Roast,  boil'd,  bak'd,  too,  too  muoh,  white,  claret,  sack. 
Nothhig  they  thought  too  heavy  or  too  hot, 
Can  foUow'd  can,  and  pot  sncceeded  pot." 

•— during  this  time  preparations  were  makingfor  fresh  entertain- 
ments  out  of  doors. 

The  gardens  at  Hoghton  Tower,  though  necessarily  con&ned 
in  spaoe,  owing  to  their  Situation  on  the  brow  of  a  hill,  were 
beautifully  laid  out,  and  commanded  from  their  balustred 
terraces  magnificent  yiews  of  the  surrounding  country.  Below 
them  lay  the  well-wooded  park,  skirted  by  the  silvery  Darwen, 
with  the  fair  village  of  Walton-le-Dale  immediately  beyond  it, 
the  proud  town  of  Preston  further  on,  and  the  single-coned 
Nese  Point  rising  majestically  in  the  distance.  The  principal 
garden  eonstituted  a  square,  and  was  divided  with  mathematical 
precision,  according  to  the  formal  taste  of  the  time,  into  smaller 
Squares,  with  a  broad  well-kept  gravel  walk  at  each  angle. 
These  plots  were  arranged  in  various  figures  and  devices — such 
as  the  cinq-foil,  the  flower-de-luce,  the  trefoil,  the  lozenge,  the 
fret,  the  diamond,  the  crossbow,  and  the  oval — ^all  very  elaborate 
and  intricate  in  design.  Besides  these  knots,  as  they  were 
termed,  there  were  labyrinths,  and  clipped  yew-tree  walks,  and 
that  indispensable  requisite  to  a  garden  at  the  period,  a  maze. 
In  the  centre  was  a  gras&y  eminence  surmounted  by  a  pavilion, 
in  front  of  which  spread  a  grass-plot  of  smoothest  turf ,  ordinarily 
used  as  a  bowling-green.  At  the  lower  end  of  this,  a  temporary 
stage  was  erected  for  the  masque  about  to  be  represented  bef ore 
the  King.  Torches  were  Idndled,  and  numerous  lamps  burned 
in  the  branches  of  the  adjoining  trees ;  but  they  were  scarcely 
needed,  for  the  moon  being  at  tiie  füll,  the  glorious  efEulgence 
shed  by  her  upon  the  scene  rendered  all  other  light  pale  and 
ineffectual. 

Alfter  supper,  at  which  the  drinking  was  deeper  than  at  dinner, 
the  whole  of  the  revellers  repaired  to  the  garden,  füll  of  frolic 
and  merriment,  and  well-disposed  for  any  diversion  in  störe  for 
them.  The  King  was  conducted  to  the  bowling-green  by  bis 
host,  preceded  by  a  crowd  of  attendants  bearing  odoriferous 
torches ;  but  the  royal  galt  being  somewhat  unsteady,  the  aid  of 
Sir  öübert  Hoghton*s  arm  was  required  to  keep  the  monareh 
from  stumbling.  The  rest  of  the  bacchanalians  foUowed,  and, 
■«lated  as  they  were,  it  will  not  be  wondered  that  they  put  very 
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little  restraint  upon  themselres,  but  shouted,  sajig,  danced,  and 
indulged  in  all  sorts  of  license. 

Opposite  the  stage  prepared  for  the  masquers  a  platform  had 
been  reared,  in  front  of  widoh  was  a  chair  for  the  King,  with 
seats  for  the  nobles  and  principal  guests  behind  it.  The  sides 
were  hung  with  curtains  of  crimson  velvet,  fringed  with  gold ; 
the  roof  decorated  like  a  canopy,  so  that  it  had  a  very  magni- 
ficent  effect.  James  loUed  back  in  hi«  chair,  and  jested  loudly 
and  rather  indecorously  with  the  various  personages  as  they  took 
their  places  around  him.  In  less  than  five  minutes  the  whole  of 
the  green  was  filled  with  revellers,  and  great  was  the  pnshing 
and  jostling,  the  laughing  and  screaming,  that  ensued  among 
them.  Silence  was  then  enjoined  by  Sir  John  Finett,  who  had 
stationed  himself  on  the  steps  of  the  stage,  and  at  this  conunand 
the  assemblage  became  comparatively  quiet,  though  now  and 
then  a  half-suppressed  titter^  or  a  smothered  scream  would 
break  out.  Aniid  this  silence  the  King's  voice  could  be  dis- 
tinctly  heard,  and  his  coarse  J€sts  reached  the  ears  of  the 
astonished  audience,  provoMng  many  a  severe  comment  from 
the  eiders,  and  much  secret  laughter  from  the  Juniors. 

The  masque  began.  Two  tutelar  deities  appeared  on  the  stage. 
They  were  f  ollowed  by  a  band  of  f  oresters  clad  in  Lincoln  green, 
with  bows  at  their  backs.  The  first  deity  wore  a  white  linen 
tunic,  with  flesh-coloured  hose  and  red  buskins,  and  had  a 
purple  taffeta  mantle  over  his  Shoulders.  In  his  hand  he  held 
a  palm  branch,  and  a  garland  of  the  same  leaves  was  woven 
round  his  brow.  The  second  household  god  was  a  big.brawny 
varlet,  wild  and  shaggy  in  appearance,  being  clothed  in  the  skins 
of  beasts,  with  sandals  of  untanned  cowhide.  On  his  head  was 
a  garland  of  oak  leaves,  and  from  his  neck  hung  a  hom.  He 
was  armed  with  a  hunting-spear  and  wood-knife,  and  attended 
by  a  large  Lancashire  mastif^.  Advanciag  to  the  front  of  the 
stage,  the  foremost  personage  thus  addressed  the  monarch : 

"  This  day — ^great  Sing,  for  goyemment  admired  I 
Which  these  thy  subjects  have  so  much  desired — 
Shall  be  kept  holy  in  their  heart's  best  treasuro, 
And  Yow'd  to  James  as  is  this  month  to  Caesar, 
And  uow  the  landlord  of  this  ancient  Tower, 
Thrice  fortunate  to  see  this  happy  hour, 
Whose  trembling  heart  thy  presence  sets  on  fire, 
Unto  this  house — the  heart  of  all  our  shire — 
Does  bid  thee  cordial  welcome,  and  would  speak  il 
In  high^  notes,  bat  extreme  joy  doth  break  it. 
He  makes  his  guests  most  welcome,  in  his  eyes 
Loye  tears  do  sit,  not  he  that  shouts  and  cries. 
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And  we,  the  antiqne  g^nardians  of  this  place, — 

I  of  this  house— he  of  the  fmitful  chase, — 

Since  the  bold  Hoghtons  from  the  hill  took  name, 

Who  with  the  stiff,  nnhiidled  Saxons  came, 

And  so  have  flonrish'd  in  this  fairer  clime 

Successively  from  that  to  this  oor  time, 

Still  offering  up  to  onr  immortal  powers 

Sweet  incense,  wine,  and  odoriferons  flowers  t 

While  sacred  Vesta,  in  her  virgin  tire, 

With  YowB  and  wishes  tends  to  hallow'd  fire» 

Now  Boeing  that  thy  Majesty  is  thns 

Greater  tluin  honsehold  deities  like  ns, 

We  render  up  to  thy  nwre  powerfnl  goard, 

This  Tower.    This  knight  is  thine — ^he  is  thy  ward 

For  by  thy  helping  and  anspicions  hand, 

He  and  his  home,  shall  eyer,  ever  stand 

And  flourish,  in  despite  of  envions  fate ; 

And  then  liye,  like  Angnstos,  fortunate. 

And  long,  long  mayst  thon  live ! — To  which  both  men 

And  gufurdian  angels  cry — '  Amen  I   amen !'  " 

James,  who  had  demeaned  liimself  critically  during  the  delivery 
of  the  address,  observed  at  its  close  to  Sir  Eichard  Hoghton,  who 
was  Standing  immediately  behind  his  chair,  "We  cannot  say 
meikle  for  the  rhymes,  which  are  but  indifferently  strung  to- 
gether,  but  the  sentiments  are  leal  and  gude,  and  that  is  a'  we 
care  for." 

On  this  the  second  tutelar  divinity  advanced,  and  throwing 
himself  into  an  attitude,  as  if  bewildered  by  the  augiist  presence 
in  which  he  stood^  exclaimed : 

"  Thou  greatest  of  mortals !" 

And  then  stopped,  as  if  utterly  confounded. 

The  King  looked  at  him  for  a  moment,  and  then  roared  out : 
"Weel,  gudeman,  your  commencement  is  pertinent  and  true 
enough ;  and  though  we  be  *  the  greatest  of  mortals,'  as  ye  style 
US,  dinna  fash  yoursel'  about  our  grandeur,  but  go  on,  as  if  we 
were  nae  better  nor  wiser  than  your  ain  simple  sei'." 

But,  instead  of  encouraging  the  dumbfoundered  deity,  this 
Speech  completely  upset  hrm.  He  hastily  retfeated;  and,  in 
trying  to  screen  himself  behind  the  huntsman,  feil  back  from 
the  stage,  and  his  hound  leapt  after  him.  The  incident,  whether 
premeditated  or  not,  amused  the  spectators  much  more  than  any 
Speech  he  could  have  delivered,  and  the  King  joined  heartily  in 
the  merriment. 

Silence  being  again  restored,  the  first  divinity  came  f orward 
once  more,  and  spokie  thus  : 
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"  Dread  lord  !  thy  Majeety  hath  stricken'dumb 
His  weaker  god-head  ;  if  to  himself  he  come, 
Unto  thy  sorvice  straight  he  will  commend 
These  foresters,  and  Charge  them  to  attond 
Thy  pleasnre  in  this  park,  and  show  such  sport 
To  the  Chief  hnntsman  and  thy  princely  court 
Ab  the  small  circle  of  this  round  affords, 
And  be  more  ready  than  he  was  in  words."* 

"  Weel  spoken,  and  to  the  purpose,  gude  fallow/*  cried  James. 
"  And  we  take  this  opportunity  of  assuring  our  worthy  host,  in 
the  presence  of  his  other  guests,  that  we  have  never  had  better 
Sport  in  park  or  forest  than  we  have  this  day  enjoyed — have 
never  eaten  better  cheer,  nor  quafEed  better  wine  than  at  his 
board — and,  altogether,  have  never  been  more  hospitably  wel- 
comed." 

Sir  Richard  was  overwhelmed  by  his  Majesty's  commendation. 

"  I  have  done  nothing,  my  gracious  liege,"  he  said,  "  to  merit 
such  acknowledgment  on  your  part,  and  the  delight  I  expe- 
rience  is  only  tempered  by  my  utter  miworthiness." 

"Hoot-toot!  man,"  replied  James,  jocularly,  "ye  merit  -a 
vast  deal  mair  than  we  hae  said  to  yon.  But  gude  folk  dinna 
always  get  their  deserts.  Te  ken  that,  Sir  Eichard.  And  now 
hae  ye  not  some  ither  droUeries  in  störe  for  us  ?" 

The  baronet  replied  in  the  affirmative,  and  soon  afterwards 
the  stage  was  occupied  by  a  new  class  of  performers,  and  a 
drollery  commenced  which  kept  the  audience  in  one  continual 
roar  of  laughter  so  long  as  it  lasted.  And  yet  none  of  the  parts 
had  been  studied,  the  actors  entirely  trusting  to  their  own 
powers  of  comedy  to  carry  it  out.  The  principal  character  was 
the  Cap  Justice,  enacted  by  Sir  John  Pinett,  vmo  took  occasion 
in  the  course  of  the  Performance  to  lampoon  and  satirise  most  of 
the  eminent  legal  cnaracters  of  the  day,  mimicking  the  voices 
and  manners  of  the  three  justices — Crooke,  Hoghton,  and 
Doddridge — so  admirably,  that  his  hearers  were  weU-nigh  con- 
vulsed ;  and  the  three  leamed  gentlemen,  who  sat  near  the  King, 
though  fully  conscious  öf  the  ridicule  applied  to  them,  were 
obliged  to  laugh  with  the  rest.  But  the  unsparing  satirist  was 
not  content  with  this,  but  went  on,  with  most  of  the  other 
attendants  upon  the  King,  and  being  intimately  versed  in  court 
scandal,  he  directed  his  msh  with  telling  effect.    As  a  contrast 

*  These  speeches,  given  by  Nichok  a»  derived  from  the  famüy  reeords  of 
Sir  Henry  Philip  Hoghton,  Bart,  were  actually  deÜTered  ftt  ft  muqjoBf  repre- 
sented  on  occasion  of  King  James's  visit  to  Hoghton  Tower. 
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to  the  malicious  plea8a«ntr7  of  the  Cap  Justice,  were  the  gambols 
and  jests  of  Eobin  öoodfellow — a  merry  imp,  who,  if  he  led 
people  into  mischief,  was  always  ready  to  get  them  out  of  it. 
Then  ttiere  was  a  dance  by  BiÜ  Huckfer,  old  Ciambo,  and  Tom 
o'  Bedlam,  the  half-orazed  ixidividual  abready  mentioned  as  being 
among  the  crowd  in  the  base  coiart.  This  was  applftuded  to  the 
echo,  and  consequently  repeated.  But  the  most  diverting  scene 
of  all  was  that  in  which  Jem  Tospot  and  the  three  Doli  Wangos 
appeared.  Though  given  in  the  broadest  vernacnlar  of  thce 
county,  and  scarcely  intelligible  to  the  whole  of  the  Company, 
the  dialogue  of  this  part  of  the  piece  was  so  lifelike  and  natural 
that  every  one  recognised  its  truth ;  while  the  situations,  arranged 
with  the  slightest  efEort^  and  on  the  spur  of  the  moment,  were 
extremely  ludicrous.  The  scene  was  supposed  to  take  place  in  a 
small  Lajicashire  alehouse,  where  a  jovial  pedler  was  carousing, 
and  where,  being  visitedbyhis  three  sweethearts— each  of  whona. 
he  privately  declared  to  be  the  favourite — he  had  to  reconcile 
their  differences,  and  keep  them  all  in  good  humour.  Familiär 
with  the  character  in  all  its  aspects,  Nicholas  played  it  to  the 
lif e ;  and,  to  do  them  justice,  Dames  Baldwyn,  Tetlow,  and  Nance 
Eedf eme  were  but  little,  if  at  all  inferior  to  him.  There  was  a 
reality  in  their  jealous  quarrelling  that  gave  infinite  zest  to  the 
Performance» 

**  Saul  o'  my  body !"  exclaimed  James,  admiringly,  "  those 
are  three  braw  women.  Ane  of  them  maun  be  sax  feet  if  she 
is  an  inch,  and  weel  naade  and  weel  favourt,  too.  Zounds !  Sir 
Eichard,  there*  s  nae  standing  the  spells  o'  your  Lancashire 
Witches.  High-bom  and  low-bom,  they  are  a*  alike.  I  wad 
their  only  witchcraft  lay  in  their  een.  I  should  then  hae  the  less 
fear  of  'em.  But  have  you  aught  mair  ?  f or  it  is  growing  late, 
and  ye  ken  we  hae  something  to  do  in  that  pavilion," 

"  Only  a  merry  dance,  my  liege,  in  which  a  man  will  appear  in 
a  dendrdogical  foliage  of  frondis,"  replied  the  baronet. 

James  laughed  at  the  description,  and  soon  afterwards  a  party 
of  mummers,  nude  and  f emale,  clad  in  various  grotesque  garbs, 
appeared  on  the  stage.  In  the  midst  of  them  was  the  "  dendro- 
logical  man,"  enclosed  in  a  framework  of  green  boughs,  like 
that  bome  by  a  modern  Jack-in-the-green.  A  ring  was  formed 
by  the  mummers,  and  the  round  commenced  to  lively  music. 

While  the  mazy  measure  was  proceeding,  Nance  Eedfeme, 
who  had  quitted  the  stage  with  Nichola«,  and  now  stood  close  to 
him  among  the  spectators,  said  in  a  low  tone,  "  Look  there  V* 

The  squire  glanced  in  the  direction  indicated,  and  to  bis  »lur. 
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prise  and  terror,  distin^ished  among  the  crowd  at  a  little 
distance,  the  figure  of  a  Cistercian  monk. 

"  He  is  invisible  to  every  eye  except  oiip  own,"  wliispered 
Kance,  "  and  is  come  to  teil  me  it  is  time." 

"  Time  for  what  ?"  demanded  Nicholas. 

"  Time  for  you  to  seize  those  two  accnrsed  Devices,  Jem  and 
bis  mother,"  replied  Nance.  "  They  are  both  on  yon  boards. 
Jem  is  the  man  in  the  tree,  and  Elizabeth  is  the  owd  crone  in 
the  red  kirtle  and  high*crowned  hat.  Yo  win  knoa  her  f eaw  f eaee 
when  yo  pluck  off  her  mask." 

"  The  monk  is  gone,"  eried  Nicholas ;  "  I  have  kept  my  eyes 
steadily  fixed  on  him,  and  he  has  melted  into  air.  What  has  he 
to  do  with  the  Devices  ?" 

"  He  is  their  fate,"  retumed  Nance,  "  an*  ey  ha'  acting  imder 
his  Orders.     Boh  moiint,  an'  seize  them.    Ey  win  ge  wi'  ye." 

Forcing  his  way  through  the  crowd,  Nicholas  ran  np  the  steps, 
and,  foUowed  by  Kance,  sprang  npon  the  stage.  His  appearance 
occasioned  considerable  surprise;  but  as  he  was  recognised  by 
the  spectators  as  the  jolly  Jem  Tospot,  who  had  so  recently  di- 
verted  them,  and  his  companion  as  one  of  the  three  Doli  Wangos, 
in  anticipation  of  some  more  fun,  they  received  him  with  a 
round  of  applause.  Bnt  without  stopping  to  acknowledge  it,  or 
being  for  a  moment  diverted  £rom  his  purpose,  Nicholas  seized 
the  old  crone,  and,  consigning  her  to  Nance,  caught  hold  of  the 
leafy  frame  in  which  the  man  was  encased,  and  puUed  him  from 
imder  it.  But  he  began  to  think  he  had  unkennelled  the  wrong 
fox,  for  the  man,  though  a  tall  fellow,  bore  no  resemblance  to 
Jem  Device ;  while,  when  the  crone's  mask  was  plucked  off,  she 
was  f ound  to  be  a  comely  young  woman.  Meanwhile,  all  around 
was  in  an  nproar.  and  l^iA  hurricane  of  hisses,  yells,  and 
other  indications  of  displeasure  from  the  spectators,  several  of 
the  mummers  demanded  the  meaning  of  such  a  strai^  and 
unwarrantable  proceeding. 

"  They  are  a  couple  of  witches,"  cried  Nicholas ;  "  this  is  Jem 
Device  and  his  mother  Elizabeth." 

"  My  name  is  nother  Jem  nor  Device,"  cried  the  man. 

"  Nor  mine  Elizabeth,"  screamed  the  woman. 

"  We  know  the  Devices,"  cried  two  or  three  voices,  "  and  these 
are  none  of  'em." 

Nicholas  was  perplexed.  The  storm  increased ;  threats  accom- 
panied  the  hisses ;  when  luckily  he  espied  a  ring  on  the  man's 
finger.  He  instantly  seized  his  hand;  and  held  it  up  to  the 
general  gaze. 
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"  A  proof ! — a  proof !"  lie  cried.  "  This  sapphire  ring  was 
given  by  the  King  to  my  cousin,  Richard  Assheton,  this  moming, 
and  stolen  from  him  by  Jem  Device." 

"Examine  tbeir  features  again,"  said  Nance  Eedf erne,  waving 
her  hands  over  them.     "  To  win  aw  knoa  them  now." 

The  woman's  face  instantly  altered.  Many  years  being  added 
to  it  in  a  breath.  The  man  changed  equally.  The  utmost 
astonishment  was  evinced  by  all  at  the  transformation,  and  the 
bystanders  who  had  spoken  before,  now  cried  out,  loudly — "  We 
Imow  them  perfectly,  now.     They  are  the  two  Devices." 

By  this  time  an  officer,  attended  by  a  party  of  halberdiers, 
had  mounted  the  boards,  and  the  two  prisoners  were  delivered 
to  their  custody  by  Nicholas. 

**  Howd !"  cried  the  man.  "  Ey  win  no  longer  deny  my  name. 
Ey  am  Jem  Device,  an*  this  is  my  mother,  Elizabeth.  Boh  a 
warse  off  ender  than  either  on  us  Stands  afore  yo.  This  woman 
is  Nance  Redferne,  grandowter  of  the  owd  hag,  Mother  Chattox. 
Ey  Charge  her  wi'  makin'  wax  images,  au'  sticMn'  pins  in  'em, 
wi'  intent  to  kill  folk.  Hoo  wad  ha'  kilt  me  mysel',  wi'  her 
devilry,  if  ey  hadna  been  too  streng  f or  her — an'  that's  why  hoo 
bears  me  malice,  an'  has  betrayed  me  to  Squoire  Nicholas 
Assheton.     Seize  her,  an'  ca'  me  as  a  witness  agen  her." 

And  as  Nance  was  secured,  he  laughed  malignantly. 

"  Ey  care  not,"  replied  Nance.  "  Ey  am  now  revenged  on  you 
both." 

While  this  Impromptu  Performance  took  place,  as  much  to 
the  surprise  of  James  as  of  any  one  eise,  and  while  he  was 
desiring  Sir  Richard  Hoghton  to  ascertain  what  it  all  meant — 
at  the  very  moment  that  the  two  Devices  and  Nance  removed 
from  the  stage,  an  usher  approached  the  monarch,  and  said  that 
Master  Potts  entreated  a  moment's  audience  of  his  Majesty. 

"  Potts  !"  exclaimed  James,  somewhat  confused.  "  Wha  is 
he  ? — ah,  yes  l  I  recoUect — a  witch-finder.  Weel,  let  him  ap- 
proach." 

Accordingly,  the  next  moment  the  little  attorney,  whose  face 
was  evidently  charged  with  some  tremendous  intelligence,  was 
ushered  into  the  King's  presence. 

After  a  profound  reverence,  he  said,  "  May  it  please  your 
Majesty,  I  have  something  for  your  private  ear." 

'*  Aweel,  then,"  replied  James,  **  approach  us  mair  closely. 
What  hae  ye  got  to  say,  sir?    Aughtmair  anent  these  witchesr" 

"A  great  deal,  sire,"  said  Potts,  in  an  impressive  tone. 
*'  Something  dreadful  has  happened — something  terrible." 
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"  Ell !  what  ?"  exclaimed  James,  looking  alarmed.  "  What  is 
it,  man?     Speak!" 

"  Murder !  sire, — murder  has  been  done,"  said  Potts,  in  low 
tlirilling  accents. 

"Murder!"  exclaimed  James,  Horror- stricken.  "Teil  us  a' 
about  it,  and  witbout  more  ado." 

But  Potts  was  still  circumspect.  With  an  air  of  deepest 
mystery,  be  approacbed  bis  bead  as  near  as  be  dared  to  tbat  of 
tbe  monarcb,  and  wbispered  in  bis  ear. 

"  Can  tbis  be  true  ?"  cried  James.  "  If  sae — it's  very  sbock- 
ing — ^very  sad." 

"  It  is  too  true,  as  your  Majesty  will  find  on  investigation," 
replied  Potts.  "  Tbe  little  girl  I  told  you  of ,  Jennet  Device,  saw 
it  done." 

"Weel,  weel,  tbere  is  nae  accounting  for  buman  frailty  and 
wickedness,"  said  James.  "  Let  a'  necessary  steps  be  taten  at 
once.  We  will  consider  wbat  to  do.  But — d'ye  bear,  sir  ? — 
dinna  let  tbe  bairn  Jennet  go.  Haud  ber  fast.  D*ye  mind  tbat  ? 
Now  go,  and  cause  tbe  guilty  party  to  be  put  under  arrest." 

And  on  receiving  tbis  command,  Master  Potts  departed. 

Scarcely  was  be  gone  tban  Nicbolas  Assbeton  came  up  to  tbe 
railing  of  tbe  platform,  and,  imploring  bis  Majesty's  forgiveness 
for  tbe  disturbance  be  bad  occasioned,  explained  tbat  it  bad 
been  owing  to  tbe  seizure  of  tbe  two  Devices,  wbo,  for  some 
wicked  but  unexplained  purpose,  bad  contrived  to  introduce 
tbemselves,  under  various  disguises,  into  tbe  tower. 

"  Ye  did  rigbt  to  arrest  tbe  miscreants  sir,"  said  James.  "  But 
bae  ye  beard  wbat  bas  bappened  ?" 

"  No,  my  liege,"  replied  Nicbolas,  alarmed  by  tbe  King's 
manner ;  "  wbat  is  it  ?" 

"  Come  nearer,  and  ye  sball  learn,"  replied  James  ;  "  for  we 
wadna  bae  it  bruited  abroad,  tbougb  if  true,  as  we  canna  doubt, 
it  wiU  be  known  soon  enougb." 

And  as  tbe  squire  beut  forward,  be  imparted  some  intelligence 
to  bim,  wbicb  instantly  cbanged  tbe  expression  of  tbe  latter  to 
one  of  mingled  borror  and  rage. 

"  It  is  false,  sire !"  be  cried.  "  I  will  answer  for  ber  inno- 
cence  witb  my  life.  Sbe  could  not  do  it.  Tour  Majesty 's 
patience  is  abused.  It  is  Jennet  wbo  bas  done  it — not  sbe. 
But  I  will  unravel  tbe  terrible  mystery.  You  bave  tbe  otber 
two  wretcbes  prisoners,  and  can  enforce  tbe  trutb  from  tbem." 

"  We  will  essay  to  do  so,"  replied  James ;  "  but  we  bave  also 
anotber  prisoner." 
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"  Christopher  Demdike  ?"  said  Nicholas. 

"  Ay,  Christopher  Demdike,"  rejoined  James.  "  But  another 
besides  him — Mistress  Nutter.  You  stare,  sir ;  but  it  is  true. 
She  is  in  yonder  pavilion.  We  ken  fu*  weel  wha  assisted  her 
flight,  and  wha  concealed  her.  Maister  Potts  has  told  us  a'.  It 
IS  weel  for  you  that  your  puir  kinsman,  Eichard  Assheton,  did 
uß  sie  gude  service  at  the  boar-himt  to-day.  We  shall  not  now 
be  unmindf  ul  of  it,  even  though  he  cannot  send  us  the  ring  we 
gave  him." 

"  It  is  here,  sire,"  replied  Nicholas.  "  It  was  stolen  from  him 
by  the  villain,  Jem  Device.  The  poor  youth  meant  to  use  it  for 
ALizon.  I  now  deliver  it  to  your  Majesty,  as  Coming  from  him, 
in  her  behalf." 

"  And  we  sae  receive  it,"  replied  the  monarch,  brushing  away 
the  moisture  that  gathered  thickly  in  his  eyes. 

At  tids  moment,  a  tall  personage,  wrapped  in  a  cloak,  who 
appeared  to  be  an  officer  of  the  guard,  approached  the  railing. 

"  I  am  come  to  inform  your  Majesty  that  Christopher  Dem- 
dike has  just  died  of  his  wounds,"  said  this  personage. 

''  And  sae  he  has  had  a  straedeath,  after  a' !"  rejoined  James. 
"  Weel,  we  are  sorry  for  it." 

"  His  portion  will  be  etemal  bale,"  observed  the  officer. 

"How  know  you  that,  sir,"  demanded  the  King,  sharply, 
"  You  are  not  his  judge." 

"  I  witnessed  his  end,  sire,"  replied  the  officer ;  "  and  no  man 
who  died  as  he  died  can  be  saved.  The  Fiend  was  beside  him  at 
the  death-throes." 

"  Save  us!"  exclaimed  James.  "Ye  dinna  say  so?  G-od's 
santie !  man,  but  this  is  grewsome,  and  gars  the  flesh  creep  on 
one*s  banes.  Let  his  foul  carcase  be  taen  awa',  and  hangit  on  a 
gibbet  on  the  hill  where  Malkin  Tower  aince  stood,  as  awaming 
to  a*  sie  heinous  off  enders." 

As  the  King  ceased  speaking,  Master  Potts  appeared,  out  of 
breath  and  greatly  excited. 

"  She  has  escaped,  sire  !"  he  cried. 

"Wha!  Jennet!"  exclaimed  James.  "If  sae,  we  will  hang 
you  in  her  stead." 

"  No,  sire — Alizon,"  replied  Potts.  "  I  can  nowhere  find  her ; 
nor "  and  he  hesitated. 

"Weel — ^weel — ^it  is  nae  great  matter,"  replied  James, asif  re- 
lieved,  and  with  a  glance  of  satisfaction  at  Nicholas. 

"I  know  where  Alizon  is,  sire,"  said  the  officer. 

"Indeed!"   exclaimed    James.      "This   fellow  is   strangelj 
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officious,"  he  inuttered  to  himself .     "  And  whero  may  ßbe  be, 
sir  ?'*  lie  added,  aloud. 

"  I  will  produce  her  within  a  quarter  of  an  hour  in  yonder 
pavilion,"  replied  the  officer,  "and  all  that  Master  Potts  has 
been  unable  to  find." 

"  Your  Majesty  may  trust  hiiU)"  observed  Nicholas,  who  had 
attentively  regarded  the  officer.  "  Depend  upon  it  he  will  mako 
good  his  words." 

"  You  think  so  ?"  cried  the  King.  "  Then  wo  will  put  him  to 
the  test.  You  will  engage  to  confront  Alizon  with  her  mother  ?" 
he  added  to  the  officer. 

"  I  will,  sire,"  replied  the  other.  "  But  I  shaU  require  the  a«- 
sistance  of  a  dozen  men." 

"  Tak*  twenty,  if  you  will,"  replied  the  King. — "  I  am  impatient 
to  see  what  you  can  do." 

"  In  a  quarter  of  an  hour  all  shall  be  ready  within  the  pavilion, 
sire,"  replied  the  officer.  "You  have  seen  one  masque  to- 
night ; — but  you  shall  now  behold  a  different  one — ^the  masque 
of  death." 

And  he  disappeared. 

Nicholas  feit  sure  he  would  accomplish  his  task,  for  he  had 
recognised  in  him  the  Cistercian  monk. 

"  Where  is  Sir  Eichard  Assheton  of  Middleton?"  inquired  the 
King. 

"  He  left  the  tower  with  his  daughter  Dorothy,  immediately 
after  the  banquet,"  replied  Nicholas. 

"  I  am  glad  of  it — right  glad,"  replied  the  monarch  ;  "  the 
terrible  intelligence  can  be  the  better  broken  to  them.  If  it  had 
come  upon  them  suddenly  it  might  have  been  fatal — especially 
to  the  puir  lassie.  Let  Sir  Ralph  Assheton  of  WhaUey  come  to 
me — and  Master  Eoger  Nowell  of  Eead.** 

"Your  Majesty  shall  be  obeyed,"  replied  Sir  Richard  Hoghton. 

The  King  then  gave  some  instructions  respecting  the  prisoners, 
and  bade  Master  Potts  have  Jennet  in  readiness. 

And  now  to  see  what  terrible  thing  had  happened. 
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XI. 

PATALITY. 

AxiOKa  the  eastem  terrace  a  youth  and  maiden  were  pacing 
slowly.  They  had  stolen  forth  nnperceived  from  the  revel,  and, 
passing  througli  a  door  standing  invitingly  open,  had  entered 
the  garden.  Though  overjoyed  in  each  other*s  presence,  the 
solemn  beauty  of  the  night,  so  powerful  in  its  contrast  to 
the  riotous  scene  they  had  just  quitted,  profonndly  impressed 
them.  Above,  were  the  deep,  serene  heavens  lighted  up  by  the 
starry  host  and  their  radiant  queen — ^below,  the  immemorial 
woods,  steeped  in  silvery  mists  arising  from  the  stream  flowing 
past  them.  All  nature  was  hushed  in  holy  rest.  In  Opposition 
to  the  flood  of  soft  light  emanating  from  the  lovely  planet  over- 
head,  and  which  turned  all  it  feil  on,  whether  tree,  or  tower,  or 
stream,  to  beauty,  was  the  artificial  glare  caused  by  the  torches 
near  the  pavilion ;  while  the  discordant  sounds  occasioned  by  the 
minstrels  tuning  their  instruments,  disturbed  the  repose.  As 
they  went  on,  however,  these  sounds  were  lost  in  the  distance, 
and  the  glare  of  the  torches  was  excluded  by  intervening  trees. 
Then  the  moon  looked  down  lovingly  upon  them,  arid  the  only 
music  that  reached  their  -ears  arose  from  the  nightingales.  After 
a  pause,  they  walked  on  again,  hand-in-hand,  gazing  at  each 
other,  at  the  glorious  heavens,  and  drinking  in  the  thrilling 
melody  of  the  songsters  of  the  grove. 

At  the  angle  of  the  terrace  was  a  small  arbour  placed  in  the 
midst  of  a  bosquet,  and  they  sat  down  within  it.  Then,  and  not 
tili  then,  did  their  thoughts  find  vent  in  words.  Forgetting  the 
sorrows  they  had  endured,  and  the  perils  by  which  they  were 
environed,  they  f ound  in  their  deep  mutual  love  a  shield  agaiust 
the  sharpest  arrows  of  f ate.  In  low  gentle  accents  they  breathed 
their  passion,  solemnly  plighting  their  faith  before  all-seeing 
Heaven. 

Poor  souls  !  they  were  happy  then — intensely  happy.  Alas ! 
that  their  happiness  should  be  so  short ;  for  those  few  moments 
of  bliss,  stolen  from  a  waste  of  tears,  were  all  that  were  allowed 
them.    Inexorable  fate  still  dogged  their  footsteps. 
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Amidst  tlie  bosquet  stood  a  listener  to  their  converse — a  little 
girl,  with  high  Shoulders  and  sharp  f eatures,  on  which  diabolical 
malice  was  stamped.  Two  yellow  eyes  glistened  through  the 
leaves  beside  her,  marking  the  presence  of  a  cat.  As  the  lovers 
breathed  their  vows  and  indulged  in  hopes  never  to  be  realised, 
the  wicked  chüd  grinned,  clenched  her  hands,  and,  grudging 
them  their  short-lived  happiness,  seemed  mclined  to  interrupt  it. 
Some  stronger  motive,  however,  kept  her  quiet. 

What  are  the  pair  talking  of  now  ? — She  hears  her  own  name 
mentioned  bj  the  maiden,  who  speaks  of  her  with  pity,  almost 
with  affection — ^pardons  her  for  the  mischief  she  has  done  her, 
and  hopes  Heaven  will  pardon  her  likewise.  But  she  knows  not 
the  füll  extent  of  the  girPs  malignity,  or  even  her  gentle  heart 
must  have  been  ronsed  to  resentment. 

The  little  girl,  however,  feels  no  compunction.  Infernal  malice 
has  taken  possession  of  her  heart,  and  crushed  every  kindly 
feeling  within  it.  She  hates  all  those  that  comnassionate  her, 
and  retums  evU  for  good. 

What  are  the  lovers  talking  of  now  ?  Of  their  first  meeting  at 
Whalley  Abbey,  when  one  was  May  Queen,  and  by  her  beauty 
and  simplicity  won  the  other's  heart,  losing  her  own  at  the  same 
time.  A  brighjb  unclouded  career  seemed  to  lie  before  them 
then.    Wofully  had  it  darkened  since.    Alas  !  alas  ! 

The  little  girl  smiles.  She  hopes  they  will  go  on.  She  likes 
to  hear  them  talk  thus.  Fast  happiness  is  ever  remembered 
with  a  pang  by  the  wretched,  and  they  were  happy  then.  Go  on 
— go  on ! 

But  they  are  silent  for  awhile,  for  they  wish  to  dwell  on  that 
hopeful,  that  blissful  season.  And  a  nightingale,  alighting  on  a 
bough  above  them,  pours  f orth  its  sweet  plaint,  as  if  in  response 
to  their  tender  emotions.  They  praise  the  bird's  song,  and  it  sud- 
denly  ceases. 

For  the  little  girl,  füll  of  malevolence,  Stretches  forth  her 
hand,  and  it  drops  to  the  groimd,  as  if  stricken  by  a  dart. 

"  Is  thy  heart  broken,  poor  birdP"  exclaimed  the  young  man, 
taking  up  the  hapless  songster,  yet  wai*m  and  palpitating  *^  To 
die  in  the  midst  of  thy  song — *tis  hard.*' 

"  Very  hard  !"  repHed  the  maiden,  tearfully.  •'  Its  fate  seems 
a  type  of  our  own." 

The  little  girl  laughed,  but  in  a  low  tono,  and  to  herseif. 

The  pair  then  grew  sad.  This  slight  incident  had  touched 
them  deeply,  and  their  conversation  took  a  melancholy  tum. 
They  spoke  of  the  blights  that  had  nipped  their  love  in  the  bud 
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— of  the  canker  that  had  eaten  into  its  beart — of  the  destinj 
that  so  relentlessly  pursued  them,  threateuing  to  separate  them 
for  ever. 

The  little  girl  laughed  merrily. 

Then  they  spoke  of  the  grave — and  of  hope  beyond  the  grave ; 
and  they  spoke  cheerfully. 

The  Httle  girl  could  laugh  no  longer,  for  with  her  all  beyond 
the  grave  was  despair. 

After  that  they  spoke  of  the  terrible  power  that  Satan  had 
lately  obtained  in  that  unhappy  district,  of  the  arts  he  had 
employed,  and  of  the  votaries  he  had  won.  Both  prayed  fer- 
yently  that  bis  snares  might  be  circumvented,  and  bis  rule 
destroyed, 

During  this  part  of  the  discourse  the  cat  swelled  to  the  size  of 
a  tiger,  and  bis  eyes  glared  like  fiery  coals.  He  made  a  motion 
as  if  be  would  spring  forward,  but  the  voice  of  prayer  arrested 
bim,  and  he  shrank  back  to  bis  former  size. 

"Poor  Jennet  is  ensnared  by  the  Fiend/'  murmured  the 
maiden,  "  and  will  perish  eternauy.    Would  I  could  save  her  1" 

"  It  cannot  be,"  replied  the  young  man.  "  She  is  beyond 
redemption." 

The  little  girl  gnashed  her  teeth  with  rage. 

"  But  my  mother — I  do  not  now  despair  of  her,"  said 
Alizon.  **  She  has  broken  the  bondage  by  which  she  was  en- 
chained,  and,  if  she  resists  temptation  to  the  last,  I  am  assured 
will  be  saved.'* 

"  Heaven  aid  her  !'*  exclaimed  Eichard. 

Scarcely  were  the  words  uttered,  than  the  cat  disappeared. 

"  Why,  Tib ! — ^where  are  yo,  Tib  ?  Ey  want  yo  !"  cried  the 
little  girl,  in  a  low  tone. 

But  the  familiär  did  not  respond  to  the  call. 

"  Where  con  he  ha*  gone  ?"  cried  Jennet.     "  Tib »  Tib !" 

Still  the  cat  came  not. 

"  Then  ey  mun  do  the  wark  without  bim,"  pui'sued  the  little 
girl ;  "  an*  ey  win  no  longer  delay  it." 

And  with  this  she  crept  stealthily  round  the  arbour,  and,  ap- 
proaching  the  side  where  Eichard  sat,  watched  an  opportunity  of 
touching  bim  unperceived. 

As  her  finger  came  in  contact  with  bis  frame,  a  pang  like 
death  shot  througb  bis  beart,  and  he  feil  upon  Alizon- s  Shoulder. 

"  Are  you  ill  !*'  she  exclaimed,  gazing  at  bis  pallid  features, 
rendered  ghastly  white  by  the  moonlight. 

Eichard  could  make  no  reply,  and  Alizon,  becoming  dread- 
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fully  alarmed,  was  about  to  fly  for  assistonce;  but  the  jomig 
man,  by  a  great  effort,  detained  her. 

"  Ey  mun  now  run  an'  teil  Mester  Potts,  so  that  hoo  may  biö 
found  wi*  him,'*  muttered  Jennet,  creeping  away. 

Just  then  Bicbard  recovered  bis  speech,  but  bis  words  were 
f aintly  uttered,  and  with  difficulty. 

"  Alizon,*'  he  said,  "  I  will  not  attempt  to  disguise  my  con- 
dition  from  you.  I  am  dying.  And  my  death  will  be  attri- 
buted  to  you — for  evil-minded  persons  have  persuaded  the  King 
that  you  have  bewitched  me,  anJ  he  will  believe  the  charge 
now.  Oh  !  if  you  would  ease  the  pangs  of  death  for  me— if  you 
would  console  my  latest  moments — leave  me,  and  quit  this 
place,  before  it  be  too  late." 

"  Oh  !  Richard,"  she  cried,  distractedly,  "  you  ask  more  than 
I  can  perform.  If  you  are  indeed  in  such  imminent  danger,  I 
will  stay  with  you — will  die  with  you." 

"  No !  live  for  me — live — gave  yourself,  Alizon,*'  implored  the 
young  man.  **  Your  danger  is  greater  than  mine.  A  drcadful 
death  awaits  you  at  the  stake !  Oh !  mercy,  mercy,  Heaven ! 
Spare  her — in  pity  spare  her ! — Have  we  not  suffered  enough  ? 
I  can  no  more.    Farewell  for  ever,  Alizon — one  kiss — ^the  last." 

And  as  their  lips  met,  his  strength  utterly  forsook  him,  and 
he  feil  backwards. 

"  One  grave  !"  he  murmured ;  "  one  grave..  Alizon !"  And  so, 
without  a  groan,  he  expired. 

Alizon  neither  screamed  nor  swooned,  but  remained  in  a  state 
of  stupefaction,  gazing  at  the  body.  As  the  moon  feil  upon  the 
placid  features,  they  looked  as  if  locked  in  slumber. 

There  he  lay — ^the  young,  the  brave,  the  beautiful,  the  loving, 
the  beloved.  Fate  had  triumphed.  Death  had  done  his  work ; 
but  he  had  only  performed  half  his  task. 

"  One  grave — one  grave — it  was  his  last  wish — it  shall  be  so  !" 
she  cried,  in  frenzied  tones.  "  I  shall  thus  escape  my  enemies 
and  avoid  the  horrible  and  shameful  death  to  which  they  would 
doom  me." 

And  she  snatched  the  dagger  from  the  ill*fated  youth's  side. 

"  Now,  fate,  I  defy  thee  !"  she  cried,  with  a  feaiiul  laugh. 

One  last  look  at  that  cahu,  beautiful  face-*-one  kiss  of  the 
cold  lips,  which  can  no  more  return  the  endeanuent — and  the 
dagger  is  pointed  at  her  breast. 

But  she  is  withheld  by  an  arm  of  iron,  and  the  weapon  falls 
from  her  grasp.  She  looka  up.  A  tall  figiue»  dothed  in  the 
mouldering  habiliments  of'a  Cistercian  mou,  ftands  beude  her. 

2n2 
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Slie  knowB  the  vestments  at  onoe,  for  she  lias  seen  them  before, 
lianging  up  in  the  closet  adjoining  her  mother's  Chamber  at 
Whalley  Abbey — and  the  featnres  of  the  ghostly  monk  seem 
familiär  to  her. 

"  Baise  not  thj  hand  against  thyself /'  said  the  phantom,  in 
a  tone  of  awful  reproof .  "  It  is  the  Fiend  prompts  thee  to  do 
it.    He  would  take  advantage  of  thy  misery  to  destroy  thee." 

"  I  took  thee  for  the  Fiend,"  replied  Alizon,  gazing  at  him 
with  wonder  rather  than  terror.     **  Who  art  thou  ?" 

"The  enemy  of  thy  enemies,  and  therefore  thy  friend,'* 
replied  the  monk.  "  I  would  have  saved  thy  lover  if  I  could, 
bat  his  destiny  was  not  to  be  averted.  Bat  rest  content,  I  will 
avenge  him." 

"I  do  not  want  vengeance — ^I  want  to  be  with  him,"  she 
replied,  frantically  embracing  the  body. 

"  Thou  wilt  soon  be  with  him,"  said  the  phantom,  in  tones  of 
deep  significance.  ''Arise,  and  come  with  me.  Thy  mother 
needs  thy  assistance." 

"  My  mother !"  exclauned  Alizon,  Clearing  the  blinding  tresses 
from  her  brow.     **  Where  is  she  ?" 

"  Follow  me,  and  I  wül  bring  thee  to  her,"  said  the  monk. 

"  And  leave  him  ?  I  cannot !"  cried  Alizon,  gazing  wildly  at 
the  body. 

''  You  must.  A  soul  is  at  stake,  and  will  perish  if  you  come 
not,"  said  the  monk.  "  He  is  at  rest,  and  you  will  speedily 
rejoin  him." 

"  With  that  assurance  I  will  go,"  replied  Alizon,  with  a  last 
look  at  the  object  of  her  love.  "One  grave — ^lay  us  in  one 
grave !" 

"  It  shall  be  done  according  to  your  wish,"  said  the  monk. 

And  he  glided  on  with  noiseless  footsteps. 

Alizon  foUowed  him  along  the  terrace. 

Presently  they  came  to  a  dark  yew-tree  walk,  leading  to  a 
labyrinth,  and  tracking  it  swiftly,  as  well  as  the  overarched  and 
intricate  path  to  which  it  conduet^d,  they  entered  a  grotto, 
whence  a  flight  of  steps  descended  to  a  subterranean  passage, 
hewn  out  of  the  rock.  Along  this  passage,  which  was  of  some 
extent,  the  monk  proceeded,  and  Alizon  f  ollowed  him. 

At  last  they  came  to  another  flight  of  steps,  and  here  the 
monk  stopped. 

"  We  are  now  beneath  the  pavilion,  where  you  will  find  your 
mother,"  he  said.  "Mountl  the  way  is  clear  before  you.  I 
have  other  work  to  do." 
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Alizon  obeyed ;  and,  as  ehe  adTonced,  wa«  surprised  to  find 
the  nionk  gone.  He  had  neitber  passed  her  nor  ascended  the 
ateps,  and  must,  therefore,  have  sunk  into  the  earth. 


THK  liAST   HOÜB. 


WiTHm  the  pavilion  sat  Alice  Natter.  She  yras  clad  in  deep 
mouming,  but  her  dress  seemed  dieordered  ae  if  by  hasty  travel. 
Her  looke  were  füll  of  anguish  and  terror ;  her  blanched  tresBea, 
ouce  ao  dark  and  beautiful,  himg  dishevelled  over  her  Bhoulders ; 
and  her  thin  hands  were  claeped  in  supplication.  Her  cheeks 
were  aehy  pale,  but  on  her  brow  was  a  bhght  red  mark,  as  if 
traced  hj  a  fiuger  dipped  in  blood. 

A  lamp  was  biiming  on  the  table  beside  her.  Near  it  was  a 
akull,  and  near  this  emblem  of  mortality  an  hour-glaee,  ninning 
fast. 

The  windowa  and  doors  of  the  building  were  closed,  and  it 
wonld  seem  the  unhappj  lady  wae  a  priaoner. 

8be  had  been  brought  there  eecretlj  that  night,  with  what 
intent  she  knew  not ;  but  she  feit  sure  it  was  with  no  friendlj 
design  towards  herself.  Earlv  in  the  day  three  horsemen  had 
anived  at  her  retreat  in  Pendle  Forest,  and  withoat  making  anj 
Charge  a^inst  her,  or  eiplaining  whither  thej  me^it  to  take 
her,  or  indeed  anawering  any  inquiry,  had  brongbt  her  oft  with 
them,  and  proceeding  across  Uie  countrj,  had  arrived  at  a 
forester'a  hut  on  the  outakirts  of  Hoghton  Park.  Here  they 
tarried  tili  evening,  placing  her  in  a  room  by  herseU,  and  keep- 
ing  strict  watch  over  her ;  and  when  the  shadows  of  night  feil, 
they  conveyed  her  through  the  wooda,  and  by  a  private  eutra.nce 
to  the  gardena  of  the  tower,  and  with  eqiial  secrecy  to  the 
pavihon,  where,  aetting  a  lamp  before  her,  Uiey  teft  her  to  her 
meditations.  All  refueed  to  anawer  her  inqnuries,  but  one  of 
them,  with  a  siuister  smile,  placed  the  hour^glass  and  skull 
beside  her. 

left  alone,  the  wretched  lady  vainly  scmght  aome  Solution  of 
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the  enigma— wliy  slie  had  been  brought  thither.  She  could  not 
solve  it ;  bnt  she  determined,  if  her  capture  had  been  made  by 
any  lawful  authorities,  to  confess  her  gnilt  and  submit  to 
condign  punishment. 

Though  the  Windows  and  doors  were  closed  as  before  men- 
tioned,  sounds  from  without  reached  her,  and  she  heard  con- 
fused  and  tumnltuous  noises  as  if  from  a  large  assemblage. 
For  what  purpose  were  they  met  ?  Could  it  be  for  her  execu- 
tion  ?  No — there  were  strains  of  mnsic,  and  bursts  of  langhter. 
And  yet  she  had  heard  that  the  bnrning  of  a  witch  was  a  spectacle 
in  which  the  populace  delighted — that  they  looked  npon  it  as  a 
show,  like  any  other ;  and  why  should  they  not  laugh,  and  have 
music  at  it  ?  But  could  she  be  executed  without  trial,  without 
judgment  ?  She  knew  not.  All  she  knew  was  she  was  guilty, 
and  desenred  to  die.  But  when  this  idea  took  posseission  of  her, 
the  laughter  sounded  in  her  eara  like  the  yells  of  demons,  and 
the  strains  like  the  fearfol  harmonies  she  had  heard  at  weird 
sabbaths. 

All  at  once  she  recollected,  with  indescribable  terror,  that  on 
this  very  night  the  compact  she  had  entered  into  with  the  Fiend 
expired.  That  at  midnight,  unless  by  her  penitence  and  prayers 
she  had  worked  out  her  salvation,  he  could  claim  her.  She 
recollected  also,  and  with  increased  uneasiness,  that  the  man 
who  had  set  the  hour-glass  on  the  table,  and  who  had  regarded 
her  with  a  sinister  smile  as  he  did  so,  had  said  it  was  eieren 
o'clock ! 

Her  last  hour,  then,  had  arrived — ^nay,  was  partly  spent,  and 
the  moments  were  passing  swiftly  by. 

The  agony  she  endured  at  this  thought  was  intense.  She  feit 
as  if  reason  were  forsaking  her,  and,  but  for  her  determined 
efEorts  to  resist  it,  such  a  crisis  might  have  occurred.  But  she 
knew  that  her  etemal  weKare  depended  upon  the  preservation  of 
her  mental  balance,  and  she  strove  to  maintain  it,  and  in  the 
end  Bucceeded. 

Her  gaze  was  fixed  intently;.  on  the  hour-glass.  She  saw  the 
Band  trickling  silently  but  swiftly  down,  like  a  current  of  life* 
blood,  which,  when  it  ceased,  life  would  cease  with  it.  She  saw 
the  shining  grains  above  insensibly  diminishing  in  quantity,  and, 
as  if  she  could  arrest  her  destiny  by  the  act,  she  seized  the 
glass,  and  would  have  turned  it,  but  the  foUy  of  the  proceeding 
arrested  her,  and  she  set  it  down  again. 

Then  horrible  thoughts  came  upon  her,  crushing  her  and 
overwhelming  her^  and  she  feit,  by  anticipation;  all  the  torments 


THE  LANCASHIRE  WITCHES.  551 

she  would  speedily  have  to  endure.  Oceans  of  fire,  in  wliicli 
miserable  souls  were  for  ever  tossing,  roUed  before  her.  Teils, 
such  as  no  human  anguish  can  produce,  smote  her  ears.  Mon- 
sters of  frightful  form  yawned  to  devour  her.  Fiends,  armed 
with  terrible  implements  of  torture,  such  as  the  wildest  Imagi- 
nation cannot  paint,  menaced  her.  All  hell,  and  its  horrors, 
was  there ;  its  dreadful  gulf,  its  roaring  fumaces,  its  rivers  of 
molten  metal,  ever  burning,  yet  never  consuming  its  rictims. 
A  hot,  sulphureous  atmosphere  oppressed  her,  and  a  film  of 
blood  dimmed  her  sight. 

She  endeavoured  to  pray,  but  her  tongue  clove  to  the  roof  of 
her  mouth.  She  looked  about  for  her  Bible,  but  it  had  been 
left  behind  when  she  was  taken  from  her  retreat.  She  had  no 
safeguard — none. 

Still  the  sand  ran  on. 

New  agonies  assailed  her.  Hell  was  before  her  again,  but  in 
a  new  form,  and  with  new  torments.  She  closed  her  eyes.  She 
shut  her  ears.  But  she  saw  it  still,  and  heard  its  terrific 
yells. 

Again  she  consults  the  hour-glass.  The  sand  is  running  on 
— ever  diminishing. 

New  torments  assail  her.  She  thinks  of  all  she  loves  most  of 
earth — of  her  daughter !  Oh !  if  Alizon  were  near  her,  she 
might  pray  for  her — ^might  scare  away  these  frightful  visions — 
might  save  her.  She  calls  to  her — ^but  she  answers  not.  No, 
she  is  utterly  abandoned  of  God  and  man,  and  must  perish 
etemally. 

Again  she  consults  the  hour-glass.  One  quarter  of  an  hour 
is  aU  that  remains  to  her.  Oh !  that  she  could  employ  it  in 
prayer !     Oh  !  that  she  could  kneel — or  even  weep  I 

A  large  mirror  hangs  against  the  wall,  and  she  is  drawn 
towards  it  by  an  irresistible  Impulse.  She  sees  a  figure  within 
it — ^but  she  does  not  know  herself.  Can  that  oadaverous  object, 
with  the  white  hair,  that  seems  newly*arisen  from  the  grave,  be 
she  ?  It  must  be  a  phantom.  No — she  touches  her  cheek,  and 
finds  it  is  real.  But  ah  !  what  is  this  red  brand  upon  her  brow  ? 
It  must  be  the  seal  of  the  demon.  She  tries  to  e&ace  it — but  it 
will  not  come  out.  On  the  contrary,  it  becomes  redder  and 
deeper. 

Again  she  consults  the  glass.  The  aaad  is  ftill  rtuming  on, 
How  many  minutes  remain  to  her  ?  , . 

"Ten!'^  cried  a  voice,  replying  to  h#r  mttoM  imf^i^ 
"Ten!"  .    ^  '.Mj»:;.?mpV 
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Andy  tuming,  she  percelyed  her  familiär  standing  beeide  her. 

" Thy  time  is  well-nigh  out,  Alice  Nutter/*  he  said.  "In  ten 
minates  my  lord  will  claim  thee." 

"  My  compact  with  thy  master  is  broken,"  she  replied,  Btun- 
moning  up  all  her  resolation.  "  I  have  long  ceased  to  use  the 
power  bestowed  upon  me;  but,  eren  i£  I  had  wished  it,  thou 
hast  refused  to  serve  me.'' 

''  I  hare  refused  to  serve  you,  madam,  because  you  have  dis- 
obeyed  the  express  injunctions  of  my  master,"  replied  the 
familiär ;  "  but  your  apostaöy  does  not  free  you  from  bondage. 
You  hare  merely  lost  adyantages  which  you  might  hare  enjoyed. 
Jf  you  chose  to  dismiss  me  I  could  not  help  it.  Neither  I  nor 
my  lord  have  been  to  blame.  We  hare  performed  our  part  of 
the  contractu* 

"  Why  am  I  brought  hither  ?"  demanded  Mistress  Nutter. 

"  I  will  teil  you,"  replied  the  familiär.  "  You  were  brought 
here  by  order  of  the  King.  Your  retreat  was  rerealed  to  him  by 
Master  Potts,  who  learnt  it  from  Jennet  Device.  The  sapient 
soTereign  intended  to  confront  you  with  your  daughter  AHzön, 
who,  like  yourself ,  is  accused  of  witchcraft ;  but  he  will  be  dis- 
appointed — ^for  when  he  comes  f or  you,  you  will  be  out  of  bis 
reach — ha  !  ha !" 

And  he  rubbed  his  hands  at  the  jest. 

"  Alizon  accused  of  witchcraft — say*st  thou  ?"  cried  Mistress 
Nutter. 

"  Ay,"  replied  the  familiär.  "  She  is  suspected  of  bewitching 
Bichard  Assheton,  who  has  been  done  to  death  by  Jennet 
Device.  For  one  so  young,  the  little  girl  has  certainly  a  rare 
tum  for  mischief .  But  no  one  will  know  the  real  author  of  the 
crime,  and  Alizon  will  suffer  for  it." 

"  Heaven  will  not  sufEer  such  iniquity,"  said  the  lady. 

**  As  you  have  nothing  to  do  with  heaven,  madam,  it  is  need- 
less  to  refer  to  it,"  said  the  familiär.  "But  it  certainly  is 
rather  hard  that  one  so  young  as  Alizon  should  perish." 

**  Can  you  save  her?"  asked  Mistress  Nutter. 

"  Oh !  yes,  I  could  save  her,  but  she  will  not  let  me,"  replied 
the  familiär,  with  a  grin. 

"No — no  —  it  is  impossible,"  cried  the  wretched  woniai>. 
"  And  I  cannot  help  her." 

"  Perhaps  you  might,"  observed  the  tempter.  "  My  master, 
whom  you  accuse  of  harshness,  is  ever  willing  to  obhge  you. 
You  have  a  few  minutes  left—do  you  wish  him  to  aid  herP 
Command  me,  and  I  will  obey  you." 
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"This  is  some  snare,"  thought  Mistress  Nutter  j  "I  will 
resist  it." 

"You  cannot  be  .worse  off  than  you  are,"  remarked  the 
^uniliar. 

"I  know  not  tliat,"  replied  the  lady.  "Wliat  would'st 
thou  do  ?" 

*'  Whatever  you  command  me,  madam.  I  can  do  notbing  of 
my  own  accord.  Shall  I  bring  your  daugbter  here  ?  Say  so, 
and  it  shall  be  done." 

"No — thou  would'st  ensnare  me,"  she  replied.  "I  well 
know  thou  hast  no  power  orer  her.  Thou  would'st  place  some 
phantasm  before  nie.  I  would  see  her,  but  not  through  thy 
agency." 

'*  She  is  here,"  eried  Alizon,  opening  the  door  of  a  closet,  and 
rushing  towards  her  mother,  who  instantly  locked  her  in  her 
arms. 

**  Pray  for  me,  my  child,"  eried  Mistress  Nutter,  mastering 
her  emotion,  "  or  I  shall  be  snatched  from  you  for  erer.  My 
moments  are  numbered.    Pray — ^pray." 

Alizon  feil  on  her  knees,  and  prayed  ferrently. 

"  You  waste  your  breath,"  eried  the  familiär,  in  a  mocking 
tone.  **  Never  tili  the  brand  shall  disappear  from  your  brow, 
and  the  writing,  traced  in  her  blood,  shall  vanish  from  this 
parchment,  can  she  be  saved.  .  She  is  mine." 

"  Pray,  Alizon,  pray  l"  shrieked  Mistress  Nutter. 

"  I  will  tear  her  in  pieces  if  she  does  not  cease,"  eried  the 
familiär,  assuming  a  terrible  shape,  and  menacing  her  with  claws 
like  those  of  a  wild  beast." 

"  Pray  thou,  mother !"  eried  Alizon. 

"  I  cannot,"  replied  the  lady. 

"  I  will  kill  her  if  she  but  makes  the  attempt,"  howled  the 
demon. 

"  But  try,  mother,  try !"  eried  Alizon. 

The  poor  lady  dropped  on  her  knees,  and  raised  her  hands  in 
humble  supplication — "  Hearen  forgive  me !"  she  exclaimed. 

The  demon  seized  the  hour-glass. 

**  The  sand  is  out — the  term  has  ezpired — she  is  mine !"  he 
eried. 

'^  Clasp  thy  arms  tightly  round  me,  my  ehild.  He  cannot 
take  me  from  thee,"  shrieked  the  agonised  woman. 

'*  Belease  her,  Alizon,  or  I  will  slay  theo,  likewise,"  roared 
the  demon. 

**  Nerer/'  she  replied ;  **  thou  canst  not  oyercome  me.    Ha !" 
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the  added,  jojfully,  ''tbe  brand  has  disappeared  from  her 
brow." 

"  And  tbe  writing  from  tbe  parcbment,"  howled  the  demon  ; 
"  but  I  will  bave  her,  notwithstanding." 

And  he  plunged  his  claws  into  Alice  Nutter*8  fiesh.  But  her 
daughter  held  her  fast. 

"  Oh!  hold  me,  my  child--hold  me,  or  I  am  lost!"  shrieked 
the  lady. 

"  Be  wamed,  and  let  her  go,  or  thy  life  shall  pay  for  hers/* 
eried  the  demon. 

"  My  life  for  hers,  willingly,"  replied  Alison. 

"  Then  take  thy  fate,"  rejoined  the  eyll  spirit. 

And  placing  his  band  upon  her  heart,  it  instantly  ceased  to 
beat. 

"  Mother,  thou  art  sared — saved !"  exclaimed  Aliaon,  throwing 
out  her  arms. 

And  gazing  at  her  for  an  instant  with  a  seraphic  look,  she  feil 
backwards,  and  expired. 

•"  Thou  art  mine,"  roared  the  demon,  aeizing  Mistress  Nutter 
by  the  hair,  and  dragging  her  from  her  daughter's  body,  to 
which  she  clüng  desperately. 

"  Help  !~help !"  she  cried. 

"  Thou  mayst  call,  but  thy  cries  will  be  unheeded,"  rejoined 
the  familiär,  with  mocking  laughter. 

"  Thou  liest,  false  fiend  I"  said  Mistress  Nutter.  "  Heaveu 
will  help  me  now." 

And,  as  she  spoke,  the  Oistercian  monk  stood  before  them. 

"  Hence !"  he  cried  with  an  imperious  gesture  to  the  demon. 
"  She  is  no  longer  in  thy  power.     Hence !" 

And  with  a  howl  of  rage  and  disappointment  the  familiär 
yanished. 

"  Alice  Nutter,"  continued  the  monk,  "  thy  safety  has  been 
purchased  at  the  price  of  thy  daughter's  life.  But  it  is  of  little 
moment,  iot  she  could  not  live  lonff.  Her  gentle  heart  was. 
broken,  and  when  the  demon  stopped  it  for  ever,  he  performed, 
unintentionally,  a  merciful  act.  She  must  rest  in  the  same 
grave  with  him  she  loved  so  well  during  life.  Tbis  teil  to  those 
who  will  coijie  to  thee  anon.  Thou  art  delivered  from  the  yoke 
of  Satan.  Füll  expiation  has  been  made.  But  earthly  justice 
must  be  satisfied.  Thou  must  pay  the  penalty  for  crimes  com- 
mitted  in  the  flesh,  but  what  thou  sufferest  here  shall  arail  thee 
hereafter." 

"  I  am  oontent,"  she  replied 
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"  Pass  the  rest  of  thy  life  in  penitence  and  prayer,**  pursued 
themonk,  "  and  let  nothing  divert  thee  from  it;  for,  though 
free  now,  thou  will  be  subject  to  evil  influönce  and  temptations 
to  the  last.    Eemember  tliis." 

"  I  will — I  will,"  she  rejoined. 

"  And  now/'  he  said,  "  kneel  beside  thy  datighter's  body  and 
pray.  I  will  return  to  thee  ere  many  minutes  be  passed.  One 
task  more,  and  then  my  mission  is  ended." 


xm. 

THB   MASQTIB   OP  DEATH. 

Short  time  as  he  had  to  wait,  James  was  unable  to  control 
bis  impatience.  At  last  he  arose,  and,  completely  sobered  by 
the  recent  stränge  events,  descended  the  steps  of  the  platform, 
and  walked  on  without  assistance. 

"  Let  the  yeomen  of  the  guard  keep  back  the  crowd,"  he  said 
to  an  officer,  "  and  let  none  foUow  me  but  Sir  Ealph  Assheton, 
Master  Nicholas  Assheton,  and  Master  Boger  Nowell.  When 
I  call,  let  the  prisoners  be  brought  forward.*' 

"  Tour  Majesty  shall  be  obeyed,"  replied  the  baronet,  giving 
the  necessary  directions. 

James  then  moved  slowly  forward  in  the  direction  of  the 
pavilion ;  and,  as  he  went,  called  Nicholas  Assheton  to  him. 

"  Wha  was  that  officer  ?"  he  asked. 

"  Tour  pardon,  my  liege,  but  I  cannot  answer  the  question," 
replied  Nicholas. 

"  And  why  not,  sir  ?"  demanded  the  monarch,  sharply« 

**  For  reasons  I  will  hereafter  render  to  your  Majesty,  and 
which  I  am  persuaded  you  will  find  satisfactory,**  rejoined  the 
squire. 

"  Weel,  weel,  I  dare  say  you  are  right,"  said  the  King.  "  But 
do  you  think  he  will  keep  his  word  ?" 

'<  I  am  sure  of  it/'  retümed  Kiehdai« 

'<  The  time  is  come,  then !"  enlniiiüiil  ftHÜp»  IUjiiKiüitlyi  omd 
loökiiig  xxp  at  th©  pfttilioti«  *  v/j  He  '  ^      •• 
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"  The  time  is  come  !**  ecboed  a  sepulcbral  voice. 

"  Did  you  spcak  ?"  inquired  the  monarcb. 

"  No,  sire,"  replied  Nicbolas,  "  but  some  one  seemed  to  giye 
you  intimation  tbat  all  is  ready.  Will  it  please  you  to  go 
on?" 

"  Euter !"  cried  the  roice. 

''  Wha  speaks  P"  demanded  the  King.  And,  as  no  answer  was 
retumed,  he  continued — "  I  will  not  ßet  foot  in  the  structure. 
It  may  be  a  snare  of  Satan." 

At  this  moment  the  shutters  of  the  window  flew  open,  show- 
ing  tbat  the  pavilion  was  ligbted  up  by  many  tapers  witbin, 
wbile  solemn  strains  of  music  issued  from  it. 

"  Enter !"  repeated  the  Toice. 

"  Have  no  fear,  sire,"  said  Nicbolas. 

**  Tbat  canna  be  the  wark  o'  the  demon/'  cried  James.  '*  He 
does  not  deligbt  in  boly  bymns  and  sweet  music." 

"  Tbat  is  a  solemn  dirge  for  tbe  dead,"  observed  JNTicbolas^  as 
melodious  voices  mingled  witb  tbe  music. 

"  Weel,  weel,  I  will  go  on  at  a'  bazards/'  said  James. 

Tbe  doors  flew  open  as  tbe  King  and  bis  attendants  approached, 
and,  as  soon  as  tbey  passed  tbrougb  tbem,  tbe  yalves  swung  back 
to  their  places. 

A  Strange,  sad  spectacle  met  their  gaze.  In  tbe  midst  of  tbe 
Chamber  stood  a  hier,  covered  witb  a  velvet  pall,  and  on  it  tbe 
bodies  of  a  youth  and  maiden  were  deposited.  Pale  and  beauti- 
ful  were  tbey  as  sculptured  marble,  and  a  smile  sat  upon  their 
f eatures.  Side  by  side  tbey  were  lying,  witb  their  arms  enf  olded, 
as  if  tbey  bad  died  in  eacb  otber*s  embrace.  A  wreath  of  yew 
and  cypress  was  placed  above  their  beads,  and  flowers  were  scat- 
tered  round  tbem. 

Tbey  were  Eicbard  and  Alizon. 

It  was  a  deeply  toucbing  sight,  and  for  some  time  none  spoke. 
Tbe  solemn  dirge  continued,  interrupted  only  by  the  stifled  sobs 
of  tbe  listeners.  ^ 

"Both  gone  !"  exclaimed  Nicbolas,  in  accents  broken  by 
emotion ;  "  and  so  young — so  good — so  beautif  ul !  Alas  ! 
alas  V* 

"  She  could  not  have  bewitched  bim,"  said  the  King. 

"  Alizon  was  all  purity  and  goodness,"  cried  Nicbolas,  **  and 
is  now  numbered  with  the  angels." 

**  The  guilty  one  is  in  thy  hands,  0  King  !'*  said  the  roice. 
"  It  is  for  thee  to  punish." 

"  And  I  will  not  hold  my  band,"  said  James.    "  The  Devices 
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sliall  aesuredly  perish.  When  I  go  from  this  Chamber,  I  will 
haye  them  conveyed  under  a  strong  escort  to  Lancaster  Castle. 
They  shall  die  by  the  hands  of  the  common  executioner." 

"  My  mission,  then,  is  complete,'*  replied  the  voice.  "  I  can 
rest  in  peace.** 

"  Who  art  thou  ?"  demanded  the  king. 

"  One  who  sinned  deeply,  but  is  now  pardoned,"  replied  the 
voice. 

The  King  was  for  a  moment  lost  in  reflection,  and  then  tumed 
to  depart.  At  this  moment  a  kneeling  figure,  whom  no  one  had 
hitherto  noticed,  arose  from  behind  the  hier.  It  was  a  lady, 
robed  in  mouming.  So  ghastly  pale  were  her  features,  and  so 
skeleton-like  her  attennated  frame,  that  James  thought  he  be- 
held  a  spectre,  and  recoiled  in  terror.  The  figure  advanced 
slowly  towards  him. 

"  Who  and  what  art  thou,  in  Heaven's  name  ?"  he  exclaimed. 

"  I  am  Alice  Nutter,  sire,"  replied  the  lady,  prostrating  her- 
seif before  him. 

"Alice  Nutter,  the  witch!'*  cried  the  King.  "Why — ay,  I 
recollect  thou  wert  here.  I  sent  for  thee,  but  recent  terrible 
events  had  put  thee  clean  out  of  my  head.  But  expect  no  grace 
from  me,  evil  woman.    I  ^U  sW  thee  none." 

"  I  ask  none,  sire,"  replied  the  penitent.  "  I  came  to  place 
myself  in  your  hands,  that  justice  may  be  done  upon  me." 

"  Ah  !"  exclaimed  James.  "  Dost  thou,  indeed,  repent  thee 
of  thy  iniquities  ?  Dost  thou  abjure  the  devil  and  all  his 
works  ?" 

"  I  do,"  replied  the  lady,  fervently.  **  My  compact  with  the 
Evil  One  has  been  broken  by  the  prayers  of  my  devoted  daughter, 
who  sacrificed  herseif  for  me,  and  thereby  saved  my  soul  alive. 
But  human  justice  requires  an  expiation,  and  I  am  anxious  to 
make  it." 

"  Arise,  ill-fated  woman,"  said  the  king,  much  moved.  "  Ton 
must  go  to  Lancaster,  but  in  consideration  of  your  penitence,  no 
indignity  shall  be  shown  you.  Tou  must  be  strictly  guarded, 
but  you  shall  not  be  taken  with  the  other  prisoners." 

"  I  humbly  thank  your  Majesty,"  replied. the  lady.  "  May  I 
take  a  last  farewell  of  my  child  ?" 

"  Do  so,"  replied  James. 

Alice  Nutter  then  approached  the  hier,  and,  after  gazing  for  a 
moment  with  deepest  f ondness  upon  the  features  of  her  daughter, 
imprinted  a  kiss  upon  her  marble  brow.  In  doing  this  her  tears 
feil  fast. 
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"  You  can  weep,  I  see,"  observed  tho  King.  **  You  are  a  witch 
no  longer.** 

"  Ay,  Heaven  be  praised !  I  can  weep,"  she  replied ;  "  and  m> 
aase  mj  over-burthened  heart.  Oh !  slre,  none  but  those  who 
have  experienced  it  can  teil  the  agony  of  being  denied  this  relief 
of  nature.  Farewell  for  ever,  my  blessed  cliild  !*'  she  ezdaimed, 
kissing  her  brow  again  ;  ''  and  you,  too,  her  beloved.  Nicholas 
Aßsheton — it  was  her  wish  to  be  buried  in  the  same  grave  with 
Bichard.    You  will  see  it  done,  Nicholas  ?** 

"  I  will — I  will  !**  replied  the  squire,  in  a  voice  of  deepest 
emotion. 

"  And  I  likewise  promise  it,"  said  Sir  Ealph  Assheton.  "  They 
shall  rest  together  in  Whalley  churchyard.  It  is  well  that  Sir 
Bichard  and  Dorothy  are  gone,"  he  observed  to  Nicholas. 

"  It  is  indeed,"  said  the  squire,  "  or  we  should  have  had 
another  funeral  to  perform.     Pray  Heaven  it  be  not  so  now !" 

"  Have  you  any  other  request  to  prefer  ?*'  demanded  the 
King. 

"  None  whatever,  sire,'*  replied  the  lady,  "  exoept  that  I  wish 
to  make  füll  restitution  of  all  the  land  I  have  robbed  him  of ,  to 
Master  Eoger  Nowell ;  and,  as  some  compensation,  I  would  f ain 
add  certain  lands  adjoining,  which  have  been  conveyed  over  to 
Sir  Balph  and  Nicholas  Assheton,  only  annexing  the  condition 
that  a  small  sum  annually  be  given  in  dole  to  the  poor  of  the 
parish,  that  I  may  be  remembered  in  their  prayers." 

"  We  will  see  it  done,"  said  Sir  Ralph  and  Nicholas. 

"And  I  will  see  my  part  fulfilled,'*  said  Nowell.  "For 
any  wrong  you  have  done  me  I  now  freely  and  fully  forgive 
you,  and  may  Heaven  in  its  infinite  mercy  forgive  you  like- 
wise !" 

"  Amen  !*'  ejaculated  the  monarch.  And  all  the  others  joined 
in  the  ejaculation. 

The  King  then  moved  to  the  door,  which  was  opened  for  him 
by  the  two  Asshetons.  At  the  foot  of  the  steps  stood  Master 
Potts,  attended  by  an  ofl&cer  of  the  guard  and  a  party  of  hal- 
berdiers.  In  the  midst  of  them,  with  their  hands  tied  behind 
their  backs,  were  Jem  Device,  his  mother,  Jennet,  and  poor 
Nance  Redferne.  Jem  looked  dogged  and  sullen,  Elizabeth 
downcast,  but  Jennet  maintained  her  accustomed  maUguant 
expression.  Poor  Nance  was  the  only  one  who  excited  aoj 
sympathy.  Jennet's  malice  seemed  now  directed  against  "*' — '"^ 
Potts,  whom  she  charged  with  having  betrayed  and 
her. 
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"  li  Tib  had  na  deaerted  me  he  ahould  tear  thee  i'  piecCB,  thou 
Ul-fäToiiTt  little  monster,"  ehe  ciied. 

"  Monster  io  your  own  face,  you  hideouB  little  wret<!h,"  ei- 
claimed  tha  indi^iant  attamey.  "If  jou  use  euch  opprobrioue 
epithets  I  will  have  70U  gagged.  Tou  will  be  taken  to  Lancaster 
Castle,  and  hanged." 

"To  are  as  bad  as  ey  am,  and  warae,"  replied  Jennet,  "  and 
deserve  hanging  os  weel,  and  the  Eing  shan  Imoa  of  your  tricks," 
Bbe  Yocifcrated,  as  James  appeared  at  the  door  of  tho  pavilion, 
"  To  wished  to  enanare  Älizon.  To  wished  me  to  kill  her.  Ey 
was  only  your  instrumeat." 

"  Stop  her  mouth — gag  her !"  cried  Potte. 

"Nah,  nah  ! — they  shanna  stap  my  month — they  shanna  gag 
me,"  eried  Jennet.  "  Ey  win  speak  out.  The  King  shan  hear 
me,    Tou  are  as  bad  os  me." 

"  All  malice,  your  Majesty— all  malice,"  cried  the  attomey. 

"  Malioe,  nae  doubt,  in  great  pairt,"  replied  James;  "but 
Bome  truth  ae  weel,  I  fear,  sir.  And  in  any  case  it  will  prevent 
iny  doing  anything  for  you." 

"  There,  you  have  ruined  my  hopes,  you  little  wi«tch  t"  cried 
Potts,  furiouBly. 

"  Ey'm  reet  glad  on't,"  lald  Jennet.  "  To  may  tay  me  to 
Lonkester  Castle,  boh  jo  canna  hong  me.  Ey  knoa  that  fu' 
weel.  Ey  ahan  get  out,  and  theo  look  to  yersel,  lad ;  for,  os 
sure  08  ey'm  Mother  Demdike'B  graudowter,  ey'n  plague  the  life 
outo'  ye." 

"  Take  the  prisoners  away,  and  let  them  be  conreyed  tmder 
a  striot  escort  to  IdJicaster  Castle,"  said  James. 

"  And,  aa  the  assizes  commence  next  neek,  quick  work  will  be 
made  with  them,  your  Majesty,"  ohserred.  Potts.  "  Their  guilt 
can  be  incontestably  proved,  so  they  are  sure  to  be  found  guilty, 
Sure  to  be  hanged,  sire." 

As  the  prisoners  were  removed,  Nance  Kedfeme  looked  round 
her,  and,  catohing  the  eye  of  Nicholaa,  made  a  slight  motion  with 
her  head,  as  if  bidding  them  farewell. 

The  aquire  returned  tbe  mute  valediction. 
.  "  Poor  Kance  I"  he  eiclaimed,  compassionately,  "  I  siacerely 
pity  her.     Would  there  was  any  means  of  saving  her !" 

"  There  is  none,"  obeerred  Sir  Ralph  Assheton.  "And  you 
may  be  thankhil  jou  ure  not  brouglit  m  as  her  accomplice." 

Aa  Jennet  was  taken  away,  ehe  centinued  to  hurl  tnreata  and 
''      imprecabioBB  against  Potts. 
L  Anotlua'  offi^or  of  Ü19  guard  waa  tben  summoned,  and  whea 
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he  came,  James  said,  "  One  other  prisoner  remains  wiühin  the 
pavilion.  She  likewise  must  be  convejed  to  Lancaster  Castle^ 
Dut  in  a  litter,  and  not  with  the  other  prisoners." 

Attended  br  Sir  Bichard  Hoghton,  the  monarch  then  pro- 
oeeded  to  his  lodgings  in  the  Tower. 


XIV. 

"OKE   OEAVB." 

NoTWiTRSTAKDiNO  the  sad  occurrences  abore  detailed,  Janietf 
remained  f or  two  more  dajs  the  guest  of  Sir  Bichard  Hoghton, 
enjoying  his  princely  hospitalitj,  hunting  in  the  park,  carousing 
in  the  great  hall,  and  witnessing  all  kinds  of  sports. 

Nothing,  indeed,  was  left  to  remind  him  of  the  sad  events 
that  had  occurred.  The  prisoners  were  taken  that  night  to  Lan- 
caster Castle,  and  Master  Potts  accompanied  the  escort,  to  be 
readj  for  the  assizes.  The  three  judges  proceeded  thither  at  the 
end  of  the  week.  The  attendance  of  Eöger  Nowell,  NicholaSy 
and  Sir  Balph  Assheton,  was  also  required  as  witnesses  at  the 
trial  of  the  witches. 

Sir  Bichard  Assheton  and  Dorothy  had  retumed,  as  already 
stated,  to  Middleton ;  and,  though  the  intelligence  of  the  death 
of  Bichard  and  Alizon  was  communicated  to  them  with  infinite 
eaution,  the  shock  to  both  was  very  great,  especially  to  Dorothy, 
who  was  long — ^very  long — in  recovering  from  it. 

Nicholas's  vivacity  of  temperament  made  him  feel  the  loss  ojt 
his  Cousin  at  first  very  keenly,  but  it  soon  wore  off.  He  vowed 
amendment  and  reformation  on  the  model  of  John  Bruen,  whose 
life  offered  so  striking  a  contrast  to  his  own,  that  it  has  very 

froperly  been  placed  in  Opposition  by  a  reverend  moralist ;  but 
regret  to  say  that  he  did  not  carry  out  his  praiseworthy  inten- 
tions.  He  was  apt  to  make  a  joke  of  John  Bruen,  instead  of 
imitating  his  ezample.  He  professed  to  devote  himself  to  his 
ezcellent  wife — but  his  old  habits  would  break  out ;  and,  I  am 
sorry  to  say,  he  was  often  to  be  found  in  the  alehouse,  and  was 
just  as  fond  of  horse-racing,  cock-fighting,  huntingi  fishing,  and 
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all  otlier  Sports,  as  ever.  Occasionally  he  occupied  a  leisure  or  a 
rainy  day  with  a  Journal,*  parts  of  which  Lave  been  preserved ; 
but  he  set  down  in  it  few  of  the  terrible  events  here  related, 
probably  because  they  were  of  too  painful  a  nature  to  be  re- 
corded.    He  died  in  1625 — at  the  early  age  of  thirty-five. 

But  to  go  back.  A  few  days  after  the  tragical  events  at  Hogh- 
ton  Tower,  the  whole  vlUage  of  Whalley  was  astir.  But  it  was 
no  f estive  occasion — no  merry-making — that  called  f orth  the  in- 
habitants,  for  grief  sat  on  ever^  countenance.  The  day,  too,  was 
gloomy.  The  feathered  summits  of  Whalley  Nab  were  wreathed 
in  mist,  and  a  fine  rain  descended  in  the  Valley.  The  Calder 
looked  duU  and  diseoloured  as  it  flowed  past  the  walls  of  the 
ancient  Abbey.  The  church  bell  toUed  mournf ully,  and  a  large 
coneourse  was  gathered  in  the  churchyard.  Not  f ar  from  one  of 
the  three  crosses  of  Paulinus,  which  stood  nearest  the  church 
porch,  a  grave  had  been  digged,  and  almost  every  one  looked 
into  it.  The  grave,  it  was  said,  was  intended  to  hold  two  coffins. 
Soon  after  this,  a  train  of  moumers  issued  from  the  ancient 
Abbey  gateway,  and  sure  enough  there  were  two  coffins  on  the 
Shoulders  of  the  bearers.  They  were  met  at  the  gate  by  Doctor 
Ormerod,  who  was  so  deeply  affected  as  scarcely  to  be  able  to 
perform  the  needf ul  offices  for  the  dead.  The  principal  moumers 
were  Sir  Eichard  Assheton  of  Middleton,  Sir  Ealph  Assheton, 
and  Nicholas.  Amid  the  tears  and  sobs  of  all  the  by  Standers, 
the  bodies  of  Bichard  and  Alizon  were  committed  to  the  earth — 
laid  together  in  one  grave. 

Thus  was  therr  latest  wish  fulfilled.  Flowers  grew  upon  the 
turf  that  covered  them,  and  there  was  the  earliest  primrose  seen, 
and  the  latest  violet.  Many  a  f ond  youth  and  trusting  maiden 
have  visited  their  lowly  tomb,  and  many  a  tear,  fresh  from  the 
heart,  has  dropped  upon  the  sod  covering  the  iU-f ated  lovers. 

*  Published  by  the  Ohetham  Society,  and  admirably  odited,  with  notes, 
exhibiting  an  extraordinary  amount  of  research  and  information,  by  the  Rey. 
F.  R.  Raines,  M.A.,  F.S.A.,  of  Mihirow  Parsonage,  near  Rochdale. 
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XV. 

LAVCA8TBB   CASTLE. 

Behold  tbe  grim  and  giant  fabric,  rebuilt  and  sirengthened  bj 
<<  Old  John  of  Qanni)  kime-h<motu:*d  Laucaeter  I'* 

Witbin  one  of  its  turrets  called  Jobn  of  GNiunt*8  Obair,  and  at 
eTentide,  Stands  a  lady  under  tbe  care  of  a  jailer.  It  is  the  last 
Bunset  sbe  will  ever  see — tbe  last  time  sbe  will  look  upon  tbe 
beauties  of  eartb ;  for  sbe  is  a  prisoner,  condenined  to  die  an 
ignominious  and  terrible  deatb,  and  ber  execution  will  take  place 
on  tbe  morrow.  Leaying  ber  alone  witbin  tbe  turret,  tbe  jailer 
locks  tbe  door  and  Stands  outside  it.  Tbe  lady  casts  a  long, 
lingering  look  around.  All  natnre  seems  so  beautiful — so  at- 
tractive.  Tbe  siinset  npon  tbe  broad  waterj  sands  of  More- 
cambe  Bay  is  exquisite  in  varied  tints.  Tbe  felis  of  Eumess  look 
blaek  and  bold,  and  tbe  windings  of  tbe  Lune  &re  clearlj  traced 
out.  But  sbe  casts  a  wistful  glance  towards  tbe  mountainous 
ridges  of  Lancasbire,  and  fancies  sbe  can  detect  alnongst  tbe 
beigbts  tbe  rounded  summit  of  Pendle  Hill.  Tben  ber  gaze 
settles  upon  tbe  grey  old  town  beneatb  ber,  and,  as  bqr  glance 
wanders  over  it,  certain  terrible  objects  arrest  it.  In  tbe  area 
before  tbe  castle  sbe  sees  a  ring  of  tall  stakes.  Sbe  knows  weU 
tbeir  purpose,  and  counts  tbem.  Tbey  are  tbirteen  in  number. 
Tbirteen  wretcbed  beings  are  to  be  bumed  on  tbe  morrow.  Not 
far  from  tbe  stakes  is  an  enormous  pile  of  fagots.  All  is  pre« 
pared.  Fascinated  by  tbe  sigbt,  sbe  remains  gazing  at  tbe  place 
of  execution  for  some  time,  and  wben  sbe  tums,  sbe  bebolds  a 
tall  dark  man  standing  beside  ber.  At  first  sbe  tbinks  it  is  tbe 
jailer,  and  is  about  to  teil  tbe  man  sbe  is  ready  to  descend  to 
ber  cell,  wben  sbe  recognises  bim,  and  recoils  in  terror. 

"  Tbou  bere — again  !"  sbe  cried. 

"  I  can  save  tbee  from  tbe  stake,  if  tbou  wilt,  Alice  Nutter," 
be  Said. 

"  Hence !"  sbe  exclaimed.  "  Tbou  tempest  me  in  vain. 
Hence !" 

And  witb  a  bowl  of  rage  tbe  demon  disappeared. 

Conveyed  back  to  tbe  cell,  situaced  witbin  tbe  dread  Dungeon 
Tower,  Alice  Nutter  passed  tbe  wbole  of  tbat  nigbt  in  praver. 
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Towards  four  o'clock,  wearied  out,  she  dropped  into  a  slumber ; 
fMid  when  the  clergyman,  from  whom  she  had  receiyed  spiritual 
pODSolation,  came  to  her  cell,  he  found  her  stiU  sleeping,  but 
with  a  sweet  smile  upon  her  Ups — the  first  he  had  ever  beheld 
there. 

Unwilling  to  disturb  her  he  knelt  down  and  prayed  by  her 
aide..  At  length  the  jailer  came,  and  the  executioner's  aids. 
The  divine  then  laid  his  hand  upon  her  Shoulder,  and  she 
instantlj  arose. 

"  I  am  ready,''  she  said,  cheerfully. 

"  You  have  had  a  happy  dream,  iiughter,"  he  observed. 

"  A  blessed  dream,  reverend  sir,"  she  replied.  ^*  I  thought  I 
saw  my  children,  Richard  and  Alizon,  in  a  fair  garden — oh ! 
how  angelic  they  looked — and  they  told  me  I  shonld  be  with 
them  soon." 

"  And  I  doubt  not  the  vision  will  be  realised,"  replied  the 
clergyman.  "  Your  redemption  if  fuUy  worked  out,  and  your 
salvation,  I  trust,  secured.  And  now  you  must  prepare  for 
your  last  trial." 

"I  am  fully  prepared,**  she  rephed;  "  but  will  you  not  go  to 
the  others  ?" 

"  Alas  !  my  dear  daughter,"  he  replied,  "  they  all,  excepting 
Nance  Redfeme,  refuse  my  Services,  and  will  perish  in  their 
iniquities." 

"  Then  go  to  her,  sir,  I  entreat  of  you,"  she  said ;  "  she  may 
yet  be  saved.     But  what  of  Jennet  ?     Is  she,  too,  to  die  ?" 

"  No,"  replied  the  divine  5  "  being  evidence  against  her  rela- 
tives, her  life  is  spared." 

"  Heaven  grant  she  do  no  more  mischief  ?"  exclaimed  Alice 
Nutter, 

She  then  submitted  herseif  to  the  executioner's  assistants, 
and  was  led  forth.  On  issuing  into  the  open  air  a  change  come 
over  her,  and  such  an  exceeding  faintness  that  she  had  to  be 
supported.  She  was  led  towards  the  stake  in  this  state;  but 
she  grew  fainter  and  fainter,  and  at  last  feil  back  in  the  arms 
of  the  men  who  supported  her.  Still  they  carried  her  on.  When 
the  executioner  put  out  his  hand  to  receive  her  from  his  aids, 
she  was  foimd  to  be  quite  dead.  Nevertheless,  he  tied  her  to 
the  stake,  and  her  body  was  consumed.  Hundreds  of  spectators 
beheld  those  terrible  fires,  who  exulted  in  the  torments  of  the 
miserable  sufferers.  Their  shrieks  and  blasphemies  were  terrific, 
and  the  place  resembled  a  hell  upon  earth. 

Jennet  escaped,  to  the  dismay  of  Master  Potts,  who  feared 
8he  would  wreak  her  threatenßd  vengeance  upon  him.     And; 
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indeed,  he  clid  suffer  from  aches  and  cramps,  wliich  he  attribtite< 

to  her ;  bat  which  were  more  reasonablj  supposed  to  be  owinj 

to  rhemn  caught  in  the  marshes  in  Pendle  Forest.     He  had 

however,  the  pleasure  of  assisting  at  her  ezecution,  when  sobk 

years  afterwards  retributive  justice  overtook  her. 

Jennet  was  the  last  of  the  Lancashire  Witches.    Erer  sinc< 

then  witchcraft  has  taken  a  new  form  with  the  ladies  of  th< 

county — ^though  their  fascination  and  s^Us  are  as  potent  ai 

ever.  Few  can  now  escape  them, — few  desire  to  do  so.  But  to  al 

who  are  afraid  of  a  bright  eye  and  a  blooming  cheek,  and  whc 

desire  to  adhere  to  a  bachelor's  condition — ^to  such  I  should  say 
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